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A  NOTE  ON  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 


I 


The  story  of  Heni?  Elogslej-'B  life  may  well  bo  told  i 
words,  because  that  lifu  was  on  tho  whob  a  fiiilure.  The  world  ' 
will  not  listen  vciy  tolerantly  to  a  narrative  of  failure  nnaccom- 
panied  by  the  bslo  of  remoteness.  To  write  the  liJu  of  Charles 
Kicgsley  would  bo  a  quite  different  task.  Hare  was  snccesB, 
victorioas  saccoss,  sufficient,  indeed,  to  t;ladden  tbo  bcart  even  of 
l>r.  Smiles— sacccBS  in  the  way  of  Church  prefennCDt,  success  in 
the  way  of  public  veneration,  bucccsf,  above  all,  as  a  popular 
novelist,  poet,  and  preacher.  Canon  Kingslcy's  Itfo  has  been 
written  in  two  Eubslantial  volnmes  containing  abundant  letters  and 
no  indiscTGlions.  In  this  biography  the  name  of  Henry  Kingslciy 
is  obsoIatcJy  ignored.  And  yet  it  is  not  too  much  to  say  I 
wben  time  baa  sodened  his  memory  for  ns,  ag  it  has  b 
for  us  the  rocmories  of  Marlowe  nnd  Bums  and  many  another,  1 
palilic  interest  in  Henry  Eingaley  nUl  be  BlTOuger  than  lu  I 
BOW  more  bmous  brother. 
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HENBY  KIKGSLEY. 

college  days  I  am  iudubted  U)  tho  kindness  of  Sir  Edwin 
Arnold." 

'^  I  koenr  Henry  Kingsley  T017  well  and  liked  him  very  inocli," 
lie  writes.  "  We  were  not  at  tlie  Hiune  college.  He  was  at 
Worcester,  I  at  University  CoUege.  Neverthdesa  we  wore  very 
constantly  together,  belonging  to  tte  eame  set,  also  to  an  eccentric 
olttb  called  '  The  Fez.'  At  the  University  ho  did  nothing  com- 
mensurate with  his  great  natural  abilities,  for  I  consider  him  qnita 
the  equal  in  genius  of  his  brother  Charles,  and  I  think  bis  novel 
of  '  Geoffiry  Hamlyn '  one  of  the  finest  pieces  of  fiction  ever 
composed.  He  gave  himself  at  Oxford  to  athletics  and  social  Ufa 
— always  being  generous,  manly,  and  of  an  inner  temper  nobler 
than  his  external  manners.  I  wagered  him  £10  one  day  that  bo 
fioiiid  not  '  nm  a  mile,  row  a  mile,  and  trot  a  mile  "  within  fifteen 
minutes ;  yet  be  accomplished  tliis  remarkable  feat :  and  &s  you 
know  be  was  one  of  our  very  best  scullers  on  the  river  :  nay,  I 
believe  he  won  the  Diamond  Sculls  at  Henley.  No  mora  bvable 
or  large-hearted  fellow  could  bo  found,  and  always  beneath  lua 
levity  there  lay  that  love  of  nature  and  that  passion  for  bonoorabla 
self-development  which  mode  bim  an  Australian  colonist,  and  gave 
the  world  bis  navels,  and  the  Sydney  Goventment  a  capital  and 
fearless  policeman.  If  he  had  lived  his  life  out,  literature  would 
have  been  richer  by  many  a  good  book,  and  England  stronger  by 
a  loyal  and  patriotic  man." 

Henry  Eingsley  left  college  m  1853  without  taking  bis  degree, 
and,  accompanied  by  two  friends  named  Venables  and  Irvine,  went 
to  tho  Austrahon  goldfields  tn  search  of  fortoni^.  It  did  not  come, 
but  that  a  great  de-al  of  disaster  came  in  its  place  is  saggested 
by  his  reticence  about  the  episode  in  after  years.  "  He  never 
talked  of  his  Aastrolion  experiences,"  eays  his  wife,  "although 

*  Mr.  Jehn  Cord;  JeaffresOD  devolea  some  pages  ol  bU  "  Becol 
tions"  to  Heor;  Eingetey.  but  hia  aolea  are  mere  barren  tltUo-tBt 
EiogsUjr  apparently  asked  JoaSreson  to  back  a  small  bill — wbieh  he 
It  ma;  be  addad— and  once  dUcuBBsd  with  him  bia  owa  personal  appear- 
•Dce,  implrmg  Ibat  be  (eared  he  voa  ogly.    But  tbes«  are  not  Ibe  thiagi 
wbiob  pBopU  Bfuall;  print  about  lh«  dapaited  (lia&di  ol  th«ir  youtb. 
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tbej  can  of  neeesBity  be  picked  up  liere  and  thcro  throughoDt  his 
novels."  For  some  little  time  ba  was  in  the  mounUd  poliee, 
but,  compelled  b;  duty  h)  attend  on  eiecntion,  he  wu  so  mnch 
ftffecied  that  he  ihiew  op  the  ftppoiatment  in  disgiut.  During 
his  absence  in  Australia  his  letters  entirely  censed,  and  bis  name 
was  Deror  mentioned  to  bis  mother,  who  believed  him  dead.  To 
thifl  mother  he  gave  nn£all«nng  allegiance  from  childhood,  and  she 
retomed  it  as  only  mothers  can.  "  Bom  in  the  West  Indioa,  bnt 
broaght  up  in  England,  she  was,"  Bays  Charles  Kingeley's  bio- 
grapher, "a  remarkable  woman,  fhll  of  poetry  and  entbuBiasm." 
Henry  was,  in  a  sense,  the  ne'er-do-weel  of  the  family,  sensitive, 
mtdiacipliotid,  and  lacking  in  self-reliance — in  every  respect  the 
epposite  of  his  brother  Charles. 

Henry  Kingsloy  altexnards  explained  the  absence  of  letters  by 
saying  that  he  did  not  write  becanse  he  was  nnsncceasfhl  and  waa 
rather  ashamed  of  it.  Later  he  continued  silent  hecanse  be 
dreaded  to  receive  bod  news,  and  so  year  after  year  ran  on  until 
in  I8S8  he  suddonly  made  bis  appearance  in  Chelsea.  On 
the  nigbt  of  hia  return  he  walked  np  and  down  outside  the  rectory 
door  for  over  an  honr,  fearing  to  enter  lest  be  might  bear  that 

»both  hia  parents  were  dead.  The  honse  was  actually  tenanted  by 
Bid  Mr.  Kingsley'a  curate,  among  whose  viBitors  was  the  young 
|»dy  who  afterwords  became  Henry's  wife.  During  these  five 
ftaiB  in  Austrab'a  many  things  had  happened.  The  old  vicar  had 
bMB  eclipsed  by  his  briUiont  eon.  Charles  had  become  Beetor  of 
Evenley,  had  published  "  HypatJa  "  and  "  Westward  Ho !  "  and 
ma  on  the  ev6  of  a  Royal  chaplaincy  and  bis  first  sermon  at 
Bnddngbam  Palace.  The  father  and  mother  had  taken  a  cottage 
■bout  a  mile  from  their  son's  rectory.  Heuiy  took  the  adjoining 
cottage,*  and,  inspired,  donhtJesaly,  by  emulation  of  his  brother, 
Bonnmenfied  his  own  literary  life.  "  Geofli7  Hamlyn  "  was  written 
ia  1859,  "  RavenBhoe  "  tu  1861,  «  Austin  EUiot "  m  1668.    In 

'  Tba7  (how  !ou  at  LaDgjwiily,  Australia,  the  collage  in  whiab 
"OooiBry  Baintjo"  was  writtea,  but  I  buve  tbe  auoranes  of  Ura.  Henry 
Kinney  thai  It  n-ns  positivaly  wrltlan  at  ETeciler.  DonbUeia  ooploui 
m  mad*  at  btDtrwlUy. 
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1864  he  married  Miss  Hasolwood  at  St.  Mary's  Boltons,  SonOi 
EeasiogUin,  where  the  marriage  ceremony  waa  performed  by  his 
brother  Charles  and  by  the  R«t.  Gerald  Blunt,  the  present  Rector 
of  Chelsea.    For  the  next  Beves  years  the  married  pair  lived  at 


CHELfiU  aEOtOBT 
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WargraTe,  Henley-on-Thames,  and  here  an  active  literary  life  waa 
interrupted  only  hy  visits  to  Loudon  and  some  acqaaintaoceebip 
with  Fleet  Street  joumaliBm  of  the  Bohemian  order.  It  may  have 
been  of  Uiia  period  that  Mr.  Joseph  Uatton  vrites  in  the  notM 
vith  nliich  bo  haa  kindly  favoured  me. 
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"I  was  nnprisdd,"  he  bbjr,  "on  reading  Mr.  Cor^y  Joofite- 
Bon'e  '  Book  of  Recolleeliona '  to  find  emphatic  reference  to  Henty 
Kiugslojr's  ugliness.  Jeaffrcson  ood  he  were  at  Oxford  tagetber, 
and  Kingalcj's  ngliuesa  was  so  great  that  be  was  painfully  con- 
■ciooa  of  it.  Bnt  it  Boems  bo  needed  only  '  the  proverhial  &\a 
mifiates  for  potting  himself  on  eqnalit;  with  any  personable 
yonngstfir  in  a  wonian's  regard.'  I  met  KingBlej  occasionally 
when  he  was  fighting  his  way  iu  literature  and  jonmaliHm  in 
London  ;  once  I  remember  when  I  was  editing  '  The  Gentleman 'a 
Mafpudne '  over  the  Pmteh  Offices  in  Bouverie  Street.  I  recall  < 
bis  appearance  as  that  of  a  bright-eytd,  pleasiint-looking  fellow,  a 
tnd«,  I  ahonld  say,  nnder  the  medium  height,  sensitive  face  and 
manners,  with  on  agreeable  pUy  of  featores  and  a  ready  tongne 
that  left  no  impression  on  my  mind  of  ugliness  physical  or  montal. 
He  bad  in  a  comparatively  small  frame  the  carriage  of  an 
■Uilete,  a  light-weight  clinmpion,  or  a  crack  rider  in  an  artillery 
^Rgiment.  At  leact,  that  is  m  I  remember  him ;  and  be  took 
to  paiu»  to  let  me  know  that  he  had  had  an  University  education, 
did  ho  talk  abont  his  famoas  brother  Charles,  nor  in  any  way 
try  to  im[)TesB  mo  with  hia  importance  socially  or  otberwiso,  Ho 
talked  of  his  work  and  his  hopes  very  modestly,  and  if  it  bad 
EtUen  to  my  lot  to  meet  bim  often,  I  think  be  was  the  kind  of  man 
I  aboold  have  liked  to  be  inUmate  with.  It  was  a  qm^&tion  of 
woA  which  bronght  ob  together.  I  remember  that  in  rosponso 
to  some  slight  bit  of  criliciam,  be  remarked,  ■  My  dear  Mr.  Hatton, 
yon  am  the  editor,  I  am  tbo  oontributor,  I  leave  myself  entirely 
ia  your  hands  ;  cnl  uat  anything  yon  don't  like,  if  I  don't  agree 
with  Ton  I  fdiall  restore  the  passages  wlien  I  reprint  the  chapters. 

For  the   mod   sympathetic  glimpse   of  Henry  Eingsloy  that    I 
remains  to  ns  I   am   indebted   to    a   private   letter  from   Mi?, 
Thackeray  Ritchie. 

"  A  great  many  j'eais  ago,"  she  writes,  "  I  remember  hearing  I 
Mrs.  KingsleT,  tbc  Bator's  wife,  at  Chelsea  Rectory,  saying  to  ' 
mj  GUtier,  '  You  know  my  son  Charles,  I  should  like  you  to  know 
my  aon  Henty  too,'  and  she  took  np  some  new  books  which  were 
ffiag  OD  th«  tablo  and  put  tbem  into  my  father's  band.     '  Ho  also 


mncL  from  iniuyiualiou  as  £riim  personal  ciperieuce  and  slmggle. 
I  kncTP  Ills  bucks  long  liufore  I  koair  him,  Bpcciall;  '  Geofi; 
Hftmljn,'  which  was  written  at  Wargrave,  and  it  was  there  that  I 
first  knew  Hunr;  KttigHle;,  a  kind,  most  kind  and  hospitable 
hoel  and  frieud.  I  lived  for  a  time  at  Henley  afU:r  my  father's 
death  in  a  cottage  by  the  rivor.     Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kiagsluy  wore  my 
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neigliboars,  and  frieuUy  oeigbboiirs  tad«ed.     I  do  not  renMituber  g 

UlkiDg  very  inacb  to  Heiity  Kiugaloj,  be  was  uBUsll;  biird  k 
work,  bnt  wn  nsed  to  ga  out  in  bo»ta  together,  and  meet  at  odd  I 
tnomonta  in  gurdens.    He  wae  [wrbaps  more  empbatic  in  coarec- 
aatioB  than  I  could  comibrUblj  respond  to,  but  ray  fe«lmg  of 
respect  and  regard  for  him  was  ttrj  great,  aud  lu;  affeulioiiatu 
admiration  warm  and  eincere.    My  brother- to -la w,  Leslie  tjteplicn, 
WM  a  great  deal  at '  Iry  Gate ' — so  onr  cottage  was  called — luid 
had  a  Tcty  great  regard  for  bim.     Wo  used  to  row  oTcir  to  tbe 
Kingsleys  to  the  channing  Uttle  cottage  at  Wargrave,  where  thoy 
were  living,  and  where,  among  other  interexttng  people,  I  remem- 
ber meeting  Mr.  Bwinbome,  who  watt  also  a  neighbour.     All  sorts 
of  friaadly  greetings  and  gifU  usud  lo  come  fortli  &om  the  littU  J 
cottage,  chief  among  which  c«rUiti  tlomiag  gladioli  stilt  bloom  ia  ] 
my  remembrance.     Wo  had  rabbits  and  a  littlo  dog,  bat  the  \ 
KingalaTa  hod  a  garden  full  of  fiowera,  cocks  and  hens,  rabbits, 
■ad  toll  dogs,  one  special  big  frieud,  a  coUie,  I  think,  whom  tliey 
kmd  tleoriy.     He  used  to  uoiue  in  at  roeol  times  and  lay  his  bng 
chin  apoo  hia  master's  kneu.     '  We  never  send  him  away  when  he 
does   this,'  Henry  Kingaley  osod   to  say,  caressing  the  faithfijl 
bead.     When  luy  ehildren's  dog  comes  now  in  tbe  same  way,  and 
ioola  Dp  in  my  be*,  1  often  send  him  away,  but  I  always  think  ot  J 
Uunry  Kingaloy  as  1  do  eo,  and  ft?ul  bow  hard-hearted  he  would  J 


*"  He  is  one  of  tho  kindest,  the  most  chivalrous  of  men,'  ao  ; 
old  friend  of  his  used  to  say  as  we  stood  on  the  river  banks  dia- 
coMbg  onr  nvigbboars,  and  tt  was  true  if  ever  it  was  true  of  any- 
body. What  the  exact  troublue  were  which  fell  npou  that 
boaptilile  couple  I  ilu  not  know,  but  trouble  come.  Mrs.  Einga- 
le;  vent  north,  Henry  Eingsley  wont  out  as  a  war  correspondent. 
Bemewhere  about  1B70  1  saw  him  ^ain  in  Edinburgh ;  he  had 
ctnoB  home  for  a  few  days  ouly,  to  a  famished  house,  dark  and 
sbabhy,  and  contrasting  with  sunny  Wargrave.  The  place  was 
Ml  oi  boxes  and  packings.  Mrs.  Eingsley  was  ousions  aud 
troobled,  Uiongh  even  then  she  look  mo  in.  I  happened  to  be  ill, 
«ad  tb*  Knt  for  a  lady  doctor  who  cured  me ;  ah<i  aUo  wrote  to 
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Or.  John  Brovn,  my  father's  old  liiend,  who  came  to  see  me.  I  left 
tbem  after  a  couple  of  days  and  went  sooth,  gmtofnl  for  their  kmd- 
ness,  bnt  feeling  as  if  I  ought  not  to  have  imposed  npon  it.  I 
only  saw  Henry  Kingsley  once  again.  It  was  two  or  three  years 
t&er  this  time,  that  I  travelled  one  day  with  Leslie  Stephen, 
who  had  told  me  Henry  Kingsley  was  vejy  iH,  and  asked 
me  to  go  witb  him  (o  some  place  about  an  hour  &om  London 
on  tho  Brighton  line.  We  walked  from  the  station  along 
a  village  road  with  trees  on  either  side  to  a  low  sort  of  ftum-hoase 
cottage  where  the  EiogsleyB  were  then  staying.  Mrs.  Kingsley 
was  lying  down  npstaira,  be  was  aloDe  to  receive  us  in  the  latticed 
sitting-room.  Ee  was  himseli,  and  yet  different  from  himself; 
his  eager  manner  was  gone ;  he  was  very  gentle,  hot  he  seemed 
collected  and  cheerful  only.  '  They  tell  me  I  am  going  to  die,' 
he  said  ;  '  I  can't  beliere  it,  I  don't  /mI  like  a  dying  man.'  Ha 
said  this  quite  natiiTally,  with  a  sort  of  simplicitj'  and  courage 
which  were  a  part  of  all  his  life.  He  went  on  to  talk  of  books 
and  eTery-day  things ;  he  seemed  pleased  that  we  should  have 
come  to  see  him,  and  made  us  ashamed  by  making  so  much  of  it. 
Very  soon  afterwards  we  heard  that  he  was  gone." 

In  1869  Hgdij  Kingsley  went  to  Edinburgh  to  edit  the  Dailif 
licriew.  That  this  was  a  mistake  his  friends  readily  acknowledged. 
His  somewhat  erratic  life  had  scarcely  fitted  him  for  the  editorial 
ebair.  Coccentratioii,  appL'catioD,  tact  in  dealing  with  one's  fellows 
—these  are  usnally  considered  the  qualifications  for  an  editor. 
Kingsley  possessed  none  of  them,  nor  bad  be  the  literary  lacutty 
which  makes  a  good  jonrualist.  "  I  remember  his  leaders,"  writes 
a  friend  of  that  time,  "  dictatorial,  self  complacent,  egotistical,  and 

Itingrammatical,"  And,  strange  as  it  may  seem  of  so  good  a  writer, 
it  ia  true  that  the  hypercritical  may  find  occasional  lapses  in  tho 
En^isb  of  Henry  Kingsley's  best  novels,  and  lapses  more  than 
ocGBsional  in  his  worst.  The  proprietors  of  his  newspaper  were 
tiionni((hly  weary  of  him  in  a  very  Utile  time,  but  it  was  not  until 
the  outbreak  of  the  war  of  1870  that  the  o()portuiuty  came  for 
them  and  for  him.  Ho  wished  to  aerre  as  a  war  correspoiident. 
The  proposal  wu  accepted,  sud  be  went  first  to  LaxemboQi^i 
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was  preeent  at  Sedan,  and  cl&imod  to  havo  been  the  I 

EQiui  to  enter  Metz.     In  1672  he  returned  to  ] 

"  Valentin,  a  Story  of  Sedan,"  vas  the  direct  iiiitniWM  of  Ug 

eiperiencee.     It  U  difficult  to  praiso  it,  and  indee^Ui'liBV  tft 

this  time  Becms  to  have  shown  a  gradaiJ  detcriontddii,    UMilta 

be  impossible  to  conceive  a  worse  novel  written  bf'^Sflttlelf  tf 

distinction  than  "The  Graogo  Garden,"  which  he'ftlStfdfn 

1876.     It  was  his  hsl  effort.     The  collection  of  esB^  tilM  M 

"FirMide  Btadies,"  wbiob  appeared  in  the  same  y^/^ 

to  enhance  his  repatation.     And  he  was  already  at  tbb  Hi 

of  his  &tal  iUness.     He  removed  with  his  wife  to  <C 

Boasei,  and  there  he  died  in  May,  1876.      He  vltki 

Cnckfield  chorobTBid. 

■'  I-  -j'llirf" 
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GEOFFEY    HAMLYN, 


CHAPTER   I. 

INTRODUCTORY. 

Near  the  end  of  February,  1857,  I  think  about  the  20th  or  so, 
though  it  don't  much  matter ;  I  only  know  it  was  near  the  latter 
end  of  summer,  burning  hot,  with  the  bushfires  raging  like  volcanoes 
on  the  ranges,  and  the  river  reduced  to  a  slender  stream  of  water, 
almost  lost  upon  the  broad  white  flats  of  quartz  shingle.  It  was 
the  end  of  February,  I  said,  when  Major  Buckley,  Captain  Brent- 
wood (formerly  of  the  Artillery),  and  I,  Geofl&y  Hamlyn,  sat 
together  over  our  wine  in  the  veranda  at  Baroona,  gazing  sleepily 
on  the  grey  plains  that  rolled  away  east  and  north-east  towards 
the  sea. 

We  had  sat  silent  for  some  time,  too  lazy  to  speak,  almost  to 
think.  The  beautiful  flower-garden  which  lay  before  us,  sloping 
towards  the  river,  looked  rather  brown  and  sere,  after  the  hot 
winds,  although  the  orange-trees  were  still  green  enough,  and  vast 
clusters  of  purple  grapes  were  ripening  rapidly  among  the  yellowing 
vine-leaves.  On  the  whole,  however,  the  garden  was  but  a  poor 
gnbject  of  contemplation  for  one  who  remembered  it  in  all  its  full 
November  beauty,  and  so  my  eye  travelled  away  to  the  left,  to  a 
broad  paddock  of  yellow  grass  which  bounded  the  garden  on  that 
side,  and  there  I  watched  an  old  horse  feeding. 

A  very  old  horse  indeed,  a  horse  which  seemed  to  have  reached 
the  utmost  bounds  of  equine  existence.    And  yet  such  a  beautiful 
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beast.  Even  aa  I  looked  some  wild  young  colta  were  let  out  of 
the  etock-yord,  and  came  gdlopmg  and  nhiunying  towards  him, 
and  then  it  waa  a  sight  to  see  the  old  fellow  as  he  trotted  towards 
them,  with  Lie  nose  in  the  air,  and  his  tail  arched,  throwing  his 
lega  out  before  bim  with  the  ease  and  grace  of  a  fonr-yeaT'Old, 
and  making  me  regret  that  he  wasn't  my  property  and  t«i  years 
yonnger ; — altogether,  oven  then,  one  of  the  finest  horses  of  hia 
class  I  had  ever  seen,  and  suddenly  a  thought  came  over  me,  aud 
I  grew  animated. 

"  Major  Buckley,"  I  said,  "what  horse  is  that?" 

"What  horse  is  that?"  repeated  the  miyor  very  slowly,  "Why, 
my  good  fellow,  old  Widderin,  to  be  sure." 

"  Bless  me  I  "  I  said ;  "  Yon  don't  mean  to  say  that  that  old 
horse  is  alive  still  ?  " 

"  Ho  looks  like  it,"  said  the  major.  "  He'd  cany  yon  b  mile 
or  two  yet." 

"I  thought  he  had  died  while  I  was  in  England,"  I  said.  "  Ab, 
mtuor,  that  horse's  history  would  be  worth  writing." 

"  If  yon  began,"  answered  the  major,  "  to  write  the  history  of 
the  horse,  you  must  write  also  the  history  of  everybody  who  waa 
coQoemed  in  tboae  circumstejices  which  caused  Sam  to  lake  a 
certain  famous  ride  npon  him.  And  you  would  find  that  the 
history  of  tlie  horse  would  be  reduced  into  very  small  compass, 
and  that  the  rest  of  your  book  would  assume  proportions  too  vsat 
for  the  human  intellect  to  gra.9p." 

"  How  so?"  I  said. 

He  entered  into  certain  details,  which  I  will  not  give. 

"  You  would  have,"  Lo  said,  "  to  begin  at  the  end  of  the  last 
centuiy,  and  bring  one  gradually  on  lo  the  present  time,  Qood 
heavens  t  just  consider." 

"  I  tbmk  you  eiaggerate,"  I  said. 

"  Not  at  all,"  he  answered.  "  You  must  begin  the  histories  of 
tlte  Buckley  and  Thornton  families  in  the  last  generation. 
The  Brentwooda  alao,  must  not  be  omitted, — why  there's  work  for 
several  years.     What  do  yon  say,  Brentwood  ?  " 

"  The  work  of  a  life-tjmo ;  "  said  the  captain. 

"  But  suppose  I  were  to  write  a  simple  narrative  of  the  prin- 
oipol  evonta  m  tho  histories  of  the  three  familieB,  which  no  one  is 
more  able  to  do  than  myself,  seeing  that  nothing  important  bos 
ever  happened  without  my  hearing  of  it, — bow,  I  say,  would  you 
like  that  ?  " 

"  If  it  amused  you  to  writo  it,  I  am  sure  it  would  amuse  usto 
read  it,"  said  the  mLgor. 

"  But  you  are  rather  old  to  torn  author,"  said  Captain  Brent- 
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"yoall  make  «  More  of  it;  id  fitct,  you'll  nerer  get 
tlmnigh  with  It." 

I  replied  not,  but  went  into  mj  bedroom,  and  returning  witli  k 
tltiok  roll  of  papers  threw  it  on  the  floor— as  on  the  stage  the 
bomnt  notary  Qirowa  down  the  long-lost  will, — and  there  I 
■tood   (br  a   moment  with   mj   anna   folded,    ering  Brentwood 

Itciimiphantly. 
"  It  IB  already  done,  captiun,"  I  said.     "  There  it  lies." 
The  c^taio  Ut  a  cigar,  and  said  nothing ;  bnt  tbo  m^or  said, 
"Good  gracious  me  I  and  wbtoi  was  this  done  ?  " 

"  Partly  here,  and  partly  in  England.  I  propose  to  read  it 
aloQil  to  yon,  if  it  will  not  bore  yon." 

"A  really  excellent  idea,"  said  the  major.  "My  dear  I" — 
thia  last  was  addressed  to  a  figure  whicli  was  now  seen  ap- 
proaching oa  np  a  long  vi^  of  trellised  Tines.  A  tall  figure 
drmaed  in  grey.  The  figure,  one  could  Bee  as  sbe  came  nearer, 
of  a  moat  Wautifol  old  woman. 

Dresaed  I  said  in  grey,  with  a  white  handkerchief  pinned  over 
ber  gray  hair,  sod  a  light  Indian  shawl  hanging  from  her  shonldera. 
As  upright  aa  a  dart,  she  came  towards  us  through  the  huming 
beat,  u  oalmly  and  migestically  as  if  Die  temperature  had  been 
delightfully  moderate.  A  hoaty  old  magpie  accompauied  ber, 
Cfidently  of  great  age,  and  from  time  to  time  barked  lite  an  old 
bnlldog,  in  a  wheezy  whisper. 

"  My  dear,"  said  the  m^or ;  "  Hamliru  U  going  to  read  aloud 
toaut  manuscript  to  as." 

"  That  will  be  very  delightful,  this  hot  weather,"  said  Mrs. 
Backley.     "  May  I  ask  Ibe  aabject,  old  (neod  ?  " 

"  I  would  rather  you  did  not,  my  dear  madam  ;  you  will  soon 
',  in  spite  of  a  chango  of  names,  and  perhaps  somewhat  of 


"  W«ll,  goon,"  said  thu  msjor;  and  so  on  I  went  with  the  next 
(inter,  whieb  is  tho  first  of  the  story. 

TIm  roador  will  probably  ask  : 

"  Kvw,  vbo  on  eaith  is  MiyoT  Bucldey  ?  and  who  ia  CaDtain 
Biwhraod  ?  and  last,  not  least,  who  the  Dickens  are  you  ? '  If 
yoa  will  hnve  patience,  my  dear  sir,  yon  will  find  it  all  out  in  a 
nsy  abort  tSnu — Bead  on. 
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THE  COUBTSHIP  AKD  MASSUQB  OF  JOHN  THOKHTON,  CLERK,  IKD 
THE  BIBTB  OF  SOME  ONE  WHO  TAKES  BATHEB  A  CONSFIOUOUB 
PABT   I»    OL'B   SIOBY, 

SoKSTOis  between  the  yean  1780  rbA  1790,  yoiing  John 
Thointon,  then  a  Scrritor  at  Christ  Church,  fell  in  Iotq  with 
pretty  Jane  Hickman,  whose  father  was  a  well-to-do  farmer, 
living  not  far  down  the  river  from  Oxford ;  and  shortly  before  be 
took  his  degree,  he  called  formally  upon  old  Hickman,  and  asked 
his  daughter's  hand.  Hickman  was  secretly  well  pleased  that  his 
daughter  should  marry  a  scholar  and  a  gentleman  like  John 
Thornton,  and  a  man  too  who  coald  knock  over  his  hird,  or  kill  his 
treat  in  the  bsher  with  any  one.  So  after  some  decent  hesitation 
he  told  him,  that  aa  soon  ns  be  got  a  living,  good  enoagh  to 
support  Jane  as  she  bad  been  accustomed  to  live,  bo  might  take 
her  borne  with  a,  father's  blessing,  and  a  hundred  pounds  to  bay 
furniture.  And  you  may  take  my  word  for  it,  that  there  was  not 
much  dif&culty  with  the  young  lady,  for  in  fact  the  thing  had  long 
ago  bocu  arranged  between  tbem,  and  she  was  anxiously  wai&ig 
in  the  passage  to  hear  her  father's  decision,  all  tbo  time  that  John 
was  closeted  with  him. 

John  came  forth  from  the  room  well  pleased  and  happy.  And 
that  evening  when  they  two  were  walking  logetlier  in  the  twilight 
by  the  quiet  river,  gaUiering  cowslips  and  fritillaries,  he  told  her 
of  bia  good  prospects,  and  bow  a  young  lord,  who  made  mnch  of 
him,  and  treated  him  as  a  friend  and  on  equal,  though  he  was  but 
a  Bervitor — and  was  used  to  sit  in  his  room  talking  with  him  long 
alter  the  quadrangle  was  quiet,  and  tbe  faiit  men  had  reeled  off  to 
their  drunken  slumbers — had  only  three  days  before  promised  lum 
a  living  of  SOO/.  a  year,  as  soon  as  he  should  take  bis  priest's 
orders.  And  when  they  parted  that  night,  at  the  old  stile  in  the 
meadow,  and  be  saw  her  go  gliding  home  like  a  wbit«  phantom 
under  the  dark  elms,  be  thought  joyfully,  that  in  two  short  years 
they  would  be  happily  settled,  never  more  to  part  in  this  world,  in 
his  peaceful  vicarage  in  Dorsetshire. 

Tno  short  years,  he  thought.  Alss !  and  alas  1  Before  two 
years  were  gone,  poor  Lord  Sandaton  was  lying  one  foggy 
November  moniiig  on  Hampetead  Heath,  with  a  ballet  through 
his  heart.  Shot  down  at  tbe  commencement  of  a  noble  and  nse^ 
career  by  a  brainless  gambler — a  man  who  did  all  things  ill,  save 
biUiards  and  pistol-shooting;  his  beauty  and  his  strength  hurried 


GEOFFBY  HiMLTK.  S 

0  coTTuption,  And  hia  wealth  to  the  aeoseless  dibauehfi  who 
inded  oo  his  mnidertr  to  insult,  liim.  But  I  have  Iicard  iili] 
Aornton  trJl,  with  proud  tnnis,  how  mjr  lord,  though  oulrageil 
ind  insulted,  witli  no  conrse  open  lo  him  bnt  to  gire  the  villiiia 
the  power  of  taking  hia  life,  Btill  firc-d  in  the  air,  and  went  down 
to  the  vnnlt  of  his  f(>refiilhers  without  the  guilt  of  blood  upon  bis 
Boal. 

So  died  Lord  Suidaton,  and  with  him  cdl  John's  hopes  of 
ftdraneement,  A  cnrate  now  on  CO/,  a  year :  what,  hope  hud  ho 
of  mArrying  ?  And  now  the  tearful  couple,  walking  once  more  by 
'  ri»er  in  desolate  autnmn,  among  the  flyicg  yellow  lenTes, 
^ore  constancy,  and  agreed  to  wait  till  better  times   should 

So  lliey  waited.     John  in  hia  parish  among  bis  poor  people  and 

'is  school -childreD,  bnsy  nlw»y!t  during  the  day,  and  sometimes 

Brhsps  happy.    Bat  in  the  long  winter  eveninga,  when  the  snow 

y  piled  against  the  door,  iind  the  w'mi  howled  in  the  chimney ; 

r  worse,  when  the  wind  was  still,  asd  the  rain  was  pattering  from 

Be   eaves,  he   would  sit  lonely  and  miserable  by  his  desolalo 

">,  and  think  with  a  sigh  of  what  might  have  been  had  his 

n  lived.     And  five- and -twenty  years  rolled  on  until  J&mea 

I,  who  was  horn  daring  the  first  year  of  his  cnrateship, 

e  home  a  broken  man,  witJi  one  ann  gone,  &oni  the  battle  of 

St.  Vincent.     And  the  great  M'orld  roared  on,  and  empires  rose 

k  ad  (ell,  and  dull  echoes  of  the  gr«at  throes  without  were  heard 

i  kt  the  pencefd  English  village,  like  distant  thunder  on  a  smnmer's 

[■  fitemoon,  but  still  no  change  for  him. 

Bnt  poor  Jane  bidos  ber  time  in  tiio  old  farm.houHe,  sitting  con- 
ibuit  and  patient  behind  the  long  low  latticed  window,  among  the 
geranimna  and  roses,  watching  the  old  willows  hy  the  river.  Five- 
■nd'twenty  times  she  sees  those  willows  grow  green,  and  the 
meadow  hright«n  up  with  flowers,  and  as  often  she  sees  their  yellow 
iMivefl  driven  before  the  strong  sontb  wind,  and  the  meadow  grow 
dork  ftnd  hoar  helbre  the  breath  of  autumn.  Her  father  was  long 
taaea  d«*d,  and  she  was  bringing  up  her  brother's  children.  Hor 
isreo  hair  was  utrcaicd  with  grey,  and  her  stop  was  not  so  light, 
nor  bur  laogb  bo  loud,  yet  still  sha  waited  and  hoped,  long  atler 
■Q  hope  seemed  dead. 

Bnt  »t  length  a  brighter  day  seemed  to  dawn  (or  them ;  for  tho 
biihop,  who  had  watched  for  years  John  Thornton's  patient 
tadniUr  and  blameless  converaation,  guvo  him,  to  his  great  joy 
■nd  B^miBlunent,  tho  living  of  Drumstou,  worth  850/.  a.year. 
And  BOW,  li  last,  he  might  marry  if  he  would.  True,  the 
g  of  his  life  was  gone  long  since,  and  its  hot  noon  spent  in 
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thankless  labonr ;  but  the  evening,  the  sober,  qniet  evening,  yet 
remained,  and  he  and  Jane  might  still  render  pleasant  for  one 
another  the  downward  rood  toward  the  chorchyard,  and  hand-iu- 
hand  walk  more  tranquilly  forward  to  meet  that  dark  tjrant 
Death,  who  seemed  so  terrible  to  the  sohtary  watcher. 

A  month  or  less  after  John  was  installed,  one  soft  grey  day  in 
March,  this  patient  couple  walked  slowly  arm-m-arm  up  the  hill, 
under  the  lychgate,  past  the  dark  yew  tLat  shadowed  the  peaceful 
graves,  and  so  through  the  damp  church  porch,  up  to  the  old  stone 
altar,  and  there  were  quietly  married,  and  then  walked  home 
again.  No  feasting  or  rejoicing  was  there  at  that  wedding ;  the 
Tory  realisation  of  their  long  deferred  hopee  was  a  dtsappointmenL 
In  March  they  were  married,  and  before  the  lanes  grew  bright 
with  the  primroses  of  another  spring,  poor  Jane  was  lying  in  a 
new-made  grave,  in  the  shadow  of  the  old  grey  tower. 

But,  though  dead,  she  yet  lived  to  him  in  the  person  of  a  bright- 
eyed  haby,  a  little  girl,  bom  bat  three  months  before  her  mother's 
death.  Who  con  t«ll  how  John  wakihed  and  prayed  over  that 
infant,  or  how  he  felt  that  there  was  something  left  for  him  inthia 
world  yet,  and  thought  that  if  his  child  would  live,  he  should  not 
go  down  to  the  grave  a  lonely  desolate  man.  Poor  John  I — who 
can  say  whether  it  would  not  have  been  better  if  the  mother's 
eofSn  had  boon  made  a  little  larger,  and  the  hahy  had  been  carried 
np  the  hill,  to  sleep  quietly  with  its  mother,  safe  from  all  the  evil 
of  this  world. 

But  the  child  lived  and  grew,  and,  at  seventtiOD,  I  remember  her 
well,  a  beautiful  girl,  mony,  impetnous,  and  thoughtless,  with 
black  waving  hur  and  dark  blue  eyes,  and  all  the  village  loved  her 
and  Ifflok  pride  in  her.  For  they  said — "  She  is  the  hanf 
and  the  best  in  the  parish." 
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THE  HISTOKY  OF  (a  CEETUN  FAJflLY  LITINO  Im)  EUBOPE,  FKW 
TH£  BATTLE  OF  TJtlFALGAB  TO  THE  FEACB  0?  1S18,  OONTAIKINO 
FACTS  HITHE&TO  UNPCBLISHED. 

Amoko  all  the  great  old  commoner  families  of  the  south  of  England, 
who  have  held  the  lande  of  their  forefathers  through  every  change 
of  dynasty  and  religion,  the  Buckleys  of  Clere  stand  deservedlj 
high  among  the  brightest  and  the  oldest.     All  dovm  the  etoimj 


I 
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page  6f  tbis  gre^t  island's  history  one  sees,  once  in  abont  a 
hundred  ye&n,  that  name  in  eoiae  place  of  eucond-rate  honour  at 
least,  whether  aa  admiral,  general,  or  statesman  ;  and  yet,  at  tbo 
beginning  of  this  present  century,  the  representative  of  the  good 
«1(I  &Du]y  was  liring  at  Clere  Honse,  a  palace  built  in  the  golden 
timea  of  EUzabelh,  on  GOO/,  a-year,  while  all  the  county  knew 
that  it  took  800{.  to  keep  Clere  in  proper  repair. 

Tho  two  Stoart  revolutions  had  broaght  them  down  &om  connty 
princes  to  simple  wealthy  equiree,  and  the  &antic  efiorta  mode  hy 
Godfrey  BncUey,  in  the  "  SonUi   Sea"  scheme  to  retrieve  tho 
family  fiutoneg,  bad  weU  nigh  broke  them.     Year  by  year  thay  J 
aaw  acre  after  acre  of  the  broad  Uuda  depart,  and  yet  Mannadnka  | 
lived  in  the  home  of  his  ancestors,  and  the  avenue  « 

He  was  a  widower,  with  two  bdcb,  John  and  James.  John  hoJ 
bneo  to  sea  &om  his  earliest  youth,  and  James  had  joined  hia 
TViginiieDt  a  year  or  more.  John  hod  been  doing  the  state  good 
MTTiee  nnder  hia  beloved  CoUingwood  ;  and  on  the  19th  October, 
1806,  when  Nelson  and  CoUingwood  made  tryet  to  meet  at  the 
gktea  of  bell,  John  Buckley  nae  one  of  the  immortals  on  the  deck 
of  Uie  "  Boyal  Sovereign."  And  when  the  war  fog  rolled  away  to 
leeward,  and  Trafalgar  was  won,  ajid  all  seas  were  &ee,  be  lay 
'  in  the  cockpit,  having  lived  just  long  enoagh  to  comprehend 

aagnitnde  of  the  victory. 

ave  old  Uarmadoke  was  waUdng  np  and  down  the  terrace  at 
Ctexv  uneasy  and  impatient.  Beside  him  was  the  good  old  curate 
vhn  liBii  educated  both  the  boys,  and  wearily  and  oft  they  tamed  to 
watch  down  the  long  vista  of  the  ancient  avenue  for  the  groom,  who 
had  been  despatched  to  Portamontli  to  gain  some  tidings  of  the 
lieutenant.  They  had  heard  of  the  victory,  and,  in  their  simplo 
way,  had  praised  Ood  for  it,  drinking  a  botUe  of  the  rarest  old 
wine  to  his  Mty'esty's  health  and  the  confusion  of  his  enemies, 
hrfor«  they  knew  whether  they  themselveB  were  among  the  number 
of  the  monmerB.  And  now,  as  they  paced  the  terrace,  every 
moeieitl  they  grew  more  anxious  and  uneasy  for  the  long  delayed 


B  trifle  took  them  into  the  flower-garden,  and,  when  they 
cam*  back,  their  hearts  leapt  up,  for  the  messenger  was  there  dia- 
SMHlDtedi  opening  the  gate.  The  curate  ran  down  the  steps,  and 
taking  a  bl&ok-edged  letl«r  &om  the  sorrowful  groom,  gave  it  into 
llw  tretabling  h^ds  of  the  old  eubb  with  a  choking  sob.  He 
apened  il  and  ^anced  over  it,  and  then,  throwing  it  towards  hia 
frioDd,  waOud  st^iadily  np  the  steps,  and  disappeared  within  tha 
darkporeb. 


S  TEE  RECOLLECTIONS  OF 

It  was  jaiii  three  hasty  lines  from  the  great  ColliiigW(y)d  busBelf. 
Ttiixt  bravo  heart,  in  the  midst  of  the  din  of  victory,  had  fotuid 
time  to  scrawl  a  word  to  hia  old  aclioolmate,  and  t«ll  him  tliat  hta 
boy  had  died  like  a  hero,  and  that  ho  regretted  him  Uko  a  son. 

The  old  moa  sat  that  evening  in  the  western  Kdlier^,  tearleaB 
and  aloQt!,  brooding  over  hia  grief.  Three  times  the  curate  had 
poeped  in,  and  as  ofl«n  hud  retreated,  fearful  of  disturbing  tho 
old  man's  solemn  Borrow.  The  autunm  sun  had  gone  down  in 
wild  and  lurid  clouds,  and  the  gallery  was  growing  dark  and 
gloomy,  when  the  white  figure  of  u  beaatifd  girl  entering  silently 
at  the  lower  door  came  gCdiag  up  the  darkening  vista,  past  the 
light  of  the  windows  and  the  shadow  of  the  piers,  to  where  the 
old  man  sat  under  the  high  north  window,  and  knelt  at  hia  feet, 
weeping  bitterly. 

It  wna  Agnes  Talbot,  the  daughter  of  bia  nearest  noigbbonr  and 
best  &iend,  whom  the  curate  bad  slily  sent  for,  thinking  in  bis 
honest  heart  that  she  would  make  a  better  comforter  than  he,  and 
rightly ;  for  the  old  man,  bending  over  her,  lifted  up  his  voice  and 
wept,  speaking  for  the  first  time  since  he  heard  of  his  bereavement, 
and  saying,  "  Oh,  my  boy,  my  boy  1  " 

"  He  is  gone,  sir,"  said  Agnes,  through  her  tears ;  "  and  gone 
tbe  way  a  man  should  go.  But  there  ia  another  left  yoa  yet; 
remember  him." 

"Aye,  James,"  said  be;  "alas,  poor  James!  Iwonder  if  he 
knows  it.     I  wish  he  wore  hero," 

"  James  is  here,"  said  she.  "  He  heard  of  it  before  yon,  and 
came  posting  over  as  fnat  as  he  could,  and  is  waiting  outside  to 
know  if  you  can  see  him." 

Tlie  door  at  the  lower  end  of  the  gallery  opened,  and  a  toll  and 
noble-looking  young  man  strode  up  and  took  his  father's  hand. 

Ho  was  above  tlie  ordinoi^-  height  of  man,  with  a  grand  broad 
forehead  and  hold  blue  eyes.  Old  Marmaduke's  heart  warmed  up 
as  he  parted  his  curling  baJr,  nnd  ho  said, 

"  Thank  God,  I've  got  one  left  still !  The  old  house  will  not 
perish  yet,  while  such  a  one  as  yon  remains  to  uphold  it." 

After  a  time  they  left  him,  at  his  own  request,  and  walked  ont 
together  through  the  dark  rooms  towards  the  old  baU. 

"  Agnes,  my  hcloved,  my  darling  I "  said  James,  drawing  hia 
arm  round  her  waist ;  "  I  knew  I  should  find  you  with  bim  like  a 
ministering  angel.  Say  something  to  comfort  me,  my  love.  You 
never  could  love  John  as  I  did  ;  yet  I  know  you  felt  for  him  aa 
your  brother,  ae  he  soon  wonlil  have  been,  if  he  had  lived." 

"  ^Vhat  can  I  say  to  yon,  my  own  ?  "  she  replied,  "  save  to  tell 
you  that  be  Cfll  aa  your  brother  should  fall,  amongst  the  ft 


OEOFFBY  HIMLTH. 

Ififthting  for  his  coaQtry'e  (oisknce-  And,  James,  if  yon  muat  co 
■tcfore  in«,  and  lesva  me  a  widow  iK'fore  I  ant  a  tiride,  it  woiuil 
f  Timdur  more  toIera1)l»  tbe  short  tuae  Uiat  would  lie  Icll  me  bufore 
lowud  you,  to  think  that  yon  had  fiiUcn  like  him." 
"  There  will  he  a  chance  of  it,  Agnos,"  Enid  James,  "  for  Stnart, 
_Uiey  say,  is  going  to  Italy,  and  I  go  with  him.  There  will  be  a 
Klong  and  bloody  war,  and  who  knows  bow  it  will  end  ?  Stay  yon  I 
I  liere  quiet  with  the  old  man,  my  loTe,  and  pray  for  mo  ;  the 
I  will  cone  some  day.  I  am  only  eighteen  and  an  (mgign ;  ia  tea  | 
^yedUY  I  may  bo  a  rolnnel." 

They  p^tod  that  night  with  teare  and  kiesos,  and  a  few  days 
I  tfterwards  James  went  from  among  tlii^m  to  join  hia  regiment. 

From  that  time  Agnes  almost  lived  with  old  Marmadnkc.     Her 
I  other's  castle  could  be  seen  over  the  troeB  from  the  windows  of 
I  Cl-±re,  sod  every  morning,  wet  or  dry,  the  old  man  posted  himself 
I  in  the  great  north  window  of  the  gallery  to  watch  her  coming.  All 
'  day  she  would  pervade  the  gloomy  old  mansion  like  a  ray  of  enn- 
'   light,  now  reading  to  him,  now  leading  him  into  Uie  flower-garden 
in  fine  weather,  till  be  grew  quite  fond  of  flowers  for  her  sake,  and  I 
began  even  to  leom  the  names  of  some  of  them.    Bnt  ofteneat  of  1 
allaho  would  sit  working  by  his  side,  while  be  told  her  stories  of 
times  gone  by.  stories  which  would  havo  been  dall  to  any  bat  her, 
but  wliich  she  conld  listen  to  and  applaod.     Best  of  all  she  liked 
to  hear  him  talk  of  James,  and  bis  exploits  by  flood  and  field  &om 
his  yodth  up ;  and  so  it  was  that  this  quiet  coaplo  never  tired  one 
^  Motier,  for  tieir  hearts  were  set  upon  the  same  olyect, 

Sometimes  her  two  sisters,  noble  and  beautiful  girls,  would  come 
o  aaa  him  ;  bnt  they,  indoed,  wore  rather  intruders,  kind  and  good 
'■Ms  tli«y  were.  And  sometimes  old  Talbot  looked  round  to  see  bin 
old  friend,  and  talked  of  bygone  fisLing  and  hunting,  which  roused 
lite  old  man  up  and  made  him  took  glad  for  half  a  day  after. 
Still,  however,  Agnes  and  the  venerable  curato  were  company 
eooogh  for  him,  for  they  were  the  only  two  who  loved  his  absent 
eoa  AS  well  as  ho.  The  love  which  hod  been  divided  between  ths  | 
two.  seemed  aov  to  bo  concentrat«d  upon  the  one,  and  yet  this  j 
true  old  Briton  never  hinted  at  James'  soiling  out  and  coming  ] 
borne,  for  he  said  that  the  country  had  need  of  cvtij  one  I' 
more  particularly  such  a  oue  as  James. 

Tin43  went  on,  and  bo  came  b^k  to  Uicm  from  Conmnu,  and  I 
•pending  little  more  than  a  month  at  borne,  he  started  away  ones 
mora ;  ^d  next  they  hoard  of  him  at  Bnnaco,  wounded  and  pro-   I 
mot4>(I.    Then  they  followed  bim  in  their  hearts  along  the  path  of  J 
^ary,  fiom  Talavera  byAlbuora  and  Vittoria,  across  the  Pyrenees. 
And  whihi  they  were  yet  reading  a  long-delayed  letter,  written  | 
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from  Tonlouae  at  midnight — aSter  having  been  to  th«<  theatre  with 
Lord  Wellington,  wearing  a  white  cockade — ho  broke  in  on  them 
again,  lo  tell  them  the  war  waa  well-nigh  oror,  and  that  he  would 
soon  come  and  live  with  them  in  peace. 

Then  what  dolightiiil  rennioiiB  were  there  in  the  old  gallery 
window,  going  over  all  the  weary  campaigns  once  more  ;  pleasant 
rambles,  too,  down  by  the  river-aide  in  the  sweet  May  oTeniDgs, 
old  Marmadoke  and  the  curate  discreetly  woUting  in  front,  aad 
J&mos  and  Agnea  loitering  far  behind.  And  b  the  sncceeding 
winter  after  they  were  marriad,  what  pleasant  rides  hod  they  to 
meet  the  honnds,  and  merry  OTeninga  before  the  bright  wood-fijs 
m  the  hall.  Never  were  fonr  people  more  happy  than  they.  The 
war  was  done,  the  disturber  was  confined,  and  peace  had  eetUed 
down  npon  the  earth. 

Peace,  yee.  But  not  for  long.  Spring  came  on,  and  with  it 
strange  disquieting  rumours,  growing  more  certain  day  by  day, 
till  the  terrible  new9  broke  on  tbem  tliat  the  faithless  tyrant  had 
broke  loose  agam,  and  that  oil  Europe  was  to  be  bathed  b  blood 
once  more  by  his  insane  ambition. 

James  hod  sold  ont  of  the  army,  so  that  when  Agnes  Ent 
heard  the  intelligence  she  thanked  God  that  her  husband  at  least 
would  be  safe  at  home  during  the  atorm.  But  she  was  soon  to  be 
undeceived.  When  the  news  first  carae,  James  had  galloped  off 
to  Portsmouth,  and  Iat«  in  the  evening  tiiey  saw  hira  come  riding 
slowly  and  sadly  np  the  aveone.  Bhe  was  down  at  the  gate 
before  he  could  dismount,  and  to  her  eager  inqoiries  if  the  news 
were  true,  he  replied, 

"All  too  true,  my  love;  and  I  must  leave  yon  Uiis  day 
week." 

"  My  God  I  "  said  she  ;  "  leave  me  again,  and  not  aii  raontba 
married  9  Sorely  the  king  has  bad  yon  long  enough ;  may  not 
your  wife  have  yon  for  a  few  sLort  months  ?  " 

"  Listen  lo  me,  dear  wife,"  be  replied.  "  All  the  Peninsnlar 
men  axe  volonteemg,  and  I  mnat  not  be  among  the  last,  for  every 
man  is  wanted  now.  Buonaparte  is  joined  by  the  whole  army, 
and  the  craven  king  baa  fled.  If  England  and  ProBeia  con  com- 
bine to  strike  a  blow  before  h&  gets  head,  thousands  and  hundreds 
of  thousands  of  lives  will  be  spared.  Bat  let  him  once  get  firmly 
seated,  and  then,  hey  I  for  ten  years'  more  war.  Beside  the 
thing  is  done  ;  my  name  went  in  this  morning." 

She  said,  "  God's  will  be  done  ;  "  and  he  left  his  young  bride 
and  bis  old  father  once  again.  The  nightingale  grew  melodionj 
in  the  midnight  woods,  the  sw&llows  nestled  again  in  the  chimneys, 
and  day  by  day  the  shadows  under  the  old  avenue  grew  darkcc 
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rtiU  merry  Jane  was  half  gone;  and  tlten  on'!  Saturday 
^nrnDur  of  a  great  defeat. 

e  long  weary  Bonimer  Sabbath  tfant  followed,  Agnes  and 
kdnke  eUently  paced  the  terrace,  till  the  carat« — having  got 
__;h  his  own  Berviees  somehow,  and  broken  down  in  the 
ppraynr  during  war  and  tamnJts," — came  hurrying  hack  to  them 
B  p»o  what  comfort  he  coald. 

[  Alas  I  that  wiis  bnt  titUe.    He  could  only  speculate  whether  or 
it  the  duke  would  give  np  Brussela,  and  retire  for  reinibrccmenta. 
Jthe  two  armies  could  effect  a  union,  tliey  wonM  be  neat  abont 
>  strungth  of  the  French,  but  then  tlio  PniBsians  were  ent  to 
10  the  curato  broke  down,  and  became  the  worst  of  the  three. 
i  Cheer  Qp,  good  souls  I  for  be  yon  love  shall  not  die  yet  for 
laj  long  years.     Wbilo  you  are  standing  there  before  Ibe  porch, 
eading  the  long  anxioua  uight,  Waterloo  has  been  won,  and  be 
^hating  stood  the  appointed  time  in  the  eerried  s^iuarc,  watching 
lie  angry  wares  of  lYench  cavalry  dash  in  vain  against  the  glitter- 
ing vaU  of  bayonets — is  now  leaning  agiunst  a  gun  in  the  French 
poeition,  nli«e  and  well,  though  fearfully  tired,  listening  to  the 
titonder  of  the  Prussian  artillery  to  the  north,  and  watching  the 
red  snn  go  down  across  the  wild  confusion  of  tlie  batlle-field. 

But  home  at  Clcre  none  slept  that  night,  but  met  again  next 
moniing  weary  and  harassed.  All  the  long  three  days  none  of 
'iuaa  spoke  much,  but  wondered  abont  the  boose  nneasily.  About 
m  o'clock  on  the  Wednesday  night  they  went  to  bed,  and  the  old 
ua  slept  from  sheer  weariness. 
It  was  twelve  o'clock  when  there  came  a  clang  at  the  gate,  and 
I  ■  sound  of  hotscs'  feet  on  the  gravel.  Agnes  was  at  the  window 
I  in  a  moment. 

"  Who  goes  there?"  site  cried. 

"  An  orderly  from  Colonel  Mountford  at  Portsmouth,"  said  a 
c*  below.     "A  Utter  for  Mr.  Buckley." 
l  She  aenl  n  servant  to  undo  the  door  ;  and  going  to  the  window 
bain,  shis  inifuired,  trembling, — 
T"  Do  you  know  what  the  news  is,  orderly  1 " 
"  A  gmt  victory,  my  dear,"  said  the  man,  mistaking  her  for 
G  (if  tbo  sorvanta.     "  Tour  master  is  all  right.     There's  a  letter 
u  inside  this  one." 

i  I  daresay,"  Mrs.  Buckley  used  to  add,  when  sho  would 

[QU  Waterloo  story,  as  we  called  it,  "that  the  orderly 

0  ft  most  heartloes  domestic,  for  when  I  heard  what  he 

it  out  langbing  ao  loud,  that  old  Mr.  Buckley  woke  up 

I  was  the  matter,  and  when  heard,  he  laughed  aa  load 
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Bo  he  came  back  to  them  sgain  with  (lesh  laurels,  bnt  Agces 
never  felt  safe,  till  she  heard  that  the  powprs  had  detflnnineJ  to 
chain  np  her  bile  noir,  Buonaparte,  on  a  lonely  rock  In  the  Atlantic, 
that  he  might  disturb  the  world  no  more.  Then  at  last  she  began 
to  believe  that  peace  might  be  a  reality,  and  a  few  months  after 
Waterlcw,  to  their  delight  and  exultation,  she  bore  a  noble  boy. 

And  as  we  shall  see  more  of  this  boy,  probably,  than  of  any  cine 
else  in  these  following  pages,  wo  wiU,  if  yoa  please,  appoint  him 
hero,  with  all  the  honours  and  emoluments  t^ereonto  pertaining. 
Perhaps  when  I  have  finished,  you  will  think  him  not  so  much  of 
a  hero  after  all.  Bnt  at  all  events  you  shall  see  that  he  is  an 
honest  nprigbt  gentleman,  and  in  these  times,  perhaps  such  a 
character  is  preferable  to  a  hero. 

Old  Marmadoke  hod  been  long  failing,  and  two  years  after  this 
be  had  taken  to  his  bed,  never  to  leave  it  again  sJive.  And  one 
day  when  the  son  and  heir  was  rolling  and  crowing  on  hia  grand- 
faOier'a  bod,  and  Agces  was  sewing  at  the  window,  and  James  was 
tying  a  fly  by  the  bedside,  under  the  old  man's  directions,  he 
suddenly  drew  the  child  towards  him,  and  beckoning  Agnes  from 
the  window,  spoke  thus  : — 

"  My  children,  I  shan't  be  long  with  yon,  and  I  must  be  the 
last  of  the  Buckleys  that  die  at  Clerc.  Nay,  I  mean  it,  James ; 
listen  careiully  to  me :  when  I  go,  the  house  and  park  most  go 
with  me.  We  are  vei?  poor  as  you  well  know,  and  yon  will  be 
doing  injustice  to  this  hoy  if  yon  hang  on  here  in  this  useless 
tomble-down  old  palace,  withont  money  enough  to  keep  np  yonr 
position  In  the  county.  You  are  atill  young,  and  it  wonld  bo  hard 
for  yon  to  break  np  old  associations.  It  got  too  hard  for  ma 
lately,  Uiough  at  one  time  I  meant  to  do  it.  The  land  and  the 
house  are  the  worst  investment  you  can  have  for  your  money,  and 
if  yon  seU,  a  man  Uke  yoa  may  make  money  in  many  ways. 
Gordon  the  brewer  is  dying  to  have  the  place,  and  he  has  more 
right  to  it  than  we  have,  for  lie  has  ten  acres  rotmd  to  onr  one. 
Let  him  have  the  estate  and  found  a  new  family ;  the  people  will 
miss  us  at  first,  God  bless  'em,  but  they'll  soon  get  nsed  to 
Gordon,  for  he's  a  kindly  mas,  and  a  just,  and  I  am  glad  that  we 
shall  have  go  good  a  succcssar.  Remember  your  family  and  your 
ancestors,  and  for  that  reason  don't  hang  on  here,  as  I  said  before, 
in  the  false  position  of  an  old  coimty  fbonlly  without  money,  like 
the  Singletons  of  Horst,  living  In  a  ruined  haU,  with  a  mlserahla 
overcropped  farm,  a  comer  of  the  old  deer  park,  onder  their  draw- 
ing-room windciw.  No,  my  boy,  I  would  sooner  see  you  take  a 
farm  from  my  lord,  than  that.  And  now  I  am  tired  with  taUdog, 
ftud  ao  leave  me,  but  after  I  am  gone,  remember  what  I  h&va  ■■'^ 
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A  few  lUn  utter  thia  Uie  old  man  pMwd  peaoefolly  from  tlia 
irld  without  a  eigli. 

The3f  buried  him  in  &e  &milyvaiilt  nnder  Die  ctiancul  windoin, 
'  he  WEia  the  kst  of  the  Backle;a  that  alt'Vt  in  thti  grove  of  his 
-cfiithers.     Tlio  old  orcL  beneath,  the  east  wiudow  is  bnilt  np 

Soon  after  he  was  gone,  the  HigoT,  as  I  shall  call  him  in  fatuio, 
sold  the  hoDSO  and  park,  and  the  few  farms  that  were  loft,  and 
taasd  himself  with  twelve  thonsanil  pounds,  ruadj  to  begin  the 
world  again.  He  funded  hia  mone;  and  mode  np  his  mind  to 
Wtit  m  few  years  and  eee  what  to  do  ;  det«nnining  tLat  if  no  other 
eoorae  shoold  open,  he  woold  emigrate  to  Canada— the  paradise 
of  balf-ps;  officers.  But  in  the  meantime  be  moved  into  Devon- 
ahire,  and  took  a  pretty  little  cottage  which  waa  to  let,  not  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  &om  Dnimston  Vicarage. 

Such  an  addition  to  John  ThomtoD's  little  cii'cJe  of  acquaintances 
was  Tery  welcome.  The  U^'or  aud  he  very  soon  became  last 
fiuoda,  and  noble  Mra.  Bnukloy  was  Boldom  a  day  withonl  spend- 
ing as  bonr  at  least,  with  the  bcauti£il,  vil^  Mary  Thornton. 


^ 


CHAPTER  IV. 
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Tm  twilight  of  a  winter's  evening,  auccooding  a  short  and  stormy 
day,  was  East  fading  tuto  night,  and  old  John  Thornton  sat  dozing 
in  his  chair  before  the  £re,  waiting  for  candles  to  resomo  bis  read- 
ing. He  was  now  but  little  over  sixty,  yet  his  hair  was  snowy 
vhil^.  and  his  face  looked  worn  and  aged.  Any  one  who  watohed 
Ilia  coonliaiauce  now  is  the  light  of  the  hlazing  wood,  might  see 
by  the  down-drawn  brows  and  uneasy  expressiou  that  the  old  man 
«a«  unhappy  and  di8i|uieted. 

Tho  book  that  lay  in  his  lap  was  a  volume  of  ShakeEpeare,  open 
•1  the  "  Uerchont  of  Venice."  Something  he  had  como  iicrose  in 
that  play  had  set  him  thinking.  The  book  bad  fallen  on  hia 
kaee*,  ud  be  sat  pondering  till  he  hod  fitllen  asleep.  Yet  even 
in  his  slomber  the  uneasy  expression  stayed  Dpon  his  face,  and 
now  and  then  be  moved  nneuiily  iu  bis  chair. 

What  could  there  be  to  vex  him  ?  Kot  poverty  at  all  events, 
tor  not  a  year  ago  a  relation,  whom  he  had  seldom  seen,  and  of 
1bI«  y«sn  entirely  lost  sight  of,  ha4  left  him  6,0001.  and  a  like 


qaiet,  good  old  maiil,  who  hiul  hnvn  a  govemesa  s 

'    '  ■        0  thftt  ho  wtts  aow  comfortably  off,  witU 

e  cared  ftbout  in  the  world  staying  with 
^  comfortable.     Yet  notwithatandiug  &11 
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1  his  daughter  Mary.     And  his  aiater,  Mias  Thomlon,  a 
jood  old  maid,  who  hiu)  been  a  govemesa  all  her  life,  had 
e  to  live  with  him,  i 
the  only  two  relations  1 
him  to  make  his  old  age 
this,  John  was  unhappy. 

Hia  daughter  Mary  aat  sewing  in  the  nindow,  ogtensibly  for  tho 
pnrpose  of  uaing  the  lost  of  the  daylight.  But  tlie  piijce  of  white 
muslin  in  her  hand  claimed  but  a  Hmall  part  of  her  attenUon, 
Sometimes  she  gave  a  atitch  or  two  ;  but  then  followed  a  long 
gaze  out  of  the  window,  across  the  damp  gravel  and  plnshy  lawn, 
towarda  the  white  gat«  under  the  leafless  larobes.  Again  with  an 
impatient  sigh  ale  would  nddreas  herself  to  her  aewing,  but  once 
more  her  attention  would  wander  lo  the  darkening  garden  ;  so  at 
length  she  rose,  and  leaning  against  the  window,  began  lo  watch 
the  white  gate  once  more. 

But  now  abe  starts,  and  her  face  brightens  up,  as  the  gate 
awinga  on  ita  hinges,  and  a  tall  man  comes  with  rapid  eager  at^p 
up  the  walk.  John  moTea  uneasily  in  his  sleep,  but  unnoticed  by 
her,  for  ahe  atands  hack  in  the  shadow  of  tlie  curtain,  and  eagerly 
watchea  the  new  comer  in  hia  approach.  Hiar  father  aita  up  in 
his  chair,  and  after  looking  sadly  at  her  for  a  moment,  then  sinks 
back  with  a  sigh,  as  Uiough  he  would  wish  to  go  to  sleep  again 
and  wake  no  more. 

The  maid,  bringing  in  candles,  met  the  new  comer  at  the  door, 
and,  carrying  in  the  lights  before  him,  announced — 

"  Mr.  George  Hawker." 

I  remember  his  face  mdistinctly  as  it  was  then.  I  remember  it 
far  better  as  it  was  twenty  years  after.  Yet  I  muat  try  to  recall 
it  for  you  aa  well  as  I  can,  for  wo  shall  have  much  to  do  with  this 
man  befoi'e  the  end.  Aa  tho  light  from  the  candlea  fell  upon  bis 
figure  while  he  atood  in  the  doorway,  any  man  or  woman  who  saw 
it  would  have  exclaimed  immediately,  "  What  a  haudaome  fellow  I  " 
and  with  justice ;  for  if  perfectly  regular  featurea,  splcudid  red 
and  brown  complexion,  fiiutUess  white  teeth,  and  the  finest  head 
of  coriing  black  hair  I  over  saw,  could  moke  him  handsome,  hand- 
some bo  was  without  doubt.  And  yet  tho  more  yon  looked  at 
him  the  less  you  liked  him,  and  the  more  inclined  you  felt  to 
pick  a  quarrel  with  him.  The  thin  lips,  the  ererlaating  smile,  the 
quick  suspicious  glance,  so  rapidly  ahot  out  from  under  the  over- 
hanging eyebrows,  and  as  quickly  withdrawn,  were  fearinlly  repul- 
sive, as  well  aa  a  trick  he  had  of  always  clearing  his  throat  before 
he  Bpoke,  as  if  to  gain  time  to  frame  a  lie.  But,  perhaps,  tha 
etm^eet  thing  about  him  was  the  sh^pe  of  hia  head,  whiohi  T 
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ihUd  wonM  have  obaerred .     The  young  (tJIoira  in  tiio»o 

*  little  raoogb  aboat  phrenology.     I  iloabt,  indeed,  if  I 

ftrd  Lhe  word,  and  yet  among  the  Tillage  lads  tliat  hibd 

J, ,^  name  of  "  flat-headed  fleorge."     The  forehead  WM 

hotli  low  and  narrow,  sloping  a  great  way  back,  whilo  the  larger 
fUi  of  tlie  alcnll  Iny  low  down  behind  the  ears.  AU  this  waa 
made  tli«  more  TiBibte  by  the  ebort  corling  hair  which  covered  his 

Hi]  was  the  only  son  of  a  small  farmer,  in  one  of  Ibe  distant 
outlying  hamleta  of  Dromston,  called  Woodlands.  His  mother 
bad  died  when  be  was  very  young,  and  he  had  bad  but  little 
edaeotioa,  but  had  lived  shut  np  Hith  his  &ther  in  the  lonely  old 
(Una-havao,  And  strange  steries  were  in  circulation  among  the 
nUoges  about  that  boose,  not  much  to  the  credit  of  either  father 
or  eon,  which  stories  John  Tbornfon  must  in  bis  poaition  as  clergj- 
naa  have  heard  somewhat  of,  bo  thst  one  need  hardly  wonder  at 
bis  imeasineeB  when  he  Eaw  him  enter. 

Pot  Uai7  adored  him  ;  the  rest  of  the  villago  disliked  and  dia- 
trast«d  him  ;  but  she,  with  a  strange  perversity,  loved  him  as  it 
addom  (alia  to  the  lot  of  man  to  be  loved — with  her  whole  heart 
ud  ton]. 

"  I  bare  brought  you  some  snipes,  Mr.  Tliomton,"  said  he,  in 
bis  Btost  musical  tones.  "  The  white  frost  last  night  haa  sent 
D  down  o£r  the  moor  as  thick  as  beee,  and  this  warm  rain  will 

D  send  them  all  back  again.     I  only  went  round  through  Fem- 

Iby  and  Combe,  and  I  have  killed  five  couple." 

"  Thank  yon,  Mr.  George,  thank  you,"  said  John,  "  they  are 

:  eo  plentiful  as  they  were  in  old  times,  and  I  don't  shoot  so 

U  citbur  as  I  used  to  do.  Mj  sight's  going,  and  I  can't  walk 
It  is  nearly  time  for  me  to  go,  I  think." 

"  Not  yet,  sir,  I  hope  ;  not  yet  far  a  long  time,"  said  George 
Hawker,  in  an  offhand  sort  of  way.  But  Maty  slipped  round, 
iiaaed  bia  forobead,  and  took  his  hiuid  quietly  in  hera. 

John  looked  ttom  bcr  to  George,  and  dropped  her  hand  with  a 
Bgb,  >sd  uooa  tho  lovers  were  whispering  together  again  in  the 
dvlauna  of  the  window. 

fiat  BOW  there  is  b  fresli  footfall  on  the  garden  walk,  a  quick, 
rapid,  decided  one.  Somebody  bursts  open  the  hall-door,  and, 
witboot  abutting  it,  dashes  into  the  parlour,  accompanied  by  a 
torasdo  of  damp  air.  and  announces  in  a  loud,  though  not  unplea- 
aaai  voice,  with  a  foreign  accent — 

"  I  bavo  fp>t  the  new  Scolopax." 

He  mi  a  brood,  massive  huilt  man,  about  the  middle  height, 
«  det«ruined  set  of  features,  brightened  np  bf  a  pair 


i 
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of  morry  blae  eyes.  His  for«hea<]  was,  I  tbiiilc,  the  finest  I  ever 
saw ;  BO  high,  bo  broad,  and  bo  upright ;  asd  altogether  he  wa& 
the  BOrt  of  man  thai  in  a  city  one  would  turn  round  and  look  after. 
wondering  who  he  was. 

He  Btood  in  the  doorway,  dripping,  Eiud  without  "  Q<x»d-s 
or  salutation  of  ajiy  sort,  eidalmed — 

"  I  have  got  the  new  Scolopai  I  " 

"Nol"  cried  old  John,  starting  up  all  alive,  "  Hare  yon 
though  ?  How  did  you  get  him  ?  Aio  you  sure  it  is  not  a  young 
Jacli  ?     Come  in  and  teU  us  all  about  it.     Only  think." 

"The  obstinacy  and  incredulity  of  you  English,"  replied  the 
new  comer,  totally  disregarding  John's  exclamations,  and  reman- 
ing dripping  in  l^e  doorway,  "  far  exceeds  anything  I  could  have 
conceived,  if  I  had  not  wiloeesed  it.  If  I  told  you  once,  I  told 
you  twenty  times,  tliat  I  had  seen  the  bird  on  three  distinct 
occasions  in  the  meadow  below  Reel's  mill ;  and  you  each  time 
threw  your  jacksnipe  theory  in  my  face.  To-day  I  marked  him 
down  in  the  bore  ground  outside  Haveldon  wood,  then  ran  at  full 
Bpeed  up  to  the  joger,  and  oSered  him  live  shillings  if  he  would 
come  down  and  shoot  the  bird  I  showed  him.  He  came,  killed 
the  bird  in  a  style  that  I  would  give  a  year's  tobacco  to  be  master 
of,  and  remarked  as  I  ptud  him  his  money,  that  he  would  like  to 
get  five  shillings  for  every  one  of  those  birds  he  could  Bhoot  in 
summer  time.  The  jolter-hcod  thought  it  was  a  sandpiper,  but  he 
wasn't  much  farther  out  than  you  with  your  jacksnipes.     Bah  I  " 

"  My  dear  Doctor  Mulhaus,"  said  John  mildly,  "  I  confess 
myself  to  have  been  foolishly  increduloas,  as  to  our  litUe  place 
being  honoured  by  such  a  diatinguiBhed  etnutger  as  the  new  snipe. 
But  come  in  to  the  fire,  and  smoke  your  pipe,  while  you  show  me 
your  treasure.  Mary,  you  know,  likes  tobacco,  and  Mr.  George, 
I  am  sure,"  he  added,  in  a  slightly  altered  tone,  "  will  excuse 
it." 

Mr.  Qeorge  would  be  charmed.  But  the  Doctor,  standing 
staring  at  him  open-eyed  for  a  moment,  demanded  iu  an  aodible 
whispor — 

"  Who  the  deuce  is  that  ?  " 

"  Mr.  George  Hawker,  Doctor,  from  the  Woodlands.  I  should 
have  thought  you  had  met  him  before." 

"  Never,"  replitd  the  Doctor.  "And  1  don't — and  I  mean  I 
have  had  the  honour  of  hearing  of  him  from  Stockbridge.  Excuse 
mo,  sir,  a  moment.  I  am  going  to  take  a  liberty.  I  am  » 
phrenologist."  He  advanced  across  the  room  to  where  Qeorge 
Bst,  liud  his  hand  on  his  forehead,  and  drawing  it  lightly  and 
slowly  bock  throogh  his  bluk  curb,  till  he  reached  the  nape  n'" 
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,  EJHciilat4;d  a  "  Hali  I "  which  might  mean  anything,  and 
ii  to  the  fire. 

'  He  then  began  filling  his  pipe,  but  before  it  vas  fillod  set  it 
nddenhf  on  the  table,  and  dr&K-ing  from  his  coat-pocket  a  canl- 
board  box.  exhibited  to  the  delighted  <ye8  of  the  vicar  that  beau- 
^fol  little  brows-mottled  Bnipe,  \rhich  now  bears  the  name  of 
Colonel  Sabine,  and  having  lit  bis  pipe,  set  to  work  vitix  a  tm; 
penknife,  and  a  pot  of  arsenical  aoap,  all  of  wliich  were  die- 
intened  from  the  vast  coat-pocket  liefore  mentioned,  to  rednce 
the  plmnp  little  bird  to  a  loose  maaa  of  skin  and  feathers,  6t  U> 
begin  again  his  new  life  m  death  in  a  glass-case  m  BOme  coUm- 
1   tor's  mnseam. 

^  OeoTge  Hawker  had  sat  rery  tmeaay  since  the  Doctor's  phreno- 
logical examinatioD,  and  every  now  and  then  cast  fierce  angry 
Ranees  at  him  from  under  his  lowered  eyebrows,  talking  but  little 
to  iSixj.  But  now  he  grows  more  oceasy  still,  for  the  gate  goes 
again,  and  etill  another  footiaU  is  hoard  approaching  throagh  the 
darkness. 

That  ia  James  Btockhiidge.  I  should  know  that  step  among  m 
tboOEand.  Whether  brushing  through  thu  long  grass  of  an 
English  meadow  in  May  time,  or  quietly  pacing  up  and  down  the 
orange  alley  in  the  New  World,  between  the  crimson  snow  and 
the  blazing  wevt ;  or  treading  lightly  across  the  vet  gronnd  at 
black  midnight,  when  the  cattle  ars  restlegs,  or  the  blncks  are 
abroad ;  «  eren,  I  should  think,  staggering  on  the  ahppery  deck, 
when  the  big  grey  seas  ar«  booming  past,  and  the  good  ^ip  aeema 
plunging  down  to  destruction. 

Be  bad  loved  Mary  dearly  since  she  was  almost  a  cliild ;  bat 
she.  poor  pret^  fool,  nsed  to  tum  him  to  ridicule,  and  make  bim 
fetch  and  carry  for  her  like  a  dog.  He  was  handsomer,  cleverer, 
■trooger,  and  better  tempered  than  Oeorgo  Hawker,  and  yet  she 
hwl  no  eyes  for  him,  or  his  good  qualities,  t^he  liked  bini  in  a 
sort  of  way ;  nay,  it  might  even  be  said  tbut  she  was  fond  of  bim. 
Bat  what  she  Itkod  better  than  him  was  to  grutify  her  vanity,  by 
ahowiog  hc7  power  over  the  finest  young  fellow  in  the  village,  and 
to  nse  hiffl  aa  a  foil  to  aggravate  George  Hawker.  My  aunt  Betsy 
(spinster)  naod  to  say,  that  if  she  were  a  man,  sooner  than  stand 
Uiat  hussy's  airs  (meaning  Mary's)  in  the  way  young  Stockbridge 
did,  ibd'd  cot  and  nm  to  America,  which,  in  the  old  lady's  estt* 
maifoo,  was  the  last  resource  left  to  an  unfortunate  human 
treatnre,  before  suicide. 

Ai  be  entered  the  parlour,  John's  (ace  grew  bright,  and  he  held 
OKt  hia  band  to  him.  The  Docttnr,  too.  Moving  hts  spectacles  co 
his  fbreliMd,  greeted  him  with  a  n^al  salute,  of  about  twenty-one 
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short  words  ;  but  he  got  rather  a  cool  reception  from  the  lovers  ui 
the  window.  Mary  gave  hiin  a  quiet  good  evening,  and  George 
hoped  with  a  sneer  that  he  was  quite  well,  bnt  directly  the  pair 
were  whispering  together  once  more  in  the  Bhadow  of  the  curtam. 

So  he  Bat  down  between  the  Doctor  and  the  Vicar.  Junes, 
like  all  the  rest  of  ns,  had  a  profound  respect  for  the  Doctor's 
learning,  and  old  John  and  he  were  as  father  and  son ;  so  a 
better  matohed  trio  could  hardly  be  found  in  the  parish,  as  they 
sat  there  before  the  cheerful  blaze,  Bmoking  their  pipes. 

"A  good  rain,  Jim;  a  good,  warm,  kindly  rain  after  the  frost," 
began  the  Vicar. 

"  A  very  good  rain,  sir,"  replied  Jim. 

"  Some  idiots,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  take  the  wing  bonea  out  first. 
Now,  my  method  of  beginning  at  the  legs  and  working  forward,  is 
infinitely  superior.  Yet  that  ass  at  Crediton,  after  I  had  con- 
descended to  show  him,  persisted  his  own  way  was  the  best."  All 
this  l4me  he  was  busy  slunning  his  bird. 

"  How  are  your  Sonthdowns  looking,  Jim  ?  "  says  the  VioBT. 
"  Foot-rot,  eh  ?  " 

"  Well,  yes,  air,"  says  James,  "  they  always  wll,  you  know, 
in  those  wot  clays.  Bat  I  prefer  'em  to  the  Lelcosters,  fat  all 
that." 

"  How  is  scapegrace  Handyn  ?  "  asked  the  Vicar. 

"  He  is  very  well,  «r.     He  and  I  have  been  out 
harriers  today." 

"  Ah  !  taking  you  out  with  the  harriers  instead  of  minding 
business  ;  jnat  like  liim.  He'll  he  leading  you  astray,  James,  my 
boy.  Young  men  like  you  and  he,  who  have  come  to  be  their 
own  masters  so  young,  ought  to  be  more  careful  than  others. 
Besides,  yon  see,  both  you  and  Hamlyn,  being  'eqoires,  have  got 
an  example  to  set  to  the  poorer  folkg." 

"  We  are  neither  of  us  so  rich  as  some  of  the  farmers,  air." 

"  No  ;  bat  yon  are  both  gentlemen  bom,  you  see,  and,  there- 
fore, ought  to  be  in  some  way  models  for  those  who  are  not." 

"  Bosh,"  said  the  Doctor.  "  All  this  about  Hamlyn'e  going 
out  hare- hunting." 

"  I  don't  mind  it  once  a  week,"  Baid  the  Vicar,  ignoring  the 
I>octor'a  interruption  ;  "  hat  Jour  limen  is  rather  too  much.  And 
Hamlyn  has  boon  out  four  days  this  week.  Twice  with  Wreforda, 
and  twice  with  Holus.    He  can't  deny  it." 

Jim  couldn't,  so  he  laugbod.  "  You  must  catcb  him.  sir,"  h« 
■ud,  "and  give  him  a  real  good  wigging.  He'll  mind  JDU. 
Bat  atinh  him  soon,  sir,  or  von  won't  get  the  chanc«.  Dootoftdo 
)^  iRfdW  »t;tiiutg  aboat  Kfrir  BonUl  Walea  ? 


srs,  fi>r  all  I 
iindmgEi 
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I  tlie  Vionr  ttbBtractcdly,  "  conrict  eetlla- 
[  Jerry  Shaw  begged  the  Jadgo  to  hang  him 

^ibn  there.     Jadgo  wouldn't  do  it  tbongb ; 

Jerry  wm  loo  bad  for  that." 

"  Hunlvn  and  I  wo  thinking  of  selling  np  and  going  there," 
Foiii  .ran.     "  Do  you  know  anjlhing  about  it,  Doctor  ?  " 

"  What !  "  aaid  the  Doctor ;  "  Lho  mysterious  hidden  land  of 
the  grcAt  Sonth  Sea.  Tssnum's  laud,  Nayt's  laud,  Lenwin's 
land,  De  Witt's  land,  any  fool's  laud  who  could  sail  round,  ami 
niever  hare  the  sense  to  land  and  make  use  of  it — the  new  country 
of  AtHtnlaeia.  Tbe  land  with  millions  of  acres  of  fertile  soil, 
under  a  splendid  climate,  colling  alont}  for  Gome  one  to  come  and 
coltiTate  ihem.  Tbe  land  of  the  Eucalypti  and  tho  Marsapiala, 
the  land  of  deep  forests  and  boundkBS  paetnreit,  which  go  rolling 
•wajr  westward,  plain  beyond  plain,  to  none  knows  where.  Yes  ; 
I  know  Bometbing  about  it." 

Tha  Tiur  waa  "  knocked  all  of  a  heap  "  at  James's  annoance- 
ncnt,  and  now,  slightly  recovering  himself,  said — 

"  ifon  bear  htm.  He  ia  going  to  Botany  Bar.  He  ts  going 
to  sail  hia  estate,  260  acres  of  tbe  beat  land  in  Devon,  and  go 
■ad  tire  among  the  coniicla.  And  who  is  going  with  him  ? 
WbT.  HaoUjn  the  wise.  Ob  dear  me.  And  what  is  be  going 
fa?" 

Thsfc  was  a  qnestion  apparently  hard  to  answer.  If  tbere  was  a 
rMMXi,  Jim  was  either  unwilling  or  tmahle  to  gire  it.  Yet  I  think 
ibal  tfa«  real  cause  was  standing  there  in  the  window,  with  a  look 
of  naboniided  astonishment  on  her  pretty  face. 

"  Going  to  leave  us,  James  1 "  she  cried,  coming  quickly  towards 
bim.     "  Why,  whatever  shall  I  do  without  you  ?  " 

"YfS,  Miss  Mary,"  said  James  somewhat  huskily  ;  "  I  think  I 
may  say  (bat  we  have  settled  to  go.  Hamlyn  bag  got  a  letUr 
Cram  a  cmtsin  of  bis  who  went  from  down  Plymouth  way,  and  who 
is  mwKi^g  a  fortune  ;  snd  besides,  I  have  got  tired  of  the  old  place 
Mowboir,  lately.  I  haye  nothing  to  keep  me  here  now,  and  there 
will  b«  •  change,  and  a  new  life  tbare.  In  short,"  said  he,  in 
dssfMir  of  giiing  a  rational  reason,  "I  have  mado  up  my  mind." 

"  Ob  t  said  Mary,  while  her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  "  I  shall 
be  HI  sony  to  los«  yon." 

"  I  loo,"  said  James,  "  shall  be  sorry  to  start  away  beyond  seas 
ml  leant  all  the  friends  I  care  about  save  ono  behind  me.  But 
Umm  are  hard  for  the  poor  folks  her&  now,  and  if  I,  aa  'M]uire, 
i«t  til*  example  of  going,  I  kno»  many  will  follow.  The  ol<l 
"onnhr,  Mr,  Thornton,"  he  continued.  "  is  getting  too  crowded 
(ar  miv  to  lire  in  without  a  bard  pn^b,  and  depend  on  it,  when 
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poor  men  aro  afraid  to  marry  for  fuar  of  havmg  children  wliicli 
they  can't  support,  it  is  timo  to  move  somewhere.  The  hive  is 
too  hot,  and  the  beea  must  snann,  so  that  those  that  go  will 
both  better  themselves,  and  better  those  the;  leave  behind  them, 
by  giving  them  more  room  to  work  and  encceed.  It's  hard  to  part 
with  the  old  farm  and  the  old  faces  now,  but  perhaps  in  a  few 
years,  one  will  get  to  like  that  country  just  as  one  does  this,  fi~om 
being  used  to  it,  and  the  old  conntry  will  seom  only  like  a  pleasant 
dream  after  one  has  awoke." 

"  Think  twice  about  it,  James,  my  boy,"  said  the  Vicar. 

"  Don't  be  such  an  ass  as  to  hesitate,"  said  the  Doctor  iinpa- 
tiently,  "  It  is  the  genius  of  your  rcHtless  discontented  nation  to 
go  blundering  about  the  world  like  bnfialoes  in  search  of  fresh 
pasture.  You  have  fonnded  already  two  or  three  grand  new 
empires,  and  yon  are  now  going  to  form  another  ;  and  men  like 
yon  ought  to  hare  their  fingers  in  the  pie." 

"  Well,  God  speed  you,  and  Hamlyn  loo,  wherever  you  go. 
Are  you  going  home,  Mr.  Hawker  ?  " 

Goorge,  who  hated  Jamos  from  the  very  bottom  of  his  heart, 
was  not  ill-pleased  to  hear  there  would  be  a  ohanco  of  soon  getting 
rid  of  him.  Ho  had  been  always  half  jealous  of  him,  though 
without  the  slightest  caus^,  and  to-night  he  was  more  so  than 
ever,  for  Mary,  since  she  had  heard  of  James'  intended  departure, 
had  grown  very  grave  and  ailent.  He  stood,  hat  in  hand,  ready 
to  depart,  and,  as  usual,  when  he  meant  mischief,  spoke  in  hifl 
sweetest  tones. 

"  I  am  a&aid  I  must  be  saying  good  evening,  Mr.  Tbomton. 
Why,  James,"  he  added,  "  this  is  something  quite  new.  Bo  yon 
ore  going  to  Botany  withoat  waiting  to  be  sent  there.  Hat  hat 
Well,  I  wish  you  every  sort  of  good  luck.  My  dear  friend, 
Hamlyn,  too.  What  a  loss  he'll  be  to  our  little  society,  so 
sociable  and  affable  as  he  always  is  to  us  poor  fanners'  sons. 
You'll  find  it  lonely  there,  though.  Yon  should  get  a  wife  to 
take  with  you.  Ob,  yes,  I  should  certainly  get  married  before  I 
went.     Good  night," 

AU  this  was  meant  to  be  as  irritating  as  possible ;  but  U  be 
went  out  at  the  door  ho  had  the  satisfaction  to  hear  James'  daar 
honest  laugh  mingling  with  the  Vicar's,  for,  as  George  had  dosed 
the  door,  the  Doctor  had  sajd,  looking  after  him — 

"  Qott  in  Himmel,  that  young  man  has  got  a  skuU  like  a  torn- 

This  complimentary  obseTvatioii  was  lost  on  Mary,  who  had  left 
the  room  with  George.  The  Vicar  looked  round  for  her,  and 
sighed  when  he  missed  her, 


"All  I  "  taii  he  ;  "I  wish  he  una  going  ii 

"  So  does  tke  new  colony,  I'U  be  bound,"  added  the  Doctor. 

Boon  tSltiT  tliis  the  part;  Bep&rated.  When  James  and  the 
Doctor  stood  outride  the  door,  the  latter  demuided,  "  ^Mier«  are 
yon  going  ?  " 

•*  To  Sydney,  I  belieTe.  Doctor." 

K"  Oooee.  I  mean  now." 
"  Home." 
**  No,  yon  ain't,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  yon  ore  going  ta  walk  np 
Hunlyc's  vrith  me,  and  hear  me  diseonrae."  Accordingly, 
aboDt  eleven  o'clock,  these  two  aniTed  at  my  honee,  and  sat 
Left>re  the  fire  till  half-past  tliree  in  the  morning ;  and  iu  that 
time  the  doctor  hod  given  ns  more  information  about  New  Sonth 
Walc-K  than  we  had  been  able  to  gather  from  ordinary  aonrcea  in 
»  month. 


CHAPTER  V. 


Taoex  who  only  know  the  river  Taw  as  he  goes  sweeping,  clear 
•ad  lull,  post  orchards  and  fonnhoiiseB,  by  woods  and  parks,  and 
tfaroDgh  long  gre^n  meadowe,  afler  he  has  left  Dartmoor,  have 
liulc  idi^  of  the  magnificent  scene  which  rewards  the  persever- 
mtice  of  »ny  one  who  baa  the  curiosity  to  follow  him  up  to  hia 
grwuLe  cradle  hutwoen  tlie  two  bftiest  eminences  in  llie  West 
ol  Englutd. 

On  thn  Itil,  Great  Cawsand  heaves  np,  down  beyond  down,  a 
vast  ebnrt  of  pnrple  heath  and  golden  whin,  while  on  the  right 
thd  lofty  sc<rruted  ridge  of  Yeslor  stoj-t^  boldly  up,  black  against 
the  VB^sm  sky,  throwing  a  long  abAdow  over  the  wild  waste  of 
bures  Bt<m«  at  his  feet. 

Some  Scotchmen,  perhaps,  may  smile  at  my  applying  the  word 
"  magniilcvenl  "  to  heights  of  only  2,100  feet.  Yet  I  have  been 
■niODg  maantainB  which  double  Ben  Nevis  in  height,  and  wilb  the 
cieu|itiaD  af  the  Kurray  Qates  in  Australia,  and  a  glen  in  Madeira, 
whoao  name  I  have  fbrgottcti,  I  have  never  seen  among  them  the 
•fi{tia]  of  ROme  of  the  norUicm  p08S«B  of  Dartmoor  for  gbociy 
mafpiifiM^KC.  For  I  consider  that  scenery  depends  not  so  much 
OD  height  as  on  abraptness. 
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creature,  he  had  acquired  the  habit  of  thinking  aloud,  and  it 
anj  one  had  been  listening  they  would  have  heard  much  aucb 
a  Boliloquy  aa  the  following,  eipletives  omitted,  or  rather 
Boflened : — 

"  A  brutal  cold  country  this,  for  a  man  to  camp  ont  in.  Never 
a  buck-log  to  his  fire,  no,  nor  a  stick  thicker  than  your  finger  for 
seven  mile  round  ;  and  if  there  waa,  yon'd  get  a  month  for  cutting 
it.  If  the  young 'unmilka  free  this  time,  I'll  be  off  to  the  bay  again, 
I  know.  But  will  he  ?  By  George,  ho  shall  though.  The  young 
snob,  I  know  he  daren't  but  come,  and  yet  it's  my  belief  he's  late 
just  to  keep  me  soaking  out  in  the  rain.  \Vhew1  it's  cold  enough 
to  freeze  the  tail  off  a  tin  possum ;  and  this  infernal  rubbish 
won't  bum,  at  least  not  to  warm  a  man.  If  it  wasn't  for  the 
whisky  I  should  bo  dead.  There's  a  rush  of  wind ;  I  am  glad 
for  one  thing  there  is  no  dead  timber  overhead.  He'll  be  drinking 
at  all  the  places  coming  along  to  get  his  courage  up  to  bounce  me, 
but  there  ain't  a  public-house  on  the  road  six  miles  from  this,  so 
the  drink  vrill  have  pretty  mnch  died  out  of  him  by  the  time  he 
gets  to  me,  and  if  I  can  get  him  to  sit  in  this  rain,  and  smoke 
'backer  for  five  minutes,  he  won't  be  particular  owdacious. 
I'll  bide  the  grog,  loo,  between  the  stones.  He'll  be  asking 
for  a  drink  the  minute  he  comes.  I  hope  Dick  is  ready;  he 
ia  pretty  sure  to  be.  He's  a  good  little  chap,  that  Dick; 
he  has  stuck  to  me  well  th«su  five  years.  I  wouldn't  like  to 
trust  him  with  another  man's  horae,  though.  But  this  other  one 
is  no  good ;  he's  got  all  the  inclination  to  go  the  whole  bog,  and 
none  of  tbo  pluck  necessary.  If  he  ever  is  lagged,  be  will  be 
a  worse  one  than  ever  I  was,  or  Dick  cither.  There  be  ia,  for 
a  hundred  poauds." 

A  faint  "  halloo  1 "  sounded  above  the  war  of  the  weather ;  and 
Lee,  patting  hia  band  to  hia  month,  replied  with  that  strange  ciy, 
ao  well  known  to  all  Australians — "  Coe&." 

A  man  was  now  heard  approaching  through  the  darkness,  now 
splashing  deep  into  some  treacherous  moss  bole  with  a  loodcurae, 
now  blundering  among  loose-lying  blocks  of  stone.  Lee  waited 
till  be  was  quite  close,  and  then  seizing  a  honch  of  gorse  L'ght«d 
it  at  his  fire  and  held  it  aloft ;  the  bright  blaze  fell  fill  upon  the 
face  and  features  of  George  Hawker. 

"A  onrsed  place  and  a  cursed  time,"  be  began,  "  for  an  ap- 
pointment. If  yon  had  wanted  to  murder  me,  I  coold  have 
understood  it.  But  I  am  pretty  safe,  I  think ;  your  interest  don't 
lie  that  way." 

"Well,  well,  yon  see,"  returned  Lee,  "I  don't  want  u^ 
meetings  on  the   cross   up  ut   ray  place   in   the    villa 
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whole  houEe  un't  mine,  and  we  don't  know  wlio  ma;^  be  llston- 
tng.  I  am  sosp^ted  enongh  already,  and  it  wouldn't  look  well 
for  joa  to  be  eeen  at  my  ploce.  Folka  wonid  have  hegtm  uing 
wbtt  for." 

"Don't  Bee  it,"  said  George.  "  Besides,  if  pa  did  not  want 
to  Bee  me  at  home,  why  the  devil  do  you  bring  me  out  here  in  the 
middle  of  the  moor  ?  We  might  ha-re  met  on  the  kill  ondorneath 
the  Tillage,  and  when  we  had  done  hnainesB  gone  np  to  the  pnblio- 

hoQBe.    D d  if  I  DudorBtand  it.' ' 

He  acqsiesccd  sulkily  to  Die  arrangement,  however,  becaoee  he 
Hiw  it  was  no  nse  tAlking  about  it,  but  he  was  far  from  comfort- 
able. He  would  have  been  Btill  less  eo  had  he  known  that  Lee's 
ahont  had  brought  np  a  confederate,  who  woa  now  peering  over 
tbe  roeVs,  almost  touching  bie  shoulder. 

"Well,"  said  Lee,  "  here  wo  are,  so  we  had  better  be  as  com- 
we  can  this  devil's  night," 
Got  anything  to  drink  ?  " 

Pence  a  Ewipe  of  grog  have  i.     But  I  have  got  some  real 
Barret's  twist,  that  never  paid  dn^  as  I  know'd  on,  so  just  smoke 
a  pipe  before  we  begin  talking,  and  show  you  ain't  vexed." 
"  rd  sooner  have  had  a  drop  of  grog,  bucI)  a  night  as  thiB," 
"  We  must  do  as  the  Spaniards  do,  when  they  cw't  get  any> 
thmg,"  said  Lee  ;  "  go  without." 

They  both  lit  their  pipes,  and  smoked  in  silence  for  a  few 
minateB,  till  Lee  resumed  :— 

"  If  the  wikhes  weren't  all  dcnd,  there  would  ha  some  of  them 
abroad  to-night ;  hear  that  ?  " 

"  Only  a  whimbrel,  isn't  it  ?  "  said  George. 
'  That's  something  worse  than  n  whimbrel,  I'm  thinking,"  said 
other.     "  There's  some  folks  don't  heheve  in  witches  and  the 
■/'  be  continued  ;  "  hnt  a  man  that's  seen  a  naked  old  hag  of 
gin  ride  away  on  a  myall-bongh,  knows  better." 

Lord !  "  said  George.  "  I  shouldn't  have  thought  you'd  have 
iieved  in  the  tike  of  that — but  I  do — that  old  devil's  dam,  dame 
'ktf,  that  lives  alone  np  in  Uatherteigh  Wood,  got  gibbering 
10  toienial  nonsense  at  me  the  other  day  for  shooting  her  black 
I  made  the  cross  in  the  rood  though,  so  I  suppose  it  won't 
B  to  anything," 

Perhaps  not,"   said  Lee  ;  "  hnt  I'd  sooner  kill  a  man  than  a 
;k  cat." 

Another  paose.    The  tobacco,  so  miicb  stronger  than  any  George 
'  been  accustomed  to,  combined  with  the  cold,  made  him  feel 
COS  and  miserable. 
When  1  was  a  boy,"  resumed  Lee,  "  there  wore  two  yonng 
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brothers  tntide  it  up  to  rob  the  squire's  bouse,  down  ftt  Gidlei^ 
They  aepuatod  iu  the  garden  after  they  cr&cked  the  crib,  &_ 
tag  to  meet  here  in  thia  very  place,  and  share  the  swag,  for  they  " 
had  got  uigh  seventy  pound.  They  met  and  quarrelled  over 
the  Bbaring  up  ;  and  the  elder  oaa  drew  out  a  pistol,  and  ebot 
the  younger  dead.  The  poor  boy  was  sitting  uinch  where  you  sre 
sitting  now,  and  that  long  tuft  of  grass  grew  np  &om  his  blood." 

■'  I  believe  that's  all  a  lie,"  siud  George  ;  "  you  want  to  drive 
me  into  the  horrors  with  your  humbugging  tales." 

Lee,  seeing  that  he  had  gone  far  enough,  if  not  too  far,  pro- 
posed, somewhat  sulkily,  that  they  should  begin  to  talk  about 
what  brought  them  there,  and  not  sit  crouching  in  the  wet 
all  night. 

"Well,"  said  Oeorge,  "  it'a  you  to  begin.  What  made  ^Dft 
send  for  me  to  this  infernal  place  ?  " 

■'  I  wont  money,"  said  Lee. 

"  Then  you'd  better  axe  about  and  get  some,"  said  Oeorgey 
"you'll  get  none  from  me.  I  am  surprised  that  a  man  with 
your  knowledge  of  the  world  should  have  sent  me  such  a  letter  aa 
you  did  yesterday,  I  am  indeed — What  the  devil's  that  ?  " 

He  started  on  bis  feet.  A  blaze  of  sadden  light  filled  the  nook 
where  they  were  sitting,  and  made  it  as  bright  as  day,  and  a  voioe 
shonted  out, 

"  Ha,  Ua,  ha  I  my  secret  coves,  what's  going  oa  here  ?  some- 
thing quiet  and  sly,  eh  ?  something  worth  a  fifty-pouQ<i  nold,  eh  ? 
Don  t  yon  want  an  arbitrator,  eh  ?     Here's  one,  ready  made." 

"  You're  playing  a  dangerous  game,  my  flashman,  whoever  you 
are,"  said  liee,  rising  savagely.  *'  I've  shot  a  man  down  for  less 
than  that.  So  you've  betm  stogging  this  gentleman  and  me,  and 
listening,  have  you?  For  just  half  a  halfpenny,"  he  added,  strid- 
ing towards  him,  and  drawing  out  a  pistol,  "  you  shouldn't  go  home 
this  night." 

"  Don't  you  be  a  fool,  Bill  Lee,"  said  the  new  comer.  "  I  saw 
tlie  light  and  made  towards  it,  and  as  I  come  np  I  heard  soma 
mention  made  of  money.  Now  then,  if  my  company  la  disagree- 
able, why  I'll  go,  and  no  harm  done." 

"What!  it's  yon,  is  it !  "  siud  Lee  ;  "well,  now  you've  come, 
yon  may  stop  and  hear  what  It's  all  about.  I  don't  care,  you  ara 
not  very  squeamish,  or  at  least  usedn't  to  be." 

George  saw  that  the  arrival  of  this  man  was  preconcerted,  and 
cursed  Lee  bitterly  in  bis  heart,  bat  he  sat  still,  and  thought  bow 
he  eould  oul-manaenvre  them. 

"  Now,"  said  Lee,  "  I  ain't  altogether  sorry  that  you  have  come, 
for  I  want  to  tell  yon  a  bit  of  a  yam,  and  ask  your  advice  about 
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mj  bebaTionr.  Tliia  U  about  tliei  eUU)  of  th«  mbb. 
gentleouui,  a  great  friend  of  initie,  was  Dol  vury  m&nj  _ 
pretty  much  given  op  to  fast  living,  cock- figb  ting,  horse -racing, 
tai  man;  other  little  matters  vhich  all  ;onng  fellons  ftortb 
aujihiiig  are  pretty  snre  to  indulge  in,  and  which  ore  very  agree- 
able for  the  time,  bnt  which  cost  money,  and  are  apt  to  bring  a 
man  into  low  society.  When  I  tell  yoa  that  he  and  I  first  met  in 
Exeter,  as  principals  in  crossing  a  fight,  yon  may  bo  sure  tliat 
theao  porsnitfl  had  brought  the  young  gcntlemiui  into  vfty  low 
company  indeed.  In  fact,  be  wax  over  head  and  ears  in  d^ht, 
Tuaing  money  in  every  way  be  could,  hook  or  crook,  square  or 
cross,  to  aatiafy  certain  creditors,  who  were  becoming  nasty 
impatieiit  and  Texations.  I  thought  something  might  be  made  i^ 
tbis  young  gentleman,  so  finding  there  was  no  pride  about  him,  1 
eollivated  his  acqaaintonce,  examined  his  afiuira,  and  put  bim 
to  the  neatest  little  fakement  b  the  world,  just  sbownl  him  ' 
to  raise  two  himdred  jiounds,  and  clear  himself  with  everybi 
just  by  signing  his  fiither'e  name,  thereby  saving  the  eld  gent  tha 
tnnblo  of  writing  it  (he  is  very  infirm,  is  dad),  and  anticipating 
by  a  few  years  what  must  be  bis  ovu  at  last.  Not  to  mention 
paying  off  a  lot  of  poor  publicans  end  horse -deal  ere,  wbo  couM 
not  afford  to  wait  for  their  money.  Blewed  if  I  don't  think  it  the 
most  lumeai  action  he  ever  did  in  bis  life.  Well,  be  committed 
the — wrote  the  name,  I  mean — and  stood  two  ten-pound  not«8  for 
the  infoniiation,  quite  handsome.  Bnt  now  this  same  yonng  genl 
is  going  to  many  a  yoong  lady  with  five  thousand  pounds  in  her 
own  right,  and  she  nearly  of  age.  Her  father,  I  understand,  is 
worth  another  fire  thousand,  and  very  old ;  so  that  what  he'll 
gat  ultimately  if  he  marrieB  into  that  family,  counting  his  onu 
a^cctaiions,  won't  be  much  less  I  should  say  tliau  twenty 
tboOBand  ponnda.  Now,  I  mean  to  say,  under  these  circmn- 
Ktaaoee,  I  should  be  neglecting  my  own  interests  most  culpably 
if  I  didn't  demand  from  him  tbe  trifiiug  sum  of  three  bimdreil. 
paanib  for  holding  my  tongue." 

'Why,  corse  yon,"  broke  in  Hawker,  "jou  said  two  hrmt 
yesterday." 

"  Exactly  so,"  said  Lee,  "  but  that  va*  yesterday.  To-morrow, 
if  the  job  ain't  settled,  it'll  be  four,  and  the  day  after  five.  It's 
DO  me,  George  Hawker,"  be  contmned  ;  "  yon  are  treed,  and  you 

a't  help  yourself.     If  I  give  information  yon  swing,  and  you 

WW  it ;  bat  I'd  rather  have  the  money  than  see  the  man  banged. 
Bnt  mind,'*  said  be,  with  a  marl,  "  if  I  catch  yon  playing  blae, 
by  the  Lord,  I'll  hang  you  for  lore," 

For  ou  instant  the  wretched  Oeorge  cast  a  hurried  gl 
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BToaud,  h3  if  considering  what  wild  chanoo  tbere  was  of  mastering 
bis  two  enemies,  bnt  that  glance  showed  him  that  It  vras  bopeleei, 
for  they  both  stood  close  together,  each  holding  in  bis  band  a 
cooked  pistol,  so  in  despair  La  dropped  bis  eyes  on  tlie  fire  once 
more,  while  Lee  chuckled  InwaTdly  at  his  wise  foresight  in  bring' 
ing  an  accomplice. 

*'By  JoTe,"  he  flaid  to  himself,  "it's  lucky  DicVa  here.  If 
I  had  been  alone,  he'd  have  been  at  me  then  like  a  tiger.  It 
would  bare  been  only  man  to  man,  but  he  would  have  been  as 
good  as  me ;  he'd  have  fought  like  a  rat  in  a  comer." 

George  sat  looking  into  the  embers  for  a  full  half  minute,  while 
the  otbers  waited  for  his  answer,  determined  that  be  should  speak 
first.  At  length  he  raised  his  bead,  and  said  hoarsely,  looking  at 
neither  of  them — 

"  And  where  am  I  to  get  tbree  hundred  pounds  ?  " 

"A  simple  question  Tery  ea.sily  answered,"  said  Lee.  "Do 
what  yon  did  before,  with  half  tlie  difficulty.  You  manage  nearly 
eveTything  now  your  lather  is  getting  blind,  so  yon  need  bardly 
take  the  b'ouble  of  altering  the  figures  in  the  banker's  book,  and 
soma  slight  hint  about  taking  a  new  farm  would  natnraUy  account 
for  the  old  man's  drawing  out  four  or  five  bnndred.  The  thbg'a 
easier  than  ever." 

"Take  my  advice,  young  man,"  said  Dick,  "and  take  the 
short«at  cut  oat  of  the  wood.  Yon  see  my  friend  here,  William, 
has  gat  tired  of  these  parts,  as  being,  yon  see,  bardly  fi'ee  and 
easy  enough  for  him,  and  he  wants  to  get  back  to  a  part  of  the 
world  he  was  rather  anxious  to  leave  a  few  years  ago.  If  be  likes 
to  take  me  back  with  him,  why  be  can.  I  rather  fancy  the  notion 
myself.  Give  bim  the  money,  and  in  three  months  we'll  botli  be 
fourteen  thousand  odd  miles  off*.  Meanwhile,  yon  marry  the  young 
lady,  and  die  in  your  bed,  an  honest  gentleman,  at  eighty-four, 
instead  of  being  walked  out  some  cold  morning  to  a  gallows  at 
twenty -two." 

"Needs  must  where  the  devil  drives,"  replied  George.  "You 
shall  have  the  money  this  day  week.  And  now  lot  me  go,  for  I 
am  nearly  froze  dead." 

"  That's  the  talk,"  said  Lee  ;  "  I  knew  yon  would  be  reason- 
able. If  it  hadn't  been  for  my  necossitioa,  I  am  sure  I  ntver 
would  have  bothered  you.     Well,  good  night," 

George  rose  and  departed  eastward,  towards  the  rising  moon, 
while  Lee  and  his  companion  struck  due  west  across  tlie  moor. 
Tbe  rain  bad  ceased,  and  the  sky  was  clear,  go  that  there  was  not 
much  difficulty  in  picking  their  way  tbroagh  tbe  stones  and  mDs»- 
ha^.  Suddenly  Loe  stopped,  and  said  to  hiscomrade,  with  ai 
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"  Dick,  my  boy,  I  didn't  half  liVe  the  way  ttat  dog  left  u 

"  Not  I  oithw,"  replied  the  other.  "  Ho  bus  got  iomo  i: 
more  ia  his  he&d.  yon  may  depend  on  it.  He'll  give  you  tho  e! 
if  liecBO." 

"  Let  him  tij  it,"  sftid  Lee ;  "  oh,  only  just  let  Uiin  try  it." 

And  then  the  pair  of  worthies  walked  home. 


CHAPTEB  VI. 

CBOKnK   BAVTKES  GOES  TO  THE  TkIR WBESTLES,  BUT  GETS  THEOWl 


IjEE  hod  giiegsed  rightly.  When  George  found  himself  i 
tjtoronghly  entrapped,  and  heard  bU  his  most  eecret  relatioE 
with  Lee  so  opeidy  diacnssed  before  a  third  man,  bo  vas  i 
ott<jr  despair,  and  saw  no  hope  of  extrication  from  hia  difficultiea. 
Bnt  this  Iae(«d  for  a  rery  short  time.  Even  nhilo  Leo  and  Dick 
were  still  speaking,  he  waa  reflecting  how  to  tnm  the  tahles  on 
Uiem,  and  already  began  to  nee  a  sparkle  of  hope  glimmering  afar. 

Leo  waa  a  returned  convict,  Oeorge  had  vary  little  doubt  of 
tbat.  A  thoneand  qneer  ezprcsBions  bo  had  let  fall  in  conversa- 
tion had  shovm  him  that  it  waa  bo.  And  now,  if  he  could  but 
pfote  it,  and  get  Lee  sent  hack  out  of  the  way.  And  yet  that 
wouU  hardly  do  after  all.  It  noald  be  difficult  to  identify  him. 
Hia  name  gave  no  cluo  to  nlio  he  was.  There  were  a  thonsand 
or  two  of  Lees  hereabouts,  and  a  hncdrc^d  \Villiam  LecH  at  least. 
8till  it  was  evident  that  he  was  originnlly  from  this  port  of  the 
ccimtiy  ;  it  was  odd  no  ono  had  recognised  bim. 

So  George  gave  op  this  plan  as  hopeless.  "Still,"  said  he, 
"  there  is  a  week  leR ;  surely  I  can  contrive  to  howl  bim  out 
■omehow."     And  then  ho  walked,  on  in  deep  thought. 

Be  waa  crossing  the  highest  watershed  In  the  connty  by  an 

r,  bff-eidcd  valley  on  the  soutbcni  shoulder  of  Cawsand.  To 
Idl  lay  the  mountain,  and  to  the  right  tors  of  weathered 
gnuite,  dim  in  the  changing  moonlight.  Before  him  was  a  small 
moor-pOoI,  in  summer  a  mere  reedy  marsh,  but  now  a  bleak  tarn, 
■tading  amomg  dangerous  mosses,  sending  ghostly  echoes  across 
tbe  aolUudfi.  as  tJio  water  washed  wearOy  against  the  black  peat 
afatrn,  or  matled  among  the  seie  ekeleton  reeda  in  tbe  sh^lov 
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Suddenly  be  slopped  with  a  JEU*  id  bia  bnun  and  a  chill  at  his 
beart.  His  breath  came  short,  and  raising  one  band,  he  stood 
beating  the  gronnd  for  half  a  mimito  with  his  Exit.  He  gave  a 
stealthy  glanco  around,  and  then  mummred  boorsely  to  himself — 

"  Aye,  that  wonld  do  ;  thnt  would  do  well.  And  1  could  do  it, 
loo,  when  I  was  half-drunk," 

Was  that  the  devil,  chuekling  joyous  to  himself  across  the  bog  ? 
No,  only  an  innocent  Uttla  snipe,  getting  merry  orer  the  change 
of  weather,  bleating  to  his  companions  as  though  breeding  time 
were  come  roimd  agiun. 

Crowd  close,  little  snipes,  among  the  cup-moss  and  wolfs  foot, 
for  he  who  stalks  past  you  over  the  midnight  moor  meditates  a 
fool  and  treacherous  murder  in  his  heart. 

Yes,  it  hod  come  to  that,  and  so  quickly.  He  would  get  this 
man  Lee,  nbo  held  bis  life  in  his  band,  and  was  driving  bim  on 
from  crime  to  crime,  to  meet  him  alone  on  the  moor  if  he  could, 
and  shoot  him.  What  surety  had  he  that  Lee  would  leave  him 
in  peace  after  this  next  extortion  ?  none  but  hia  word — the  word 
of  a  villain  like  that.  He  knew  what  his  own  word  was  worth ; 
what  wonder  if  ho  set  a  small  value  on  Lee's  7  He  might  be  hong 
as  it  was :  be  would  be  hung  for  something.  Taw  Stops  was  a 
wild  place,  and  none  were  hkely  to  miss  either  Lee  or  his  friend. 
It  would  be  supposed  they  hfid  tramped  off  as  they  came.  There 
could  be  no  proof  against  htm,  none  whatever.  No  one  had 
ever  seen  them  together.  They  must  both  go.  Well,  two  men 
were  no  worse  than  one.  H&tberleigb  had  killed  four  men  with 
bis  own  hand  at  Waterloo,  And  they  gave  bim  a  medal  for  it. 
They  were  likely  honest  fellows  enough,  not  such  scoundrels  as 
these  two. 

Bo  arguing  confusedly  with  himself,  only  one  thing  certain  !n 
bis  mind,  that  he  was  committed  to  the  perpetration  of  this  crimet 
and  that  the  time  for  drawing  back  was  passed  long  ago,  he 
walked  rapidly  onwards  towards  the  little  village  where  he  had  left 
his  horse  in  an  outhouse,  fearing  to  imst  bim  among  the  danger- 
ons  bogs  which  be  had  himself  to  cross  to  gain  the  rendezvous  at 
Taw  Steps. 

He  rapidly  cleared  the  moor,  and  soon  gained  the  litUe  grey 
street,  tying  calm  and  peaceful  beneath  the  bright  winter  moon, 
which  was  only  now  uid  then  obscured  for  a  mcnnent  by  the  last 
flying  clouds  of  the  late  storm  hurrying  after  their  fellows.  The 
nil  which  ran  brawling  loud  through  the  village,  ewollen  by  the 
lato  rains,  at  length  forced  on  his  perception  that  be  wa«  fesrfoUy 
thir^,  and  tiiat  bia  throat  was  parched  and  dry. 
,    "  This  is  the  way  men  feel  in  hell,  I  think,"  eaid  he. 


let  tne  gel  a  diiiJt  while  I  oan.  Tbe  ricb  man  old  Jack  reads 
About  couldn't  get  one  for  all  hia  money." 

He  walked  np  to  a  stoae  borse-trongh,  a  little  off  tbe  road.  Ho 
'aopud  to  drint,  and  started  bock  with  an  oath.    "Wliat  pale,  n-ild, 

lastly  Tnce  was  that,  looking  at  him  out  of  the  cool  calm  wat«r? 

^pt  his  own,  earel;  ?     He  closed   hia  eyen,  and,  having  drunk 

>ep,  walked  on  refreshed.     He  reached  the  outhouse  where  lils 

rae  was  tied,  and,  as  he  waa  leading  the  impatient  animal  forth, 

i  of  the  ohildren  ^thin  the  cottage  adjoining  woke  ap  and 
a  to  cry.  He  waited  still  a  mameni,  and  beard  the  mother 
e  and  soothe  it ;  then  a  window  overhead  opened,  and  a  woman 
said — 

"  Ib  that  you,  Mr.  Hawker  ?  " 

*'  Aye,"  said  he,  "  it's  me.    Come  for  the  horae." 

He  was  starUod  at  the  soond  of  his  own  voice.  It  was  like 
■Dotber  man's.  Bat  like  the  voice  of  some  one  he  eeemed  to 
know,  loo.     A  new  acquaintance. 

"  It  will  be  mom  soon,"  regamed  the  woman.  "  The  child  is 
much  worse  to-night,  and  I  thiak  he'll  go  before  daybreak.  Well, 
veO — much  sorrow  saved,  maybe.  I'U  go  to  hed  no  more  to- 
Digbt,  lest  my  boy  shonld  be  off  vhile  I'm  sleeping.  Good  night, 
•ir,  God  bleas  jon.  May  yon  never  know  the  sorrow  of  losing 
afirstboTD." 

Years  after  be  remembered  thoao  random  words.  But  now  he 
only  thooght  that  if  tbe  brat  sboold  die,  there  would  he  only  ono 
pauper  less  in  Bickerton.  And  so  tbinking,  mounted  and  rode  on 
bis  way. 

Ha  rode  fast,  and  was  soon  at  homi^.  He  ba<l  put  his  horse  in 
the  stable,  and,  shoeless,  was  creeping  up  to  bed,  when,  as  he 
passed  his  father's  door,  it  opened,  and  the  old  man  came  out, 
light  in  hand. 

He  was  a  very  infirm  old  man,  mnch  bent,  though  evidently  at 
one  time  he  had  been  of  great  stature.  Hie  retreating  forehead, 
h«aTy  grey  eyebrows,  and  loose  sensual  mouth,  rendered  him  no 
pleating  object  at  any  time,  and,  as  he  stood  in  the  doorway  now, 
with  a  half  drunken,  eatyr-Uke  leer  on  his  face,  he  locked  perfectly 
hideous. 

■'  Where's  my  pretty  boy  been  9  "  ho  piped  out.  "  How  pale 
he  looka.    Are  you  drimk,  my  lad?  " 

"  No  t  wiah  I  wa?,"  replied  George.  "  Give  me  the  keys,  dad, 
and  let  me  get  a  drink  of  brandy.  I've  been  vexed,  and  had 
noaght  to  drink  all  night.  I  shnU  be  getting  tbe  horrors  if  I 
don  i  hawe  sometiting  before  I  go  to  bed." 

yhtoM  mu  got  him  h^f  a  tumbler  of  brandy  &om  his  room, 
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where  there  was  alwaj^  some  to  be  hod,  and  following  him  into 
hia  room,  eat  don-n  on  the  bed. 

"  Who's  been  veiiug  my  handsome  son  ?  "  said  he  ;  "  mj  son 
that  I've  been  wuting  up  for  all  night.  Death  and  gallows  to 
them,  whoever  they  are.  Is  it  that  pale-facod  litUe  parson's 
daughter  ?  Or  is  it  her  tight-laced  hypocrite  of  a  father,  that 
comes  whining  here  with  hia  good  advice  to  me  wbo  know  the 
world  BO  well  ?  Never  mind,  my  hoy.  Keep  a  smooth  [ace,  and 
play  iho  humfaog  till  yoaVa  got  her,  and  her  money,  and  then 
break  her  impudent  htUe  heart  if  you  wilt.  Go  to  sleep,  my  boy, 
and  dream  you  are  aveogod  on  them  all." 

"  I  mean  to  be,  father,  oa  some  of  them,  I  tell  yoa,"  replied 
George. 

"  That's  right,  my  man.     Good  night," 

"  Qood  night,  old  dad,"  said  George.  As  he  watched  him  out 
of  the  room,  a  kinder,  eoflur  eipTession  came  on  his  &ce.  His 
father  was  the  only  being  he  cared  for  in  the  world. 

He  slept  a  heavy  and  dreamless  sleep  that  ntgbt,  and  when  he 
woke  for  the  first  time,  the  bright  winter's  son  waa  shining  into 
his  room,  and  morning  was  (Jar  advanced. 

He  rose,  strengthened  and  refreshed  by  his  sleep,  with  a  light 
heart.  He  began  whistling  as  he  dressed  himself,  hut  suddenly 
stopped,  as  the  recollection  of  the  night  before  came  upon  him. 
Was  it  a  reahty,  or  only  a  dream  ?  No ;  it  was  true  enough.  Ha 
has  no  need  to  whistle  this  monung.  He  is  entangled  in  a  web 
of  crime  and  guilt  from  which  there  is  no  escape. 

He  dressed  himself,  and  went  forth  bto  the  fresh  morning  air 
for  a  turn,  walking  op  and  down  on  the  broad  gravel  walk  before 
the  dark  old  porch. 

A  glorious  winter's  morning.  The  dismal  old  stono-honse, 
many-gabled,  held  aloft  its  tall  rt'd  chimneys  towards  the  clear 
bias  sky,  and  looked  bright  and  pleasant  in  the  sonshine.  The 
deep  £r  and  boUy  woods  which  hemmed  it  in  on  all  sides,  save  in 
front,  were  cbeer^  with  eloping  gleams  of  sunlight,  falling  on 
many  a  patch  of  green  moss,  red  fom,  and  bright  brown  last  year's 
leaves.  In  front,  far  below  him,  rolled  away  nules  of  unbroken 
woodland,  and  in  the  far  distance  rose  the  moor,  a  dim  cload  of 
pearly  grey. 

A  robin  sat  and  sung  loud  beside  him,  sole  songster  left  in  the 
wintry  woods,  bat  which  saiil,  as  plam  as  bird  could  say,  could  he 
have  understood  it,  "  See,  the  birds  are  not  all  dead  in  this  dreary 
winter  time.  I  am  still  here,  a  pledge  from  my  brothers.  "When 
yon  dim  gr^  woods  grow  green,  and  the  brown  h<dl(}ws  are  yellow 
with  kingcups  and  primroses,  the  old  melody  yon  know  t 


shall  begin  again,  and  the  thmsh  from  the  oak  top  shall  answer 
to  the  golden-toned  hlackbird  in  the  copse,  sayicg — '  Our  mother 
u  not  dead,  but  has  been  R!i>eping.  She  is  awake  again — let  all 
tlie  land  rejoice.'  " 

LitUe  part  had  that  poor  darkened  mind  in  ench  thoaghts  as 
theee.  If  any  eoftsning  influence  were  npon  him  this  morning, 
h*  gKTe  no  place  to  it.  The  robin  cesEed,  and  be  only  heard  the 
eiou  of  a  raven,  an  old  inhabitant  of  these  wild  woods,  coming 
frtna  the  darkeet  and  tallest  of  the  £r -trees.  Then  ho  eaw  hia 
fkUier  approaching  along  the  garden  walk. 

One  more  chance  for  thee,  nnhappy  man.  Go  up  to  him  now, 
and  t^ll  him  all.  He  has  been  a  kind  father  tu  you,  with  all  hia 
&Qlt8.  Get  him  on  your  aide,  and  you  may  laugh  Lee  to  scorn. 
Have  yon  not  the  coorage  to  tell  him  ? 

For  a  moment  be  heBitated,  bnt  tbe  dread  of  his  father's  bnrst 
of  anger  kept  him  silent.  He  hardeaed  his  heart,  and,  whistling, 
wailed  for  the  old  man  to  come  np. 

"How  is  he  this  morning?"  said  his  father.  "  What  has  he 
got  hia  old  clothes  on  for,  and  such  fine  ones  as  he  has  in  his 
drawer  ?  " 

"  Why  Bboold  I  pnt  on  my  best  clothes  this  day,  father  ?  " 

"  Aint'oe  going  down  to  revels  9" 

"  True,"  said  George.  "  I  had  forgotten  all  about  it.  Yes; 
I  afaall  go  down,  of  course." 

"  Are  you  going  to  play  (wrestle)  ?  "  asked  the  father. 

"  Haylie  I  may.      Bat  oome   in    to    breakfast.      Where's 


"In-dooTB,"    said    the    father, 


aiting    breakfast — mortal 


"  Cune  h«r  crossnesB,"  said  George.    "  If  I  were  ye,  dad,  I'd 
kick  her  ont  in  the  lane  next  time  she  got  on  one  of  her  tao- 

'_  A  tail  woman  about  forty  stepped  out  of  the  houfie  as  he  Uttered 

9  worda.     "Ye  hear  what  he  aays,  William  Hawker,"  she 

"  Ye  hear  what  ye're  own  lawM  son  says.     Ha'd  kick  me 

t  in  the  Lane.     And  ye'd  stand  there  and  let  him,  ye  old  dog  ; 

n't  doubt," 

I  "  Hush,  George,"  said  the  old  man.  "  You  don't  know  what 
fa'n  Baying,  boy.  Go  in,  Madge,  and  don't  be  a  fool ;  you  bring 
nToniself." 

ua  tamed  in  a  contemptuous  way  and  walked  in.  She 
■  %  rar  remarkable  looking  person.  Tall  and  upright,  at  least 
k  &et  high,  with  swarthy  complexion,  black  eyes,  and  coal-black 
"  V  looped  np  looaely  in  a  knot  behind.     She  must  have  been 
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Tei7  beautiful  as  a  jroimg  girl,  bat  was  now  too  fierce  and  hi 
Ictokiug,  though  }'ou  would  still  call  her  bandsotue. 
full-blooded  gip^,  of  one  of  the  best  families,  wbioh,  1 
totajlv  denied.  When  I  say  that  she  bore  th^  worst  of  obaracterB 
morally,  and  had  the  repatation  besides  of  being  a  witch  of  tha 
highest  acquiremeuts, — a  sort  of  double  first  at  Satan's  universitj, 
— I  have  said  all  I  need  to  sa;  about  her  at  present. 

These  three  sat  down  to  breakfast  not  before  each  of  them,  how- 
ever, had  ro&eshed  themselves  with  a  dram.  All  the  meal  through, 
the  old  man  and  Madge  were  quarrellmg  with  one  anoUier,  till  at 
length  the  contest  grew  so  fierce  that  George  noticed  it,  a  thing 
he  Tery  seldom  took  the  troable  to  do. 

"  I  tell  thee,"  said  the  old  man,  "  ;e'U  get  no  more  money  this 
week.     What  have  'ee  done  with  the  last  five  pounds  i  " 

George  knew  well  enough,  she  had  given  it  to  him.  Many  a 
^e  did  she  oontrive  to  let  him  have  a  pound  or  two,  and  blind 
the  old  man  as  to  where  it  was  gone.  The  day  befbre  he  had 
applied  to  her  for  some  money  and  she  had  refused,  and  in  revenge, 
George  had  recommended  his  father  to  turn  her  out,  knowing  that 
she  could  hear  every  word,  and  little  meaning  it  in  reality, 

"  Ye  ttin^j  old  btatt,"  she  replied,  very  slowly  and  distinctly, 
"  I  wish  ye  were  dead  and  out  of  the  way.  I'll  be  doing  it  my- 
self some  of  these  odd  times."  And  looking  at  him  fixedly  and 
pointing  her  finger,  she  began  the  Hebrew  alphabet — Aleph,  Beth, 
Ac.  from  the  119th  Paahn. 

"  I  won't  have  it,"  Bcrcamed  the  old  man.     "  Stop,  or  TU  kill 

you,  I  will 1     George,  you  won't  see  your  fiither  took  before 

your  eyes.    Stop  her  1 " 

"Come,  qniet,  old  girl!  none  of  that,"  said  George,  taking 
her  round  the  waist  and  putting  hia  hand  before  her  month.  "  Be 
reasonable  now."  She  continued  to  look  at  the  old  man  with  a 
smile  of  triumph  for  a  short  time,  and  then  said,  with  a  queer 
laugh : 

"It's  lucky  you  stopped  me.  Oh,  very  lucky  indeed.  Now, 
are  yon  going  to  give  the  money,  you  old  Jew  ?  " 

She  had  carried  the  day,  and  Uie  old  man  sulkily  acquiesced. 
George  went  op  stairs,  and  having  dressed  himself  to  luB  tast«. 
got  on  horeeback  and  rode  down  to  the  village,  which  waa  about 
three  nules. 

This  was  the  day  of  tha  Revets,  which  eorresponda  pretty  well 
with  what  is  called  in  other  parts  of  England  a  pleasure  lair ;  that 
is  to  say,  although  some  business  might  be  done,  yet  it  was  only 
a  secoodaiy  object  to  amuaeinent. 

The  main  village  of  Drumaton  was  about  a  mile  &om  the  tl 
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bidi  I  hftTe  before  noticed,  and  coneisUid  of  a  narrow  street  of 

)bhaaae8,  whitewashed  and  thatched,  croesicg  at  right  anglea,  by 
i'litUe  sttme  bridge,  over  a  prettj,  clear  trout- atr^am.  All  around 
the  Tillage,  iiiunediat«J;  behind  tho  backs  of  the  houses,  ros^  tho 
tbmpt  red  bills,  divided  into  fields  by  broad  oak  bedgee,  thickly 
set  with  elms.  The  water  of  the  stream,  intercepted  at  dome  point 
higher  np,  was  carried  round  the  crown  of  tiie  hilk  for  Ibe  parposes 
of  irrigation,  which,  even  at  this  dead  season,  showed  ita  advan- 
tages bj  the  brilliant  emerald  green  of  the  tender  yoong  grass  aa 
the  hillsides.  I>rumHton,  in  short,  was  an  excellent  specimen  of  a 
dose,  doll,  dirty,  and,  I  fear,  not  very  healthy  Devonshire  viUsge 
in  the  red  country. 

Oa  this  day  the  main  street,  nsnaily  in  a  state  of  ankle-deep 
mod  six  montba  in  the  year,  was  cbumed  and  pounded  into  an 
almost  knee-deep  state,  by  four  or  five  hundred  bobaail  shoos  in 
search  of  amusement.  The  amusements  were  various.  Drinking 
{very  popular),  swearing  (ditto),  quarraliing,  eating  pastiy  ginger- 
bread and  unts  (female  pastime),  aud  looking  at  a  filthy  Italian, 
leading  a  still  more  filthy  monkey,  who  rode  on  a  dog  (the  only 
hcoeet  one  of  the  Uiree).  This  all  day,  till  night  dropped  down 
on  a  scene  of  drunkenneae  and  vice,  which  wo  had  better  not  seek 
to  look  at  further.  Surely,  if  ever  man  was  right,  old  Joey  Bender, 
the  Uethodist  shoemaker,  was  right,  when  he  preached  sgoUist 
the  reTeb  for  four  Sundays  numing,  and  said  ronndiy  that  ho 
would  sooner  see  all  his  congregation  leave  him  and  go  up  to 
the  Bteeple-hoose  (chnrch)  in  a  body,  than  that  they  shooLd  attend 
toeb  a  crying  abomination. 

The  wreetling,  the  only  honest  sensible  amusement  to  be  had, 
was  not  in  mnch  favour  at  Drmnston.  Such  wrestling  as  thero 
waa  waa  cairiod  on  in  a  little  croft  behind  the  principal  of  tha 
public-bouses,  for  some  trifiing  prize,  given  by  the  publicans. 
Into  this  place,  James  Stockbridge  and  myself  had  wandered  on 
thfl  aA«moon  of  the  day  in  questioo,  having  come  down  to  the 
MTcl  to  siM  if  we  could  find  some  one  we  wanted. 

There  was  a  small  ring  of  men  watchmg  the  performances,  and 
talking,  each  and  all  of  Ihem,  not  to  his  neighbour,  or  to  himself, 
but  to  the  ambient  air,  in  the  moat  unintelligible  Devonabira 
jargon,  rei>dered  somewhat  more  barbarous  than  usual  by  intoxica- 
tion. Frequently  one  of  them  would  address  one  of  the  players 
in  laagoage  more  forcible  than  choice,  as  he  applauded  some  piec& 
cif  _firutM,  or  condemned  some  clumsiness  on  tixe  part  of  the  two 
jijulhs  who  were  struggling  about  in  the  centre,  under  the  impres- 
Bioo  they  were  wrestling.  There  were  but  two  moderate  wrestlers 
farisb,  aud  those  two  were  George  Hawker  and  Jau 
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StockbriJge.  And  JameB  and  m;^elf  bad  bardl;  urived  on  the 
ground  two  minatea,  before  George,  coming  up,  greeted  ua. 

Alter  a  few  common -place  civJIiliefl,  he  challenged  James  to 
play.  "  Lot  03  abow  these  miifla  what  play  is,"  eaid  he  ;  "  it's  a 
disgrace  to  the  county  to  sea  finch  work." 

James  had  no  objection  ;  so,  having  pat  on  the  jackets,  they 
set  to  work  to  the  great  admiration  of  the  byatanders,  one  of 
whom,  a  drunken  tinker,  expressed  his  applause  in  such  remark- 
able language  that  I  mildly  asked  him  to  desist,  which  of  courae 
made  him  worse. 

The  two  wrestlers  made  very  pretty  play  of  it  for  some  time,  till 
James,  feinting  at  some  outlandish  manoeavre,  pnt  Ooorgo  on  his 
bock  by  a  simple  trip,  akio  to  scholar's -mate  at  chess. 

George  fell  heavily,  for  they  were  both  heavy  men.  Ha  rose 
&om  the  gronnd  aud  walked  to  where  his  coat  was,  sulkily. 
James  thinking  he  might  have  been  hurt,  went  up  to  speak  to  him ; 
bat  the  other,  greeting  him  with  an  oath,  turned  and  walked  away 
through  the  crowd. 

Be  was  in  a  furious  passion,  and  he  went  on  to  the  little  bridge 
that  crossed  the  stream.  We  saw  bim  etandiitg  looking  into  tho 
wator  below,  when  a  short  ligbt-looking  man  came  np  to  him,  and 
having  spoken  to  him  for  a  few  minutes,  walked  off  in  the  dii«o- 
tioQ  of  Exeter,  at  a  stoady,  r&pid  pace. 

That  man  was  Dick,  the  companioa  of  Lee  (I  knew  all  tiiia  after- 
wards). George  was  standing  aa  I  have  described  on  the  bridge, 
when  he  came  up  to  htm,  and  touching  him,  said : 

'■  I  want  to  speak  to  you  a  moment,  Mr.  Hawker." 

George  turned  ronnd,  and  when  he  saw  who  it  wus,  asked, 
angrily, 

"  What  the do  you  want  ?  " 

"  No  offence,  sir.  You  see,  I'm  in  trouble,  there's  a  warrant 
out  against  me,  aud  I  most  fl;.  I  am  as  bard-np  as  a  poor  oovo 
could  be ;  can  yon  give  me  a  trifle  to  help  me  along  the  road  ?  " 

Here  was  a  shoe  of  good  luck ;  to  get  rid  of  this  one  so  easily. 
George  gave  him  money,  and  having  wished  him  farewull,  watched 
him  striding  stoadily  up  the  long  hill  towards  Eietcr  with  great 
satislaction  ;  then  he  went  back  to  the  public- boose,  and  sat  drink- 
ing an  hour  or  more.  At  last  he  got  out  his  horse  to  ride  home- 
ward. 

The  crowd  about  the  pnblic-honse  door  was  as  thick  as  ever, 
and  the  disturbance  greater.  Some  of  the  women  were  trying  to 
get  tlieir  drunken  husbands  home,  one  man  bad  fallen  down  dead- 
drunk  beside  the  door  in  the  mad,  and  his  wife  was  sitting 
patiently  beside  him.    Several  girls  were  standing  wearily  about 
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tiie  door,  dressed  tn  their  beet,  each  with  a  carefully -folded  white 
pocket-handkerchief  in  her  hand  for  show,  and  not  for  nse,  waiting 
for  their  sweethearte  to  come  forth  when  it  should  snit  them  ; 
Firfaile  inside  the  tap  all  was  a  wild  confusion  of  t&lk,  quanelling,   | 
[-oaths,  and  anioke  enough  to  eickeu  a  scavenger. 

These  things  are  changed  now,  or  are  ciianging,  year  h;  year. 
Now  we  have  out  rural  policeman  keeping  soBie  sort  of  order,  and 
eome  sliow  of  decency.  And  indeed  Uicse  little  tairs,  the  curse  of 
the  conntr?,  ore  gradually  becoming  extinct  by  the  exertions  of  a 
more  energetic  claaa  of  county  magistrates  ;  and  though  there  is 
probably  the  same  amount  of  vice,  public  propriety  is  at  all  events 
more  respected.  I  think  I  may  say  that  I  have  seen  as  bad,  or 
eren  worse,  scenes  of  dimikenness  end  disordor  at  an  EngUeb  fair, 
as  over  I  have  in  any  Anstralian  mining  town. 

George  Hawker  was  so  hemmed  in  by  the  crowd  that  he  was 
nnabie  to  proceed  above  a  foot's  pace.  He  was  slowly  picking  his 
way  through  the  people,  when  lie  felt  eome  one  touching  him  on  the 
leg,  and.  looking  round,  saw  Lve  standing  beside  him. 

"  What,  Lee,  my  boy,  you  here  ?  "  eaid  he  ;  "I  have  just  eeoQ  I 
your  amiable  comrade — ho  seenis  to  bo  in  tronlde," 

"Dick's  always  in  trouble,  Mr.  Hawker,"  replied  he.  * 
baa  no  care  or  reason  ;  be  isn't  a  bad  fvllow,  but  I'm  always  glad 
when  be  is  out  of  my  way ;  I  don't  like  being  seen  with  liim. 
.'S'lua  is  likely  to  be  his  last  time,  though.  He  is  in  a  serious 
'•crape,  and,  by  way  of  getting  out  of  it,  he  is  walking  into  Exeter, 
•long  the  high  road,  as  if  nothing  was  the  matter.  There's  a 
couple  of  traps  in  Belaton  aflw  him  now,  and  I  came  down  here 
;to  keep  seeore.  By-tbe-bye,  have  you  thought  of  that  little  matter 
talking  about  the  other  night  ?  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I 
don't  care  how  soon  I  am  out  of  this  part  of  the  coautry."  I 

Oh  I  ah  I  "  replied  George,  "  I've  thought  of  it,  and  it's  all  I 
Can  yoa  be  at  the  old  plaeu  the  day  after  to-morrow?  " 
Wt  can  I,"  said  Lee,  "  with  much  pleasure." 
'"■"    jome  aloni-  this  time,  I  suppose,"  said  George.     ' 

don't  want  to  sliarc  our  Utile  mutter  uilh  the  whole   { 

"No  fear,  Mr.  George ;  I  will  be  there  at  eight  punctual,  and  I 

BO." 

"  Wdl,  bye-bye,"  said  George,  and  rode  off. 

a  getting  late  in  the  evening  when  he  started,  and  ere  ha  I 
reafibed  botae  it  was  nearly  dai'k.  For  the  last  mile  his  road  lay  I 
tlmongh  fbresl-land :  noble  oaks,  witli  a  plentiful  under-growth  of  J 
haQy,  nvorahodowed  a  floor  of  brown  leaves  and  red  fern ;  and  at  I 
Uic  <iid  of  the  wood  nearest  home,  where  the  oaks  joined  his  owa  1 
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fir  plantatioca,  one  mighty  gnarled  tree,  broader  tmd  older  UiaB  aS, 
the  rest,  held  aloft  its  withered  bongha  against  the  frosty  sky. 

Thia  oak  was  one  of  the  bogie  haunta  of  the  neighbourhood. 
All  sorts  of  stories  were  told  about  it,  ail  of  which  Oeorge,  o! 
course,  believed ;  so  that  when  bis  horse  started  and  refused  to 
move  forward,  and  when  he  saw  a  dark  figure  sitting  on  the 
twisted  root«  of  the  tree,  he  grew  suddenly  cold,  and  believed  he 
had  seen  a  ghost. 

The  figore  rose,  and  stalked  towards  him  through  the  gathering 
gloom  ;  he  saw  that  it  held  a  baby  in  its  arms,  and  that  it  was  tall 
and  noble -looking.  Then  a  new  tear  took  possession  of  him,  not 
Hnpematural ;  and  he  SMd  in  a  low  voice — "  Ellen  I  " 

"  That  was  my  name  once,  George  Hawker,"  replied  she,  stand- 
ing beside  him,  and  laying  her  hand  upon  his  horse's  shoulder. 
"I  don't  know  what  my  name  is  cow,  I'm  sore  ;  it  snroly  can't 
remain  the  same,  and  me  so  altered." 

"  What  on  earth  brings  you  back  just  at  this  time,  in  Qod's 
name?"  asked  G«arge. 

"  Hunger,  cold,  miseiy,  drnnVenness,  disease.  Those  are  the 
merry  companioRS  that  lead  me  back  to  my  old  sweetheart.  Look 
here,  Qeorge,  should  you  know  him  agam  ?  " 

She  held  np  a  noble  child  about  a  year  old,  for  him  to  look  at. 
The  child,  disturbed  &om  her  warm  bosom,  began  to  wail. 

"  What !  cry  to  see  your  father,  child  ?  "  she  exclaimed.  "  See 
what  a  bonnie  gentleman  be  ia,  and  what  a  pretty  horse  ha  rides, 
while  we  tread  along  through  the  mire." 

"What  have  you  come  to  me  for,  EUon?"  asked  George.  "Do 
you  know  that  if  you  are  seen  about  here  just  now  you  may  do  me 
a  great  injury  ?  " 

"  I  don't  want  to  hurt  you,  George,"  she  replied  ;  "  but  I  must 
have  money.  I  cannot  work,  and  I  dare  not  show  my  face  here. 
Can't  yon  take  me  in  to-nigbt,  George,  only  just  to-night,  and  let 
me  lie  by  the  fire  ?  I'll  go  in  the  morning ;  but  I  know  it's  going 
to  freeze,  and  I  do  dread  the  long  cold  hours  so.  I  have  lain  out 
two  nights,  now,  and  I  had  naught  to  cat  all  day.  Do'ee  take  ms 
in,  George;  for  old  love's  sake,  do  !  " 

She  was  his  own  cousin,  an  orphan,  brought  up  in  the  same 
house  with  him  by  his  father.  Never  very  strong  in  her  mind, 
though  exceedingly  pretty,  she  had  been  early  brought  to  ruin  by 
George.  On  the  birth  of  a  boy,  about  a  year  before,  the  old  man's 
eyoB  were  opened  to  what  was  going  on,  and  in  a  fimoua  rage  he 
turned  ber  out  of  doors,  and  refused  ever  to  see  her  tgun. 
George,  to  do  him  justice,  woiiid  have  married  her,  bnt  his  fittfaer 
told  him,  if  he  did  so,  he  Ehoold  leave  the  house  with  her.   Bo  Ihs 
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poor  thing  hod  gone  away  and  tried  to  get  needlework  in  Exet«r, 
but  her  health  failing,  and  George  having  ceased  to  acswer  all 
appliutions  &om  her,  she  had  w^ed  over,  and  lurked  about  in 
the  woods  to  gain  an  interriew  with  him. 

She  laid  her  hand  on  his,  and  he  felt  it  was  deadly  cold.  "Pat 
my  coat  oror  yoor  ahoulders,  Nelly,  and  wait  an  instant  while  I  go 
and  epeok  to  Madge.  I  bad  better  let  her  know  yon  are  coming  ; 
then  we  shan't  have  any  tronble." 

He  rode  qnickly  throngh  tbe  plantation,  and  gave  his  horee  (o  a 
boy  who  waited  in  front  of  the  door.  In  the  kitchen  he  fonnd 
Madge  brooding  over  the  Grc.  with  her  elbows  on  her  knees,  and 
without  raising  her  head  or  laming  rornid,  ehe  said  : 

"  noroe  early,  and  sober  I  what  new  mischief  are  you  np  to  ?  " 

"  None,  Madge,  none  1  Imt  here's  the  devil  to  pay.  Ellen'a 
eome  back.  She's  been  lying  out  these  three  nights,  and  ia  awful 
hard  np.  It's  not  my  fault,  I  have  nent  her  money  enongh,  in  all 
conaciencc." 

"  Where  is  she  7  "  inquired  Madge,  curtly. 

"  Outside,  in  the  plantation." 

"  Why  don't  you  bring  her  m,  you  treacherous  yonng  wolf?  " 
npUed  ahe.  "  What  did  yon  bring  her  to  shame  for,  if  yon  are 
going  to  starve  her?" 

"  I  waa  going  to  fetch  her  in,"  said  George,  indignantly  ;  "  only 
I  wanted  to  find  out  what  your  temper  was  like,  yon  viciona  old 
cow.  How  did  I  know  bat  what  yon  would  begm  some  of  your 
Untroms,  and  miscall  bcr?" 

"  No  fear  o'  that  I  no  fear  of  pots  and  kettles  with  me  I  lead  her 
in.  lad,  before  she's  frozen  1 " 

George  went  back  for  her,  and  finding  her  still  in  the  same 
plac«,  brought  her  in.  Madge  was  standing  erect  before  the  fire, 
and,  walking  np  to  the  mifortmiate  Ellen,  took  her  baby  boai  her, 

tand  m«de  her  sit  before  the  fire. 
"  Better  not  face  the  old  man,"  said  she  ;  "  he's  away  to  the 
terelii,  and  he'll  eome  home  dnmk.  Make  yourself  happy  for  to- 
^bt,  at  all  events." 
The  poor  thing  began  to  cry,  which  brought  on  such  a  terrible 
flt  ot  oonghing  that  Madge  feared  she  wonld  rupture  a  blood- 
TCsseL  Bhe  went  to  get  her  a  glass  of  wine,  and  returned  with  a 
tmaiiio,  and  then,  for  the  first  time,  they  saw  what  a  fearM  object 
■be  waa, 

"  Oh  !  "  ahe  said  to  George,  "  yon  see  what  I  am  now,  I  ain't 
long  fcr  this  world.  Only  keep  me  from  worse,  George,  while  I 
am  alive,  and  do  something  for  the  boy  an«rward3,  and  I  am 
eooteoL     You're  going  to  get  married,  I  know,  and  I  wish  yon 


; 
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well.  But  don't  forget  this  poor  little  thing  when  it's  motherlees. 
If  yoa  do,  aud  let  him  lidl  into  Tic^i  you'll  Qerer  be  lucky, 
George." 

"  Oh,  yon  ain't  going  to  die,  old  Nelly,"  said  George ;  "  not  for 
many  years  yet.  You're  pulled  down,  and  thin,  bnt  you'll  pick  up 
again  with  the  spring.  Now,  old  girl,  get  eome  Bnpper  oat  before 
he  oomea  home." 

They  gave  her  supper,  and  put  her  to  bed.  In  the  mombg, 
very  early,  George  heard  the  sonnd  of  wheels  below  his  bedroom 
window ;  and  looking  out,  saw  that  Madge  was  driving  out  of  the 
yard  in  a  light  cart,  and,  watching  her  closely,  saw  her  pick  np 
£]len  and  the  child  Just  ontside  the  gate.  Then  he  went  to  bed 
again,  and,  when  he  awoke,  he  heard  Madge's  voice  betow,  and 
Imew  Bhe  was  come  hack. 

He  went  down,  and  spoke  to  hor.     "  Is  she  gone  ?  "  he  asked. 

"In  course  she  is,"  replied  Madge.  "  Do  yon  think  I  was 
going  to  let  her  stay  till  the  old  raan  was  about  ?  " 

"How  much  money  did  yon  give  her,  besides  what  she  had 
from  me?" 

"I  made  it  five  pounds  in  all;  that  will  keep  her  for  some  time, 
and  then  you  must  send  her  some  more.  If  you  let  that  wench 
etarvo,  you  ought  to  be  burnt  alive.  A  man  would  have  married 
her  in  spite  of  his  father." 

"  A  likely  story,"  said  George,  "  that  I  was  to  disinherit  myself 
for  her.  However,  she  shan't  want  at  present,  or  we  shall  have 
her  back  again.     And  that  won't  do,  you  know." 

"George,"  said  Madge,  "you  promise  to  be  as  great  a  rascal 
as  your  father." 

The  old  man  had.  as  Madge  prophesied,  oome  home  very  drunk 
the  night  before,  and  had  lain  in  bed  later  than  usual,  so  that, 
when  be  came  to  breakfast,  he  found  George,  gun  in  hand,  ready 
to  go  ont. 

"Going  shooting,  my  lad?"  said  the  father.  "  ^Tiere  he 
going  ?  " 

"Oown  through  the  hollies  for  a  woodcock,  I'll  get  one  this 
morning,  it's  near  full  moon." 

All  t£e  moruing  they  heard  him  firing  in  the  bottom  below  the 
house,  and  at  one  o'clock  he  came  home,  empty-handed. 

"  Why,  George  1  "  said  his  father,  "  what  hast  thee  been  shoot- 
ing at  ?     I  thought  'ee  was  getting  g 
a  shooting  a' 
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going  to  shoot  now,  eh,  George?"  asked  ths  i 
e  as  I  know  of,"  ho  replied. 
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"Qoing  OTer  to  EggeEford,  eb,  George;?  lliie  ulce  fall  moon 
ia  about  the  right  tbing  for  thee.  They  Fellowes  be  good  feUowa 
to  keep  a  fat  haancb  for  tbeir  neigbbocirs." 

George  laughed,  as  ho  admitted  the  soft  impt^achment  of  deer- 
stealing,  but  HOOQ  alter  grew  uulleD,  and  all  the  altomooQ  sat  over 
the  fire  brooding  and  drinlcing.  Ha  went  to  bed  early,  and  had 
JQBt  got  off  his  boots,  when  the  door  opened,  and  Madge  oame  in. 

"  What's  np  to  now,  old  girl  ?  "  snid  Qeoi^e. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  be  up  to,  eb  ?  "  she  asked,  "  with  your 
gun?" 

"  Only  going  to  get  an  outJying  deer,"  eaid  he. 

"That's  folly  enough,  but  there's  a  worse  folly  than  that.  It's 
worse  folly  to  wipe  out  money-scores  in  blood.  It's  a  worsa  folly 
if  yoa  are  in  a  dif&ottly  to  put  yourself  in  a  harder  one  to  get  out 
of  the  firgl.     Il's  a  worse " 

"  Why,  yoo'ro  mad,"  broke  in  George.  "  Do  you  think  I  am 
fool  enough  to  make  away  with  one  of  the  keepers  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  are  fool  enough  to  do.  Only  mind  my 
words  before  it's  too  1at«." 

She  went  out,  and  left  bim  sitting  moodily  on  tlie  bed.  "  Wliut 
a  clfiTar  woman  she  is,"  he  mused.  "  How  she  hite  a  thing  off. 
She's  been  a  good  friend  to  me.  I've  a  good  mind  to  ask  her 
advice.     I'll  think  about  it  to-morrow  morning." 

Bnt  on  the  morrow  they  quarrelled  about  something  or  another, 
and  her  advice  was  never  asked.  George  was  moody  and  captious 
bU  day ;  and  at  evening,  having  dnuik  hard,  he  slipped  off,  and, 
gnn  in  band,  rode  awny  through  the  darkening  woods  towards  the 
moor. 

It  was  dark  before  be  had  got  clear  of  the  labyrinth  of  lanes 
QirOQgh  which  be  took  his  way.  Hi"  horse  be  turned  out  in  a 
matii  croft  dose  to  where  the  heathor  began ;  and,  having  hid  the 
aaddla  and  bridle  in  a  htidge,  strode  away  over  tlie  moor  with  his 
gnn  00  his  slioolder. 

Ue  would  not  think  ;  he  would  sooner  whistle  ;  distance  seemed 
like  nothing  to  him  ;  and  be  wad  surprised  and  frightened  to  find 
hinuelf  already  looking  over  the  deep  black  golf  through  which 
the  hvor  ran  before  he  thought  be  was  half-way  there. 

He  pansed  to  look  before  he  began  to  descend.  A  faint  light 
still  lingered  in  the  &ogty  sky  to  the  south-west,  and  mi^esUc 
Yealor  rose  bold  and  blajik  against  it.  Down  far,  far  beneath  his 
ietl  was  the  river,  dimly  beoid,  but  not  seen ;  and,  as  be  looked 
to  where  it  should  be,  he  saw  a  httle  Uiukering  star,  which  arrested 
his  attention-    That  most  be  Lee's  fire — there  he  began  to 
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Boldly  at  first,  but  atierwards  mora  stealthily,  nad  now  mora 
silently  still,  for  the  fire  is  close  by,  and  it  were  well  to  give  him 
DO  no^oe.  It  is  in  the  old  place,  and  be  can  see  it  now,  not  t^n 
yards  before  him,  between  two  rocks. 

Nearer  yet  a  little,  with  oat-like  tread.  There  is  Lee,  cloBO  to 
the  fire,  sitting  on  the  groosd,  dimly  visible,  yet  clearly  enongh 
for  his  purpose.     He  rests  the  gnn  on  a  rook,  and  takes  his  aim. 

He  is  pinioned  from  behind  by  a  Tigorons  hand,  and  a  Toice  he 
knows  cries  in  hia  ear — "  Help,  Bill,  or  joa'll  be  shot  I  " 

The  gBU  goes  off  in  the  acttfflo,  bat  hnrte  nohody,  and  Lee 
running  up,  Goot^e  finds  the  tables  completely  turned,  and  him- 
self lying,  after  a  few  desperate  straggles,  helplessly  pinioned  on 
the  gronnd. 

Diok  had  merely  blinded  him  by  appearing  to  go  to  Eietar, 
They  both  thought  it  likely  that  ho  would  attack  Lee,  but  neither 
supposed  be  would  have  stolen  on  bim  so  trcBcberonsIy.  Dick 
had  just  noticed  him  in  time,  and  sprung  upon  bint,  or  Lee'a 
troubles  would  have  been  over  for  ever. 

"  You  treacherous  young  sweep,  you  shall  hang  for  this,"  were 
Lee's  first  words.  "Ten  thousand  pounds  would  not  save  yon 
now,  Dick,  you're  a  jewel.  If  I  had  listened  to  yon,  I  shoaldn't 
have  trusted  my  life  to  the  murdering  vagabond.  I'll  remember 
to-night,  my  boy,  as  long  as  I  Lve." 

Althongh  it  appeared  at  fij-st  that  ten  thousand  pounds  wonld 
not  prevent  Lee  handing  George  over  to  justice,  yet,  after  a  long 
and  stonny  argument,  it  appeared  that  the  lesser  sum  of  fivo 
hundred  would  be  amply  sufficient  to  stay  any  ulterior  proceedings, 
provided  the  money  was  forthcoming  in  a  week.  So  that  ultimately 
George  found  biuself  at  liberty  again,  and,  to  his  great  astoniah- 
memt,  in  higher  spirits  than  he  could  have  expected. 

"At  all  events,"  said  he  to  himself,  as  he  limped  back,  lame 
and  bruised,  "  I  have  not  got  I/wi(  on  my  mind.  Even  if  this 
other  thing  was  found  out,  there  is  a  chance  of  getting  off. 
Surely  my  own  father  wouldn't  prosecute— though  I  wouldn't  like 
to  trust  to  it,  unless  I  got  Madge  on  my  side." 

His  father,  I  think  I  have  mentioned,  was  too  blind  to  read, 
and  George  used  to  keep  all  his  accounts ;  so  that  nothing  would 
seem  at  first  to  look  more  easy  than  to  imitate  hia  father's  aigna- 
tore,  and  obtain  what  money  he  wished.  But  George  knew  well 
that  the  old  man  was  often  in  the  habit  of  looking  through  his 
banker's  book,  with  the  assistance  of  Madge,  so  that  be  was  qnite 
misafe  without  her.  His  former  embezzlement  be  had  kept  secret, 
by  altering  some  figure  in  th-e  banker's  book ;  but  this  next  one, 
of  such  B.  much  larger  amount,  be  felt  somewhat  anxious  about. 


He,  howerer,  knew  liia  woman  well,   aad  took  bis  i 

On  the  daj  mentioned,  lie  met  Lee,  and  gave  him  the  money 
agreed  on  ;  and  having  received  his  aafiurancea  that  he  valned  his 
lifa  t«o  much  to  troahle  him  any  more,  eqw  him  depart,  fully 
expecting  that  bo  should  have  another  application  at  an  early  date; 
joiAei  which  circimiBtaocos,  he  thonght  he  would  toko  certain  pre- 
oantions  which  sboold  be  conclusive. 

kBut  be  saw  Lee  no  more.  No  more  for  many,  many  years. 
Bat  how  and  when  they  met  again,  and  who  came  off  best  in  the 
vaA,  this  tale  will  truly  and  safficiently  set  forth  bereafl«r. 


CHAPTER   Vn. 


^^,win 


BpBiya  had  come  again.  aft«r  a  long  wet  winter,  and  every 
orchard -hollow  blasbed  once  more  with  apple-blossoms.  In  wann 
sheltered  sonthem  valleys  hedges  "were  Blrcad;  green,  and  OTen 
ttie  tall  hedgerow-elma  began,  Any  aStsr  day,  to  grow  more  shady 
and  dense. 

It  waa  a  bright  April  moramg,  about  ten  o'clock,  when  Mary 
Thornton,  throwing  up  hor  father's  study-window  from  the  outside, 
ehaUenged  him  to  come  out  and  take  a  walk ;  and  John,  getting 
luB  hftt  and  stick,  immediately  joined  her  in  front  of  tlie  botise. 

"  Where  is  yonr  aunt,  my  love  ?  ' '  said  John. 

"  She  is  upstairs,"  said  Maiy.     "  I  will  call  hor." 

8be  began  throwing  gravel  at  one  of  the  upper  windows,  and 
ctying  oat,  "  Anntje  1  Auntie  1  " 

The  Eiifih  was  immediately  thrown  (no,  that  is  too  violent  a  word 

ea;  litlod)  up,  and  a  beautiful  old  lady's  face  appeared  at  the    , 
^window. 

"  My  love,"  it  said,  in  a  small,  soft  voice,  "  pray  be  careful  of 
windows.    Did  yon  want  anything,  my  dear?  " 
'  I  want  yon  out  for  a  walk,  Auntie  ;  so  come  along." 
'Cer1«nl.v,  mj  love.    Brother,  have  you  got  your  thick  kerchief 

yoor  pocket  ?  " 

"No,"  said  the  Vicar,  "I  have  not,  and  I  don't  mean  to  have." 

Conmencement  of  a  sore-throat  lecture  &om  the  window,  cat 
abort  by  the  Vicar,  who  says — 
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"  My  dear,  I  shall  be  late  if  yon  don't  comL>."  (Jeanitically  on 
hia  port,  for  he  waa  going  nowhere.) 

Bo  she  comes  accordingly,  as  sweet- looking  an  old  maid  as  ever 
you  saw  in  yoor  life.  People  have  no  right  to  use  np  such 
beantifbl  women  as  govemesBes.  It's  a  sheer  waste  of  material. 
Miss  Thornton  bad  been  a  governess  all  her  life  ;  and  now,  at  the 
age  of  five -and -forty,  had  come  to  keep  her  brother's  honse  for 
faim,  add  her  aavings  to  his,  and  pat  the  finishing  touch  on  Mary's 
Bomewhat  rough  education. 

■'  My  love,"  said  she,  "  I  have  bronght  you  your  gloves." 

"Oh,  indeedj  Auntie,  I  won't  wear  them,"  said  Mary.  "I 
couldn't  he  plagued  with  gloves.    Nobody  wears  them  here." 

"Mrs.  Buckley  wears  them,  and  it  would  relieve  my  mind  if 
you  were  to  put  them  on,  my  dear.  I  fear  my  lady's  end  was 
accelerated  by,  unfortunately,  in  her  last  illness,  oaloLing  sight  of 
Lady  Kate's  hands  aAer  she  had  been  assisting  her  brother  to  pick 
green  wohuts." 

Mary  was  always  on  tbo  eva  of  laughing  at  those  aristocratic 
recollections  of  ber  aunt ;  and  to  her  credit  be  it  said,  she  always 
restrained  herself,  though  with  great  difficulty.  She,  so  wildly 
brought  np,  without  mle  or  guidance  in  feminine  matters,  (uiuld 
not  be  brought  to  comprehend  that  prim  hne-and-rule  life,  of  which 
her  aunt  was  the  very  impersonation.  Nevertheless,  she  heard 
what  Miaa  Thornton  had  to  say  with  respect ;  and  if  ever  she  com- 
mitted an  eitremo  gai<chfri«,  calculated  to  set  her  annt's  t«etb  on 
edge,  she  always  discovered  what  was  the  matter,  and  mended  it 
Bs  i^  as  she  was  able. 

They  stood  on  the  lawn  while  tbo  glove  controversy  was  going 
on,  and  a  glorious  prospect  there  was  that  bright  spring  morning. 
In  one  direction  the  eye  w&a  carried  down  a  long,  brood,  and  rich 
vale,  intersected  by  a  gleaming  river,  and  all  the  waj  down  set 
thick  with  hamlet,  farm,  and  church.  In  the  dim  soft  distance 
rose  the  two  massive  towers  of  a  cathedral,  now  filling  all  the 
country  side  with  the  gentle  melody  of  their  golden-toned  bells, 
while  beyond  them,  tn  the  misty  south,  there  was  a  gleam  In  the 
horizon,  showing  where  the  sky 

"Dipped  down  to  sea  and  Bands." 

"It's  as  soft  and  quiet  as  a  Sunday,"  said  the  Vicar; 
what  a  fishing  day  I     I  have  half  a  mind^Hollo  1  look  here." 

The  exclamation  was  caused  by  the  appearance  on  the  walk  of  a 
very  tall  and  noble-Looking  man,  about  Ibirty,  leadmg  a  grey  pony, 
on  which  sat  a  beautiful  wonean  with  a  child  in  her  arms.     Our 


part;  immediately  moved  forv&rd  to  meet  tbem,  and  a  most  fridiidly 
greeting  took  place  on  both  sides,  Mary  at  once  taking  posseBaion 
of  the  chUd. 

Thia  was  M^jor  Buckley  and  hie  wife  Agnes.  1  menUoiied 
before  that,  after  Clere  vas  sold,  tb«  M^or  Lad  taken  a  cottage  in 
DnuDston,  and  was  a  constant  visitor  oa  Ibe  Viear  ;  generally 
calling  for  the  old  gentlcraan  to  come  fishing  or  shooting,  and 
learing  bis  wifu  and  his  Little  son  Smntiel  in  the  company  of  Mary 
■nd  Miss  Thornton. 

"  I  have  come,  Vicur,  to  lake  yon  ont  fishbg,"  said  he.  "  Get 
jonr  rod  and  come.     A  capital  day.     Why,  here's  the  Doctor." 

80  there  was,  standing  among  them  before  any  one  had  noticed 

"  I  announce,"  said  he,  "  that  I  shall  accept  the  most  agreeable 
invitation  that  any  one  will  give  me.  What  are  you  going  to  do, 
Miyjor?" 

"Going  fishing." 

"  All !  and  yoa,  madam  ?  "  turning  to  Miss  Thornton. 

"  I  am  going  to  see  Mrs.  Lee,  who  has  a  Low  fever,  poor 

"  Whicli  Mrs.  Lee,  madam  ?  " 
"Mrs.  Lee  of  Eyford." 
"And  which  Mrs.  Lee  of  Eyford,  madam?  " 
"  Mrs.  James  Lee." 

"  Junior  or  senior?  "  persevered  the  Doctor. 
"  Jonior,"  replied  Miss  Thornton,  laughing. 
"  Ah  I  "  said  the   Doctor,  "  now  we  have  it.     I  would  BOggeat 
that  all  the  Mrs.  Lees  in  the  parish  should  have  a  ticket  with  a 
number  en  it,  like  the    roituritrt.     Buckley,  lay  it  before  the 
quarter- sessions.    If  yoa  say  the  idea  came  from  a  foreigner,  they 
will  adopt  it  immediately.      Miss  rbomton,  I  will  do  myself  the 
of  accompanying  yoa,  and  examine  the  case." 
So  the  ladies  went  off  with  the  Doctor,  whila  the  Vicar  and 
jar  Baekley  tamed  to  go  fishing. 
I  shall  watch  you.  Major,  bsteud  of  fishing  myself,"  said  the 
vr.     "  Where  do  you  propose  going?  " 

To  the  red  wnter,"  said  the  M^jor.  Accordingly  they  turn 
down  a  long,  deep  lane,  which  looks  certainly  as  if  it  wonld 
lead  one  to  a  red  brook,  for  the  road  and  banks  are  of  a  brick- 
eoloiir.  And  so  it  does,  for  presently  before  them  they  discern  s 
mill,  and  a  broad,  pleasant  ford,  where  a  cryHtal  brook  dimplea 
flparUes  over  a  bed  of  reddish -purple  pebbles. 
'  Jt  is  very  elear,"  says  the  M^or,     "  Whnfa  the  fly  to  be, 
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I  the  Vicar. 


"That's  a  very  bard  qaesUon  to  auBWt3r,"   says  t 
"  Your  Scotchman,  ah  ?  or  a  amall  blue  dun  ?  " 

"  We'll  try  both,"  aays  the  Major ;  and  in  a  very  short  tune  tt 
becomes  apparent  that  the  small  dun  is  the  man,  for  the  trout 
seem  to  think  that  it  is  the  very  thing  thoy  have  been  looking  for 
all  day,  and  rise  at  it  two  at  a  time. 

They  fish  downwards ;  aud  after  killing  half-a-dozen  half-ponnd 
fish,  come  to  a  place  whore  another  stream  joina  the  first,  making 
it  double  ita  original  size,  and  here  there  is  a  great  oak-root  jutting 
into  a  large,  deep  pool. 

The  Vicar  stands  back,  intensely  excited.  This  ia  a  sore  place 
for  a  big  fish.  The  Major,  eager  but  cool,  stoops  doim  and  puts 
bis  flies  in  just  above  the  root  at  ouce ;  not  as  a  greenhorn  woold, 
taking  a  few  wide  caste  ov«r  the  pool  first,  thereby  standing  a 
chance  of  hooking  a  little  £ab,  and  raining  bis  obance  for  a  big 
one;  and  at  the  aeoond  trial  a  deep -bodied  brown  fellow,  about  two 
poundd,  dashes  at  the  treacherous  little  blue,  and  gulps  him  down. 

Then  what  a  to-do  is  tliere.  The  Vicar  jumping  about  on  the 
grass,  giving  all  sorts  of  contradictory  advice.  The  Major,  utterly 
despairing  of  ever  getting  hia  fish  ashore,  fighting  a  losing  battle 
with  infinite  courage,  detcmiiaed  that  the  trout  shall  remember 
him,  at  all  events,  if  ho  does  get  away.  And  the  trout,  furious 
and  indignant,  but  not  in  the  least  frightened,  trying  vainly  to  get 
back  to  the  old  root.     Was  there  ever  such  a  fish  ? 

But  the  M^or  ia  the  best  man,  for  after  ten  minutes  troutie  is 
towed  up  on  his  side  to  a  convenient  shallow,  and  the  Vicar 
puts  on  bis  spectacles  to  eea  him  brought  ashore.  He  scien- 
tifically pokes  him  in  the  Honk,  and  spans  bim  across  the  back, 
and  pronounces  ex  eathedrit — 

"  You'll  find,  sir,  there  won't  be  a  finer  fisb,  take  him  all  in  all, 
killed  in  the  parish  this  season." 

"Ah,  it's  a  noble  sport,"  says  the  Major.  "  I  shan't  getmncb 
more  of  it,  I'm  afriud." 

"  Why  shouldn't  joa  ?  " 

"Well,  I'll  tell  you,"  sa-ys  the  M^jor.      "Do  you  \ 
much  property  I  have  got?" 

"  No,  indeed." 

"  I  have  only  ten  thousand  pounds ;  and  how  am  I  to  I 
up  a  fiunily  on  the  interest  of  that?" 

"I  should  fancy  it  was  quite  enough  for  you,"  said  the  Vicar; 
"  you  have  only  one  son." 

"  How  many  more  am  I  likely  \a  have,  eb  ?  And  how  ahonld 
J  look  to  find  myself  at  sixty  with  fire  boys  growu  up.  and  asis 
eOO/.ayear?"  j    (*•         ir         --v 
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"That  is   rather  an  eitremo  cose,"  «u4  th«  Vicar;  "jvn    \ 
would  be  poor  then,  c«rtaiiiljr." 

*'  Juat  nh&t  I  don't  want  lo  be.     Beaides  wantisg  to  make 
some  mone;,  I  am  leading   on  idl«  Ufo  here,  and  am   gottmg 
very  tired  of  it.     And  so — "  he  hesitated. 
*'  And  80  ?  "  said  the  Vicar. 

"  I  am  thinking  of  emigrating.  To  New  Sooth  Woles.  To  go 
into  the  ebcep-fanuing  line.     There." 

"  There  indeixl,"  said  the  Vicar.  "  And  what  has  put  yoa  up 
tott?" 

"  Why,  my  wife  and  I  have  been  thinking  of  going  to  Canada  for 
■ome  time,  uid  bo  the  idea  ia  not  altogether  new.  The  other  day 
Homlyn  (yoa  know  him)  showt^d  me  a  letter  from  a  cousin  of  bis 
who  u>  making  a  good  deal  of  mcney  there.  Having  seen  that 
lotttf,  I  was  mach  struck  with  it,  and  baviDg  made  a  great  many 
otlier  inquiries,  I  laid  the  whole  information  before  my  wife,  and 
begged  her  to  give  me  her  opinion." 

"  And  she  recommended  you  to  etay  at  home  in  peaoe  and 
comfort,"  mterposcd  the  Vicar. 

"  On  the  contrary,  she  said  she  thooght  we  ought  by  all  means 
to  go,"  retomed  the  Mi^or. 

"  WODderfoi,  indeed.     And  when  shall  you  go  ?  " 
"  Not  for  some  time,  I  think.     Not  for  a  year." 
"  I  hope  not.    What  a  lonely  old  man  I  shall  be  when  you 
•re  oil  gone." 

"Nay,  Vicar,  I  hope  not,"  said  the  Major.  "Yoa  will  stay 
Wiind  to  see  your  daughter  happily  married,  end  your  grond- 
ehildren  abont  your  knees." 

The  Vicar  sighed  heavily,  and  the  M^jor  continued. 
"  By-the-bye,  Miss  Thornton  seems  to  have  made  a  oonqueat 
already.     Young  Hawker  seems  desperately  smitten ;  did  it  ever 
Strike  yon?" 

"  Yea,  it  baa  struck  me ;  very  deep  indeed,"  Baid  the  Vicar ; 
"bat  what  can  I  do?" 

"  Yon  surely  would  not  allow  her  to  marry  him  ?  " 
"  How  can  I  prevent  it?     She  is  her  own  mietresa,  and  I  never 
eonld  oontnl  her  yet.     How  can  I  control  her  when  her  whole 
heart  and  soul  is  set  on  him?" 

"  Good  Qod  I  "  said  the  M^or,  "■  do  yoa  really  think  she  cares 
foritim?  " 

"Oh,  she  lovee  Uim  with  her  whole  heart.  I  have  seen  it 
a  Icdg  while." 

"  Mt  dear  friend,  you  should  take  her  away  for  a  short  time,  and 
•MiftbewiUforgetbim.  Anything  sooner  than  let  her  many  him." 
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"  Why  sboiild  she  not  many  him  ?  "  said  the  Vicar, 
only  a  farmer's  grand -daughter.     We  are  nobody,  yon  knowJ 

"  But  he  is  not  of  good  character."  ' 

"  Oh,  there  U  nothing  more  against  him  than  there  is  Rgainrt 
most  young  fellows.  He  will  reform  and  be  steady.  Do  you  know 
anything  special  against  liim  ?  "  asked  the  Vicar. 

"  Not  actually  against  him ;  but  jnst  conceive,  my  dear  friend, 
what  a  family  to  marry  into  !  His  father — I  speak  the  plain  truth 
— is  a  most  disreputable,  drunken  old  man,  Uving  in  open  sin  with 
ft  gipsy  woman  of  tho  worst  character,  by  whom  George  Hawker 
has  been  brought  np.  What  an  atmosphere  of  vice  I  The  young 
fellow  himself  is  universally  dishkcd,  and  distmsted  too,  all  over 
the  village.     Can  you  forgive  me  for  speaking  so  plain?" 

"There  is  no  forgiveness  necessary,  my  good  friend;"  stud 
the  Vicar.  "  I  know  how  kind  your  intmtions  are.  But  Icannot 
biing  myself  to  hare  a  useless  quarrel  with  my  daughter  merely 
because  I  happen  to  dislike  the  object  of  her  choioe.  It  wonld  be 
quite  a  useless  quoiTel.  She  has  always  had  her  own  way,  and 
always  will." 

"  Whut  does  Miss  Thornton  say  ?  "  asked  the  Major. 

"  Nothisg,  she  never  does  say  anything.  She  regards  HawkeT 
as  Mary's  accepted  suitor  ;  and  though  she  may  think  him  vnlgar, 
she  would  sooner  die  than  commit  herself  so  far  as  to  say  so.  Bhe 
has  been  so  long  nnder  others,  and  without  an  opinion  save  theirs, 
that  she  cannot  form  an  opinion  at  all." 

They  hod  tnmod  and  were  walkmg  home,  when  the  Vicar, 
sticking  bis  walking-cane  upright  in  the  grass,  began  again. 

"  It  is  the  most  miserable  and  lamenUbte  thing  that  ever  took 
place  in  this  world.  Look  at  my  sister  again  :  what  a  delioate 
old  maid  she  is  I  used  to  move  and  be  respected,  more  than  most 
governesses  are,  in  the  highest  society  in  the  land.  There'll  ha 
a  home  for  her  when  I  die  !  Think  of  her  living  in  the  house  with 
any  of  the  Hawkers  ;  and  yet,  sir,  that  woman's  sense  of  dnty  is 
such  that  she'd  die  sooner  than  leave  her  niece-  Sooner  be  bnmt 
at  the  stake  than  go  an  inch  out  of  the  line  of  conduct  she  baa 
marked  out  for  herself." 

Tho  Vicar  judged  his  sister  most  rightly :  wc  shall  see  that 
hereafter. 

"  A  man  of  determination  and  strength  of  character  could  have 
prevented  it  at  the  beginning,  you  would  say.  I  dare  say  he  might 
have;  but  I  am  not  a  man  of  determination  and  strength  of 
character.     I  never  vas,  and  I  never  shall  be." 

■'  Do  yon  consider  it  in  the  light  ofa  setth^dqaeetioo,  then,"  said 
the  Major,  "  that  your  daughter  should  marry  young  Hawk 
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"  Ood  knowa.  Bhe  will  please  herself.  I  spoke  to  her  st  first  I 
xbout  eDCOoraging  hiio,  and  she  began  by  laughing  at  me,  mi)  \ 
etuled  b;  makiog  a  scene  whenofer  I  epoke  againBt  him.  I  waf 
at  one  time  in  bop^s  that  she  would  hare  tnken  a  boej  to  young 
Btockbridge ;  bat  I  fear  I  must  have  set  her  against  bim  by 
pnising  bim  too  much.  It  wants  a  womui,  you  know,  to  muiage 
thoM  sort  of  things." 

"It does,  indeed." 

"  YoQ  see,  u  I  said  before,  I  have  no  aetaftl  reason  to  nrgft 
•jIunBt  Bawker,  sod  he  will  be  very  rich.  I  Eball  raise  my  voice 
agtinst  ber  living  in  the  hooao  witb  that  woman  Madge — in  fact, 
1  won't  have  it ;  but  take  it  all  in  alt,  I  (cat  I  sball  have  to  make 
tbebest  of  it." 

H^or  Buckley  said  no  more,  and  soon  after  they  got  home. 
There  was  Mrs.  Buckley,  queenly  and  bcanti^l.  waiting  for  her 
bnabnnd ;  and  there  wae  Mary,  pretty,  and  foil  of  fim ;  there 
■Ibo  waa  the  Doctor,  smoking  and  contemplating  a  new  fern ; 
md  Mies  Thornton,  with  her  gloved-bands  folded,  calculating  J 
uneasily  what  amount  of  detriment  Mary's  compleiioo  wooU  1 
sustain  in  conseqaenoe  of  walking  about  without  her  bonnet  ii 
April  son. 

One  and  all  cried  out  to  know  what  sport;  and  little  Sam 
tnttered  forward  demanding  a  fish  (or  himself,  which,  having  got, 
ha  at  onee  put  into  bis  moutfa  bead  foremost.  The  Doctor, 
taking  off  his  spectacles,  examined  the  contents  of  the  flsb-baaket, 
and  then  dc^mauded  : 

"  Now,  my  good  friend,  wby  do  you  give  yourself  the  tronble  lo 
ealAb  trout  in  that  round-about  way,  n^quiring  so  much  skill  and 
patiww  ?    In  Germany  we  catf  b  them  with  a  net — a  far  superior  J 
m*f,  I  Msnre  yon.     Oet  any  one  of  the  idle  young  fellows  about  I 
the  village  to  go  down  to  the  stream  with  a  net,  and  tliey  wiB  I 
^  mora  tnmt  m  a  day  than  yon  would  m  a  week."  1 

"What!"  said  the  Major,  indignantly;  "put  a  net  in  my 
nmted  water?— If  I  caught  any  andations  scoundrel  carrring 
a  net  within  half  a  mile  of  it,  I'd  break  his  neck.  Yon  can't 
ftppreeiate  the  delighteof  fly-fishing,  doctor — yon  are  no  sportcman." 

"  N«,  I  ua't,"  said  the  Doctor ;  ■■  you  never  said  anythingtriur 
tlua  tlut,  Jamea  Buckley.  I  am  notbing  of  the  sort.  Wban 
I  «M  a  yomig  man,  I  bad  a  sort  of  brute  instinct,  which  node  m* 
take  the  tame  sort  of  ploasnte  in  killing  a  boar  that  a  cat  doM 
in  UlUag  a  moiue :  but  I  have  outlived  eneh  barbarism." 

"  Bft,  ba  1 "  nid  the  Viear  ;  "  and  yet  he  gave  ten  sbiUiiigt 
tm  ■  aiipe.  And  he's  haod-and-^ore  with  enry  poa^ier  in  tb» 
pwiah." 
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"  The  Buipe  was  a  new  species,  sir,"  siud  the  Doctor,  in- 
dignantly ;  and  if  I  do  employ  the  hiinterB  to  collect  for  me,  I  see 
no  inconsistency  in  that.  Bat  I  consider  this  fly-fiahiug  mania 
just  of  a  piece  with  your  idiotic,  I  repeat  it,  idiotic  institution  of 
foi-hunting.  Why,  if  yon  Laid  baits  poisoned  witb  niut  vomica 
aliout  the  hanntG  of  those  animals,  yon  wonld  get  rid  of  them  in 
two  years." 

The  Doctor  nsed  to  delight  in  aggravating  the  M^or  by 
attacking  English  sports ;  but  be  bad  a  great  admiration  for  them 


The  Mb^ot  got  oat  his  wife's  pony  ;  and  setting  her  on  it,  and 
handing  up  the  eon  and  heir,  departed  home  h)  dinner.  They 
were  hardly  inside  the  gal«  when  Mrs.  Buckley  began  : 

"  My  dear  hasband,  did  you  bring  him  to  speali  of  the  subject 
we  were  talking  abont  ?  " 

"  He  went  into  it  himself,  mfe,  tooth  and  nail." 

■■WeU?" 

"  Well  1  indeed,  my  dear  Agnes,  do  you  know  that,  although 
I  love  tlie  old  man  dearly,  I  must  say  I  think  he  is  rather  weak." 

"So  i  fear,"  said  Mrs.  Bnckley;  "but  be  ia  surely  not  so 
weak  as  to  allow  that  young  fellow  to  haunt  the  house,  after  he 
has  had  a  hint  that  he  is  making  love  to  Mary  f  " 

"  My  dear,  he  accepts  him  ag  her  suitor.  He  says  he  has 
been  aware  of  it  for  some  time,  and  that  he  has  spoken  to  Maiy 
nbout  it,  and  made  no  impression ;  so  that  now  be  considers  it 
a  settled  thing." 

"  What  culpable  weaknesa  I     So  Mary  enoooragea  him,  then  ?  " 

"  She  adores  him,  and  won't  hear  a  word  against  bim." 

"Unfortunate  girl  I"  said  Mrs.  Buckley,  "and  with  such 
B  noble  young  fellow  as  Slockbridge  ready  to  cut  off  his  head 
for  her  I     It  is  perfectly  inconceivable." 

"  Young  Hawker  is  very  handsome,  my  dear,  yon  mast 
remember." 

"Is  be ? "  said  Mrs.  Buckley.  "  / call  him  one  of  the  most 
evil-looking  men  I  ever  saw." 

"My  dear  Agnes,  I  tbbk  if  yon  were  to  speak  boldly  to  her, 
yon  might  do  some  good.  You  might  begin  to  nudermine  this 
nnluoky  infatuation  of  hers ;  and  I  am  sure,  if  her  eyes  wei« 
once  opened,  that  the  more  she  saw  him,  the  less  she  would  like 

"  I  think,  James,"  said  Mrs.  Buckley,  "  that  it  becomes  the 
duty  of  ua,  who  hare  been  so  happy  in  our  mnrrioge,  to  prevent 
our  good  old  vicar's  last  days  from  being  rendered  mlserftble  by 
euch  &  mesalliance  as  this.     !  am  very  fond  of  Mary ;   but  the 
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oU   Ticar,   my  dear,   hu  taken  the  place  ol  ycor  father  to 
me." 

"He  ia  like  a  second  father  to  me  too,"  eaJd  the  Major; 
•'  but  he  wants  a  good  man;  qaalities  that  my  own  father  had. 
He  haan't  his  energy  or  determination.  Why,  if  my  &ther  hnd 
been  in  hia  place,  and  Buch  an  ill-looking  young  dog  as  that  came 
banging  ahont  the  premised,  my  &ther  would  have  laid  tua  Bt4dc 
about  bis  back.  And  it  wotdd  be  a  good  thing  if  somebody 
woitld  do  it  now." 

h  ne  Major  Buckley's  opinion. 
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CHAPTER  Vm. 

THE   VICAR   EEASS  SOHETHINO    TO  BIS  ADTANTAGB. 

"Mr  dear,"  eaid  old  Mies  Thornton,  that  evening,  "I  have 
Bonanlted  Mrs,  Enckley  on  the  sleeveB,  and  she  )s  of  opinion  that 
they  should  be  pointed." 

"Bo  you  think,"  eaid  Mary,  "  that  she  thought  much  about 
the  matter?  " 

"  She  promised  to  give  the  matter  her  earneet  attention," 
flud  Miss  Thornton  ;  "  so  I  suppose  she  did.  Mrs.  Bnckley 
I  WOnld  never  speak  at  random,  if  slie  once  promised  to  give  her 

J  opinion." 

"  No,  I  don't  think   she  would.  Auntie,  but  she  is  not  very 

-ticnlar  in  her  own  dress." 

"  6be  always  looks  like  a  thorough  lady,  my  dear ;  Mrs. 
"  '  a  woman  whom  I  could  B»t  before  yon  ab  a  model  for 
~aniUtion  far  sooner  than  myself." 

"She  is  a  duck,  at  aU  events,"  said  Mary;  "and  her 
husband  ia  a  darling." 

Mias  Thornton  was  too  much  shocked  to  eay  anything. 
To  bear  a  young  lady  speak  of  a  handsome  military  man  u  a 
"darling,"  vent  quit«  beyond  her  experience.  She  «a>  con- 
(idering  how  much  bread  and  water  and  backboard  she  would 
havs  Mt  it  ber  duty  to  give  Lady  Kate,  or  Lady  Fanny,  in  old 
times.  Cor  nob  an  expression,  wbea  the  Vicar,  who  1^  been 
Aaaoff,  woke  np  and  said  : — 

"  Bless  us,  what  a  night  t  The  equinoctial  gales  come  back 
■ffun.  This  rain  will  make  np  for  the  dry  Haroh  with  * 
;  I  am  glud  I  am  aafely  boused  before  a  good  fin." 


S3  THE  BECOtiLBCTIONS  OP 

Unlucky  words  I  lie  drew  nearer  to  the  fire,  and  began  nibbing 
his  knees ;  ho  had  given  them  about  three  rubs,  when  tbe  door 
opened  and  the  maid's  voice  wae  heard  ominous  of  evil. 

"  Thomaa  Jewel  ia  wotm,  bit,  and  if  you  plaaae  bis  misaiB 
don't  expect  he'll  last  the  night ;  and  could  yon  just  step 
up?" 

"  Just  stepping  up,"  was  a.  pretty  little  euphemism  for  walking 
three  long  miles  dead  in  the  teeth  of  a  gale  of  wind,  with  a 
fierce  rashiug  tropical  rain.  One  of  the  nnmerous  tenders  of 
the  ship  Jewel  (74),  had  just  arrived  before  the  wind  nnder  bare 
poles,  an  attempt  to  set  a  nag  of  nmbrella  having  ended  in  ita 
being  blown  out  of  the  bolt-ropea,  and  the  aforesaid  tender 
Jewel  was  now  in  the  vicarage  harbour  of  refuge,  reflecting  what 
an  awful  job  it  would  have  in  beating  back  against  the  monsoon. 

"  Who  has  oome  with  this  message  ?  "  said  the  Vicar,  entering 
the  kitchen  followed  by  Miss  Thornton  and  Mary, 

"  Me,  sir,"  says  a  voice  from  the  doorway. 

"Oh,  come  in,  will  you,"  said  the  Vicar  ;  "it's  a  tenible 
night,  is  it  not  ?" 

"Oh  LoordI  "  Bud  the  voice  in  reply — intending  the  ^aonlation 
for  a  very  strong  affirmative.  And  advancing  towards  the  light, 
displayed  a  figure  in  a  long  brown  great-coat,  reaching  to  the 
ankles,  and  topped  by  some  Bort  of  head-dress,  resembling  very 
closely  a  small  black  carpet  bag,  tied  on  with  a  red  cotton 
handkerchief.  This  was  all  that  was  visible,  and  the  good 
Vicar  etood  doubting  whether  it  was  male  or  female,  till  catdhing 
sight  of  an  iramenae  pair  of  hob-nail  boots  peeping  from  the 
lower  extremity  of  the  coat,  he  made  up  his  mind  at  once,  and 
began  :— 

"My  good  boy^" 

There  was  a  cockling  laugh  from  under  the  carpet-bag,  and 
a  harsh  grating  voice  replied  ; 

"I  be  a  gurl." 

"  Dear  me,"  said  the  Viuor,  "  tlicn  what  do  you  dress  yotmelf 
in  that  style  for  ? — So  old  Jewel  is  worse." 

"  Us  don't  think  a  '11  Lve  the  night." 

"  Is  the  doctor  with  him  ?  "  said  the  Vicar. 

"  The  'Talian'a  with  un." 

By  which  he  understood  har  to  mean  Dr.  Uolbaus,  all  foreigners 
being  ooneidered  to  be  Italians  in  Dromston.  An  idea  they  got, 
I  take  it,  from  the  wandering  organ  men  being  of  that  nation. 

"Well,"  said  the  Vicar,  "I  will  start  at  once,  and  come. 
It's  a  terrible  night." 

The  owner  of  the  groat-coat  Bfsented  with  a  fiesdish  cackl 
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depari«d.  The  Vicar,  having  been  uell  wrapped  up  by  lia  Bieter 
■iid  dBiight«r,  departed  alao,  with  a  last  injunction  from  Mise 
Thornton  to  take  care  of  himself. 

Easier  said  than  done.  Bach  a  oigbt  as  this.  A  regular  Eoath- 
westerly  gale,  accompanied  bv  a  stinging,  catting  rain,  which  made 
it  almoA  impoaaible  to  look  to  windward.  Earth  and  sky  seemed 
mixed  together,  and  each  twig  and  bongh  Bent  a  separate  plaint 
upon  the  gale,  indignant  at  seeing  their  fresb-acqaired  hononrs 
torn  from  them  and  scattered  before  the  bWt. 

Th«  Vicar  pnt  his  head  down  aad  stordil;  walked  agninet  it. 
It  was  well  for  him  that  he  knew  every  inch  of  thu  road,  for  his 
knowledge  was  needed  now.  There  was  no  tarn  id  the  road  after 
he  had  passed  the  church,  hut  it  toolt  straight  away  over  the  high 
ground  up  to  Hawker's  farm  on  the  woodlands. 

Old  Jewel,  whom  he  was  going  to  see,  had  been  a  hind  of 
Hawker's  for  many  years ;  but  about  a  twelvemonth  before  the 
present  time  he  had  left  his  service,  partly  on  account  of  increasing 
mfinnity,  and  partly  in  consequence  of  a  violent  quarrel  with 
Jfatdge.  He  was  a  man  of  indifferent  character.  He  had  been 
manied  once  in  his  life,  but  his  wife  only  lived  a  year,  and  left 
him  with  one  son,  who  had  likewise  married  and  given  to  the 
vorld  seven  as  barbarous,  neglected,  young  savages  as  any  in  the 
parish.  The  old  man,  who  was  now  lying  on  his  deathbed,  had  been 
A  sort  of  coiifidential  man  to  old  Hawker,  retained  in  that  capacity 
on  account,  the  old  man  said  once  in  his  drink,  of  not  having  any 
wife  to  worm  family  affairs  out  of  him.  So  it  was  generally 
belieTcd  by  the  village  folks,  that  old  Jewel  was  in  possession  of 
B  fearful  secrets  (such  as  a  murder  or  two,  for  instance,  or  a 
e  of  forgeries),  and  that  the  Hawkers  daren't  turn  him  out  of 

0  cottage  where  he  lived  for  their  Lives, 
f  Perhaps  some  of  these  idle  nunonrs  may  have  floated  throngh 
■e  Tioar's  brain  as  he  foaght  forwards  against  the  storm ;  but  if 
DJ  did,  they  were  soon  dismissed  again,  and  the  good  man's 
jbts  carried  into  a  fresh  channel.  And  he  was  thinking 
i  a  fearftil  night  this  would  be  at  sea,  and  how  any  ship  conld 

e  a^iainat  such  a  Btonn,  when  he  came  to  a  white  gate,  which 
ltd  into  the  deep  woods  sorroonding  Hawker's  house,  and  in  a 
reeeSB  of  wiiich  lived  old  Jewel  and  his  fnmity. 

Now  began  the  most  difficult  part  of  his  jonmey.  The  broader 
nad  thftt  Ud  from  the  gate  np  to  the  Hawkers'  house  was  plainly 
p0C0ptibIe,  bat  the  little  path  which  turned  up  to  the  cottage  was 
nut  80  easily  found,  and  when  found,  not  osFiity  kept  on  such  a 
Uack  wild  night  as  this.  But,  at  length,  having  hit  it,  he  began 
■>  follow  it  with  Bomo  difficiilly,  aud  soon  b«pinuing  to  descend 


3  by  now ;  bat  they  have 
i  the  old  bridge  was 


e  vrith  great  dJEEculfy,  and 
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rapidly,  he  caught  sight  of  a  light,  and,  at  the  tame  moment, 
heard  the  mahing  of  irater. 

"Oh,"  §aid  he  to  himself,  "the  water  is  come  down,  &nd  I 
shall  have  a  nice  job  to  get  across  it.     Any  people  bnt  the  Jewels 
would  have  made  some  sort  of  a  bri" 
been  content  with  a  fallcsi  txea  evei 
carried  away." 

He  scrambled  down  the  steep  hill  s: 
not  witboiit  one  or  two  naaty  alipg,  which  to  a  man  of  his  age, 
w<L3  no  trifle,  bat  at  length  stood  trembling  with  exertion  before  a 
flooded  brook,  across  which  lay  a  faUen  tree,  dimly  seen  in  the 
dark  against  tbo  gleam  of  the  ruahing  water. 

"  I  most  stand  and  steady  my  nerves  a  bit  a^er  that  tnmble," 
he  said,  "before  I  ventnre  over  there.  That's  the  'Brig  of 
Dread  '  with  a  vengeance.  However,  I  never  came  to  harm  yet 
when  I  was  after  dnty.  so  I'll  chance  it." 

The  cottage  stood  just  across  the  brook,  and  he  halloed  alond 
for  some  one  to  come.  After  a  short  time  the  door  opened,  and 
a  man  appeared  with  a  lantern. 

'•Who  is  there?"  demanded  Dr.  UnlhEins'  well-known  voice. 
"Is  it  yon,  Vicar?" 

"Aye,"  rejoined  the  other,  "it's  me  at  present;  but  it  won't 
be  long  if  I  slip  contLng  over  that  log.  Here  goes,"  ha  sud,  oa 
he  steadied  himself  and  crossed  rapidly,  while  the  Doctor  held 
the  light.  "  Ah,"  he  added,  ■when  he  was  safe  across,  "  I  knew 
I  sboald  get  over  all  right," 

"  Yoa  did  not  seem  very  certain  about  it  just  now,"  said  the 
Doctor.  "However,  I  am  sincerely  glad  yon  are  come.  I  knew 
no  weather  would  slop  yon." 

"Thank  yon,  old  friend,"  said  the  Vicar;  "and  how  is  the 
patient  ?  " 

"  Going  fast.  More  in  your  hne  than  mine.  The  nan  believes 
himself  bewitched," 

"Not  uncommon,"  said  the  Vicar,  "in  these  parts;  they  are 
always  bothering  me  with  some  of  that  sort  of  nonsense." 

They  went  in.  Only  an  ordinary  scene  of  poverty,  dirt,  and 
vice,  sncb  as  exista  to  some  extent,  in  every  parish,  in  every 
country  on  the  globe.  Nothing  more  than  that,  and  yet  a 
sickening  sight  enongh. 

A  squalid,  damp,  close  room,  with  the  earthen  floor  snnk  in 
many  places  and  holding  pools  of  water.  The  mother  smoking  in 
the  chimney  comer,  the  eldest  daughter  nursing  an  illegitimsta 
child,  and  quarrelling  with  her  mother  in  a  coarse,  angry  tone. 
The  children,  ragged  and  hungry,  fighting  for  the  fireside.     Xfa^^ 
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ipatioD   probably,  or  aittiiial 
naA  I 


{giher  amj,  &t  some  unlawful 

driaking  Iub  wages  in  on  alebonse.  That  was  wbat  they  eaw, 
what  any  man  may  see  to-day  for  bimself  in  bis  own  village) 
whether  in  England  or  Aostralia,  that  working  man's  paradiaa. 
Drink,  dirt,  and  Bloth,  my  friends  of  the  working  orders,  wilt 
prodnoe  tbe  same  effects  all  orer  the  world. 

As  they  came  in  the  woman  of  the  bonae  rose  and  curtseyed  to 
the  Vicar,  but  the  eldest  girl  sat  still  and  turned  away  her  bead. 
The  Vicar,  after  salatmg  her  mother,  went  gently  np  to  her,  and 
pstting  the  baby's  cheek,  asked  her  kindly  how  she  did.  Tbe 
girl  tried  to  answer  him,  bnt  coold  only  sob.  She  bent  down  her 
heftd  again  over  the  child,  and  began  rocking  it  to  and  fro. 

"  Yon  mnst  bring  it  to  be  christened,"  said  the  Vicar  kindly. 
"  Oan  you  come  on  Wednesday?  " 

"  Yes,  rU  come,"  she  said  with  a  sort  of  choke.  And  now  the 
woman  baring  lit  a  fresh  candle,  ushered  Ibem  into  the  sick  man's 

"TyphoB  and  scarlatina  I  "  Baid  the  Doctor.  "How  this  place 
smells  after  being  in  the  air.     He  is  sensible  again,  I  think." 

"  Quite  sensible,"  the  sick  man  answered  aloud.  "  So  you've 
eome,  Mr.  Thornton  ;  I'm  glad  of  it ;  I've  got  a  sad  story  to  tell 
yoQ ;  bnt  I'll  havo  vengeance  if  yon  do  your  duty.  Yon  see  the  ^ 
(date  I  am  in  I  " 

"  Ague  1 "  said  the  Vicar. 

"  And  who  gave  it  me  ?  " 

"Why,  God  sent  it  to  you,"  said  the  Vicar,  "All  people 
living  in  a  narrow  wel  valley  among  woodlands  like  this,  mast 
expect  Bgne." 

"  I  tell  you  she  gave  it  to  me,  I  tell  you  she  has  overlooked 
me ',  and  all  this  doctor's  stuff  is  no  ase,  unless  yon  can  say  ft 
ohann  as  will  undo  her  devil's  work.'' 

"  My  good  friend,"  said  the  Vicar,  "you  sbonld  banish  such 
fancies  frtna  your  mind,  for  yoa  ore  in  a  BeriooB  position, 
angtii  not  to  die  in  enmity  with  any  one." 

"  Not  die  in  enmity  with  her  f     I'd  never  forgive  ber  till  a 
took  off  the  spell." 

"  Whom  do  yon  mean  ?  "  aekod  the  Vicar. 

"  Why,  that  infernal  witch,  Madge,  that  lives  with  old  Hawker,'^ 
eaid  the  man  excitedly.     "  That's  who  I  mei     '  " 

"  Why,  what  iiynry  has  6he  done  you  ?  " 

"  Bewitched  me,  I  tell  you  I  Given  me  these  shaking  fits. 
8be  Icld  me  she  would,  when  I  left ;  and  so  she  has,  to  prevent 
my  Bpeaking.  I  might  a  spoke  out  sn)-timo  this  year,  only 
Uie  old  man  kept  me  quiet  with  moaey ;  bnt  now  it's  nigh  too  late  I " 
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n  abont?  "  asked  the  Vicar. 


•■  What  n  ^     . 

"  Well,  rU  just  relute  the  matter  to  yon,"  said  the 
speaking  fast  anil  thick,  "  and.  I'll  speak  the  tratb.  A  twelre- 
month  agone,  this  Madge  and  me  had  a  fierce  quarrel,  and  1 
miscalled  her  awful,  and  told  her  of  some  things  she  wasn't  aware 
I  knew  of;  and  then  she  said,  '  If  ever  a  word  of  that  escapes 
your  lips,  I'll  pat  such  a  spell  on  ye  that  your  bones  shall  shake 
iipart.'     Then  I  says.  If  you  do,  your  bastard  son  shall  swing." 

"  Who  do  yon  mean  by  her  "bastard  son  ?  " 

"  Young  Oeorgd  Hawker.  He  is  not  tlie  son  of  old  Mrs. 
Hawker,  ftladge  was  brought  to  bed  of  kini  a  foiinlght  before 
her  niistress ;  and  when  she  bore  a  slill-bom  child,  old  Hawker 
nnd  I  buried  it  in  the  wood,  and  we  gave  Madge's  child  to  Mrs. 
Hawker,  who  never  knew  the  difference  before  she  died." 

"  On  the  word  of  a  dying  man,  is  that  true  ?  "  demanded  the 

"On  the  word  of  a  dying  man  that's  true,  and  this  also.  I 
says  to  Madge,  *  Your  boy  shall  swing,  for  I  know  enough  to 
hang  him.'  And  she  said,  '  NVliere  are  your  proofs?'  and  I — 0 
Lord  I  O  Lord  I  she's  at  me  again." 

He  sank  dou-n  again  in  a  parorrsm  of  shivering,  and  they  got 
no  more  from  him.  Enough  Uiero  was,  however,  to  make  the 
Vicar  a  very  silent  and  thoughtfol  man,  as  he  s&t  watching  the 
sick  man  in  the  close  stifling  room. 

"  You  had  better  go  home,  Vicar,"  said  the  Doctor ;  "  yon  will 
make  yourself  111  staying  hero.  I  do  not  expect  another  lacid 
interval." 

"  No,"  said  the  Yicar,  "  I  Ceel  it  my  duty  to  stay  longer.  For 
my  own  soke  too.  What  he  has  let  out  bears  fearfully  on  my 
happiness.  Doctor." 

"  Yea,  I  can  imderstand  tbat,  tny  fiiend,  from  what  I  have 
heard  of  the  relations  that  exigt  between  your  daughter  and  that 
young  man.  You  have  been  saved  from  a  terrible  misfortune, 
thongb  at  the  cost,  perhaps,  of  a  few  ti'ars,  and  a  little  temporary 
uneasiness." 

"I  hope  it  maybe  as  yon  say,"  sold  the  Vicar,  "  Strange,  only 
to-day  Major  Buckley  was  urging  me  to  stop  tbat  acquaintance." 

"  I  should  have  ventured  to  do  so  too,  Vicar,  had  I  been  as  old 
a  friend  of  yonrs  as  Major  Buckley." 

"  He  is  not  suoh  a  very  old  friend,"  said  the  Viear ;  "  only  of 
two  years'  standing,  yet  I  aeem  in  have  known  him  ten." 

At  daybreak  the  roan  died,  and  made  no  sign.  So  as  soon  as 
tliey  had  satisfied  tliemselves  of  the  fact,  they  departed,  and  came 
oat  together  into  the  clear  moming  air.     The  run-oloods  had 
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broken,  Lhougli  vheii  they  bail  scramHed  Qp  oat  of  tLe  narrow 
tittle  valley  where  th^  cottage  stood,  tbe;  foond  that  the  wind  was 
still  high  and  fierce,  and  that  the  son  was  rising  dimly  through  a 
>relIow  haze  of  driTiog  ecnd. 

Thej-  stepped  out  briBkl;,  revived  hy  the  freshness  of  all  around, 
and  had  made  abont  half  the  distance  home,  when  they  descried  a 
honeman  coming  slowt;  towards  them.  It  seemed  an  early  time 
for  any  one  to  be  abroad,  and  tbeir  surprise  was  increaaed  at 
BoeJag  that  it  was  George  Hawker  returning  home. 

"  Where  can  he  have  been  so  early  ?  "  Hiiid  Ibu  Doctor. 

"80  late,  yon  mean,"  eaid  the  Vicar;  "he  has  not  been 
home  oil  night.     Now  I  shall  brace  up  my  nervee  and  Bpealt  to 

"Mj  good  wishes  go  with  you,  A'icar,"  said  tLo  Doctor,  and 
walked  on,  while  Uie  other  stopped  to  speiik  with  Qeorge  Hawker. 

"Good  morning,  Mr.  Thornton.     Yon  are  early  a-foot,  sir." 

"  Yes,  I  have  been  sitting  up  all  night  with  old  Jewel.  He  is 
dead." 

"la  he  indeed,  sir?"  said  Hawker.  "He  won't  be  much  loss, 
I  sir,  to  the  parish.  A  sort  of  happy  rt^leasir,  one  may  say,  for 
I  ererr  one  but  himself." 

"  Can  I  have  the  pleasure  of  a  few  words  with  yon,  Mr. 
I  Hawker  ?  "  J 

"Surely,  sir,"  said  be,  dismounting.  "Allow  me  to  walk  aj 
I  little  on  the  way  back  with  you  ?  " 

"  What  I  have  to  say.  iii.  Hawker,"  said  the  Vicar,  "  is  very 

abort,  and,  I  fear,  also  Tory  disagreeable  to  all  parties.     I  am 

going  to  request  yon  to  discontinue  your  visits  to  my  boose 

.  Allogether,  and,  in  fact,  drop  onr  acquaintance." 

'■  This  is  Tory  sudden,  sir,"  said  Hawker.     "  Ain  I  to  under*  J 

nd,  air,  that  you  cannot  be  iudaced  by  any  candi:ct  of  n 
I  reecosider  this  decision  ?  " 

"  You  are  to  understand  that  such  is  the  case,  air." 

"  And  Uiis  is  final,  ill.  Thornton  ?  " 

"  Quite  final,  i  assnre  you,"  said  the  Vicar  ;  "  nothing  ou  earth  | 
I  Bhonld  make  me  fiincb  from  my  decision." 

"This  is  veiy  unfortunate,  sir,"  said  George.  "For  1  had 
Iroaaon  to  believe  that  you  rathur  encouraged  my  visits  than 
I  otherwise." 

"  I  never  encouraged  them.    It  is  true  I  permitted  them.    But 

c«  Uien  circurastancoa  have  come  to  my  ears  which  render  J 
lit  imperative  Uiat  you  should  drop  all  cotiuuuuication  wIUi  tliaj 
I'lnembers  of  my  family,  more  especially,  to  speak  plainly,  with  myfl 
I  daoghter." 
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"At  least,  sir,"  said  Oeorge,  "let  me  know  wbst  diarge  yon 
bring  agaiast  me." 

"  I  make  no  chargoa  of  any  sort,"  replied  the  Vicar.  "  All  I 
say  is,  that  I  wish  the  intcrcouTBe  between  you  and  my  daughter 
to  oeEise  ;  and  I  consider,  sir,  that  when  I  say  that,  it  oagbt  to  be 
fiuflicient.  I  conceive  that  I  hare  tiie  right  to  eay  bo  mnch  without 
qaestion." 

"I  think  yon  are  tuyast,  sir;  I  do,  indeed,"  eaid  George. 

"  I  may  have  been  uqjnst,  and  I  may  have  been  weak,  in  allowing 
on  intimacy  (which  I  do  not  deny,  mind  you)  to  spring  np  between 
my  daughter  and  youTBelf.  But  I  am  not  nnjnat  now,  irtien  I 
require  that  it  should  cease.     I  begin  to  be  jost." 

"  Do  yoQ  forbid  mo  your  house,  sir  ?  " 

"I  forbid  you  my  bouse,  sir.  Most  distinctly.  And  I  wish 
you  good-day." 

There  was  no  more  to  be  said  on  either  side.  Oeorge  stood 
beside  hia  horse,  after  tho  Vicar  had  left  him,  till  he  was  fiurly 
out  of  earshot.     And  then,  with  a  fierce  oath,  he  said, — 

"Yon  puritanical  old  humbug,  I'll  do  you  yet.  You've  heard 
about  NelL  and  her  cursed  brat.  But  the  daughter  ain't  always 
the  same  way  of  thinking  witb  the  father,  old  man." 

Tbe  Vicar  walked  on,  glad  ecoogh  to  have  got  the  interview 
over,  till  he  overlook  the  Doctor,  who  was  walking  slowly  till  ho 
came  up.  He  felt  as  though  the  battle  was  gained  abeady,  though 
he  stilt  rather  dreaded  a  scene  with  Mary. 

"How  have  you  sped,  friend?"  asked  the  Doctor.  "Have 
you  given  the  young  gentleman  his  congSe  /  " 

"  I  have,"  be  replied.  "  Doctor,  now  half  the  work  ia  done,  I 
feci  what  a  culpable  coward  I  have  been  not  to  do  it  before.  I 
have  been  deeply  to  blame.  I  n^ver  shoold  have  allowed  him  to 
come  near  us.  Surety,  the  girl  will  not  be  such  a  fool  as  to 
regret  the  loss  of  such  a  man.  I  shall  tell  ber  all  I  know  about 
him,  and  after  that  I  can  do  no  more.  No  more  ?  I  never  had 
her  confidence.  She  has  always  had  a  life  apart  from  mine.  Th« 
people  in  tho  village,  all  so  f^  below  ua  in  every  way,  have  been 
to  me  acquaintances,  and  otJy  that;  bat  they  have  been  her 
world,  and  she  has  seen  no  other.  She  is  a  kind,  affecUonata 
daughter,  but  she  would  be  as  good  0  daughter  to  any  of  tlie 
farmers  round  as  she  is  to  mo.  She  is  not  a  lady.  That  is  the 
truth.  Qod  help  the  man  who  brings  up  a  daughter  without  a 
wife." 

"  You  do  her  injustice,  my  fritind,"  said  tho  Doctor,  "  I 
understand  what  you  mean,  but  you  do  ber  injustice.  All  thd 
' }  society  ahe  has  ever  seen,  before  Mrs.  Buckley  a 
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■later  04me  bere,  was  of  a  rank  inferior  to  horaelf,  and  site  has 
Uken  her  impreseions  from  that  society  to  a  great  eit^nt.  But 
■tiil  she  is  a  lady  ;  compare  her  to  any  of  the  other  girls  in  the 
liarish,  and  you  will  Bee  the  difference." 

"  Yes,  yea,  that  is  true,"  said  the  Viear.  "  You  must  think 
me  fi  strange  man  to  speslE  so  plainly  about  my  onn  daughter, 
Poctor,  and  to  ;oa,  too,  whom  I  hare  known  ao  short  a  time. 
Snt  one  muet  confide  in  somebody,  and  I  bare  seen  your  dis- 
cretion manifi.>st«d  so  often  that  I  trust  you." 

They  had  arrived  opposite  the  Vicar's  gate,  but  the  Doctor, 
resistijig  all  the  Vicar's  offers  of  hreakfast,  declined  to  go  in. 
Be  walked  homeward  toward  bis  cotfi^e- lodgings,  and  as  he  went 
he  mnsed  to  himself  somewhat  in  tbie  style,— 

"  What  a  good  old  man  that  is.  And  yet  how  wenk.  I  used  to 
aay  to  myself  when  I  first  knew  him,  what  a  pity  that  a  man  with 
such  a  noble  intellect  should  be  buried  in  a  country  village,  ■ 
pastor  to  a  lot  of  ignorant  hindB.  And  yet  he  is  fit  for  nothing 
else,  with  all  bis  intelligence,  and  all  bis  learning.  He  baa  no  go 
in  him, — no  back  to  his  head.  Contrast  him  with  Buckley,  and 
BM  the  dJfiereuce.  Now  Buckley,  without  being  a  particularly 
clever  man,  sees  the  right  thing,  and  goes  at  it  through  fire  and 
water.  Bnt  our  old  Vicar  sees  the  right,  and  leaves  it  to  tak« 
care  of  itself.  He  can't  manage  bis  own  family  even.  That  girl 
■a  a  fine  girl,  a  very  fino  girl.  A  good  deal  of  character  about 
her.  Bnt  her  aniinkl  passions  are  so  etrong  that  she  would  be  a 
Tartar  for  any  one  tu  manage.  She  nill  be  too  much  fur  the 
Tiear.  She  will  marry  that  man  in  the  end.  And  if  he  don't 
VAi  her  properly,  she'll  hate  him  as  much  as  she  loves  him  now. 
She  is  more  like  an  Italian  than  an  Eughsh  girl.  Hi  I  there's  a 
noblo  Ehamnea  I " 

The  Vicar  went  into  his  house,  and  found  no  one  up  hut  the 
maids,  who  were  keeping  that  eatomalia  among  the  household 
gods,  which,  I  am  given  to  understand,  goes  on  in  every  well- 
regnlated  household  before  the  lords  of  the  creation  rise  trota 
their  downy  beds.  I  have  never  seen  this  process  myself,  but  I 
tm  informed,  by  the  friend  of  my  heart,  who  looked  on  it  once 
lor  fira  minutes,  and  then  fled,  horror  struck,  that  the  first  act 
eoosiata  in  toming  all  the  furniture  upside  down,  and  beating  it 
with  brooms.  Further  than  litis,  1  have  no  information.  If  any 
Utah)  eye  has  penetrated  these  awfol  secrets  beyond  that,  let  the 
owner  of  that  eye  preserve  a  decent  silence.  There  are  some 
things  that  it  is  better  not  to  know.  Only  let  us  hope,  brother, 
'  yon  and  1  may  always  find  onnelves  in  a  position  to  lie  in  bed 
till  it  ia  all  over.     In  Australia,  it  may  be  worth  while  to  remark. 
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this  onstom,  vith  many  other  rdigiooa  obaeirancaB,  has  &llen 
into  entire  desuetude. 

The  Vicar  was  very  cross  this  morning.  He  had  been  sitting 
np  all  night,  which  was  bad,  and  be  had  been  thinking  these  last 
few  iniiMit«s  that  be  bad  made  a  foot  of  himself,  hy  talking  so 
freely  to  the  Doctor  about  his  private  affairs,  which  was  worse. 
Nothing  irritated  the  Yicor's  temper  more  tlian  the  feeling  of 
having  been  too  free  and  commimicative  with  people  who  did  not 
care  dbont  hira,  a  thing  he  was  very  apt  to  do.  And,  on  Ihig 
occasion,  be  could  not  disguise  {torn  himnelf  tbnt  be  bod  been  led 
into  talking  about  bia  daughter  to  the  Doctor,  in  a  way  which  bo 
characteriaed  in  his  own  mind  aa  being  "  indecent." 

Aa  I  said,  be  was  cross.  And  an3'tbing  in  the  way  of  clearing 
up  or  disturbance  always  irritated  bim,  though  he  generally  con- 
cealed it.  But  there  was  n  point  at  which  bis  vexation  always 
took  the  form  of  a  protest,  mor*  or  leas  violent.  And  that  point 
w&s  determined  by  any  one  meddling  with  his  manascript  sermons. 

So,  on  this  unlacky  morning,  in  apite  of  freab-llt  £res  amokinj^ 
in  bia  face,  and  fenders  in  dark  passages  throwing  bim  headlong 
into  lurking  coalacuttles,  he  kept  bis  temper  like  u  man,  until 
coming  into  his  study,  be  found  his  favourite  discourse  on  the 
sixth  seal  lying  on  the  floor  by  the  window,  bis  lectures  on  tbo 
119th  Psalm  on  the  bearthmg,  and  tbe  maid  fanning  the  £^  with 
hia  chef  d'ltiivre,  the  Waterloo  thanksgiving. 

Then,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  be  lost  bis  temper.  Instead  of  c.-lling 
the  girl  by  her  proper  name,  be  addressed  bcr  as  a  distinguished 
Jewish  lady,  a  near  relation  of  King  Ahab,  and,  snatching  the 
aermon  from  her  band,  told  ber  to  go  and  call  Miss  Mary,  or  he'd 
lay  his  stick  about  her  back. 

The  girl  was  frigbtened — she  hod  never  seen  her  master  in  this 
state  of  mind  before.  Bo  she  ran  out  of  the  room,  and,  having 
fetched  Uary,  ensconced  herself  outside  tbe  door  to  bcnr  what 
was  tbe  matter. 

M&iy  tripped  into  tbe  room  looking  pretty  and  fresh.  "  Why, 
&Uier,"  she  said,  "  you  have  been  up  all  night.  I  have  ordered 
yon  a  cnp  of  cofiee.     How  is  old  Jewel  ?  " 

"  Dead,"  said  the  Vicar.  "  Never  mind  him.  Marj',  I  wont 
to  apeak  to  yon,  seriously,  about  somctbiug  tliat  concerns  the 
happiness  of  your  whole  life." 

"  Father,"  ahe  said,  "  yon  frighten  me.  Let  me  get  yon  your 
coffoe  before  you  begin,  at  all  evoota." 

"  Btay  where  you  are,  I  order  you,"  said  the  father.  "  I  will 
h&vo  no  temporiaing  until  the  matter  grows  cold.  I  will  speak 
now ;  do  yon  hear  ?    Now,  listen." 
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She  voa  subdued,  and  knew  what  was  coming.  Bbe  sai  dawi 
and  waited.  Had  he  looked  in  her  face,  inHlend  of  in  the  fire,  I 
would  have  eeen  an  eipresBiou  there  whiuU  be  would  little  li 
liked — a  smile  of  obEtinacy  and  Belf-niU. 

"I  am  not  gobg  to  minc«  matterE,  and  beat  about  the  huah, 
Mary,"  ha  began.     "  What   I   eay  I   mean,  and  will    hare   it 
attended  to.    You  are  very  intimate  with  young  Hawker,  and  that  J 
intimacy  is  very  displeasing  to  me." 

"  WeU  ?"  she  said. 

"  WeU,"  he  answered.  "  I  say  it  is  not  well.  I  will  not  haT9  1 
him  here." 

"  You  arc  rather  late,  father,"  ehe  said.  "  He  baa  had  the 
ran  of  tbie  bouse  these  six  months.  Yon  shoald  have  spoken 
before."  . 

"  I  speak  now,  mise,"  said  the  Vicar,  succeeding  in  working-J 
himself  into  a  passion,  "  and  that  is  enough.  I  forbid  him  tba  I 
bouse,  nowl " 

"  YoQ  had  bettor  tell  him  so,  father.    I  won't." 

"I  daresay  you  won't,"  said  the  V^icar.  "But  I  have  toldl 
him  so  already  this  morning." 

"  YoQ  have  !  "  she  cried.     "  Father,  you  had  no  right  to  do "] 
that.    YoQ  eocooraged  him  here.     And  now  my  Ioyo  is  given, 
you  turn  round  and  try  to  break  my  heart." 

"  I  never  encouraged  him.     You  all  throw  that  in  my  face. 
Yon  hare  no  natm^  affection,  girl.     I  always  hated  the   man.    . 
And  now  I  have  heard  things  about  him  sufficient  to  bar  him  from  J 
any  boneet  man's  house." 

"  Uiyust !  "  she  smd.     *'  I  will  never  beliere  it." 

"  I  daresay  you  won't,"  said  the  Vicar.  "  Because  you  don't 
want  lo.  Yon  are  determined  to  make  my  life  miserable.  There 
was  Jim  Slockhridge.  Such  a  noble,  handsome,  gentlemanly 
young  fellow,  and  nothing  would  please  you  but  to  drive  him  wild, 
till  he  left  tlie  country.  Now,  go  away,  and  mind  what  I  hava  J 
said.     YoD  mean  to  break  my  heart,  I  see." 

She  turned  as  she  was  going  out.     "Father,"  she  said,  ' 
James  Stockbridge  gone  ?  " 

"  Yes :  gone.  Biuled  a  fortnight  ago.  And  all  your  doing. 
Poor  bc^,  I  wonder  where  be  is  now." 

Where  is  he  now  ?  Under  the  c^Ss  of  Madeira.  Standing  on 
the  deck  of  a  brave  ship,  beneath  a  rustling  cloud  of  canvas, 
watching  awe-stmck  that  noble  island,  like  an  aehai  temple,  brown 
Is  the  lights,  blue  in  the  shadows,  floatmg  between  a  sapphire  sea 
and  an  azure  sky.  Far  aloft  in  the  air  is  Kuivo,  five  thousand 
feet  overhead,  father  of  the  great  ridges  and  sierras  that  run  down 
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jagged  and  abmpt,  tit]  they  en<3  in  wild  sorf-woahed  promontories. 
He  is  watching  a  mighty  glen  tliat  pierces  the  mountain,  dark  with 
misty  shadows.  He  is  watching  the  waterfalls  that  stream  &om 
among  the  Tineyards  into  the  sea  below,  and  one  long  white 
monastery,  perched  np  among  the  crags  above  the  highway  of  tie 

Borne  npon  the  full  north  wind,  the  manhood  and  intelligence 
of  Europe  goes  past,  day  by  day,  in  white-winged  ships.  And 
above  all,  miheeding,  contnry  aft«r  century,  the  old  monks  have 
v^etated  there,  saying  their  masses,  and  ringing  their  ohq)«l 
b^,  high  on  the  windy  cliC 
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WHEN  THE   KYS   GAME   H&XE. 

And  when  Mary  had  left  the  room,  the  Vicar  sat  mnsiiig  before 
the  fire  in  his  study.  "  Well,"  said  he  to  himself,  "  she  took  it 
quieter  than  I  thought  she  would.  Now,  I  can't  blame  myaelll  I 
Uiink  I  have  Ehown  her  that  I  am  determined,  and  Bbe  seems 
inolinod  to  be  dutiful.  Poor  dear  girl,  I  am  sorry  for  her.  There 
is  no  donbt  she  lias  taken  a  fancy  to  this  handsome  young  scamp. 
Bat  she  mnst  get  over  it.  It  can't  be  so  very  serious  as  yet.  Al 
all  events  1  have  done  my  duty,  though  I  can't  help  saying  that  I 
wish  I  had  spoken  before  thinga  went  so  far." 

The  maid  looked  in  timidly,  and  told  him  that  breakfast  was 
ready.  He  went  into  the  front  parlour,  and  there  he  found  his 
sister  making  tea.  She  looked  rather  disturbed,  and,  as  the  Vicar 
kissed  her,  he  asked  her  "  where  was  Mary  ?  " 

"  She  is  not  well,  brother,"  she  answered.  "  She  ia  going  to 
stay  np-statrs ;  t  fear  something  has  gone  wrong  with  her." 

"  8he  and  I  bad  some  worda  this  morning,"  answered  be,  "  and 
that  happens  so  seldom,  that  sbe  is  a  httle  npset,  that  is  alL" 

"  I  hope  there  is  nothing  serioiis,  brother,"  said  Miss  Thornton. 

"No;  I  have  only  been  telling  her  that  she  must  give  up 
receiving  George  Hawker  here.  And  she  seems  to  have  taken  a 
sort  of  fancy  to  his  society,  which  might  have  grown  to  something 
more  serioas.     So  I  am  glad  I  spoke  in  time." 

"  Ky  dear  brother,  do  you  think  yon  have  epokon  in  time  ?  I 
have  always  imaged  that  yon  had  determined,  for  some  reason 
iriiieb  I  vu  not  muter  of,  that  she  ahonld  look  on  Mr.  ] 
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u  her  fiihiTe  Losband.     I  am  afraid  yon  will  hATe  trouble,    llaiy  I 
is  self-willed."  I 

^ary  was  very  Belf-wiUod.     6be  refased  to  come  downgtaire  &U  1 
day,  and,  when  bo  wae  eitting  down  to  dimier,  be  sent  up  for  her. 
She  sent  him  for  an  answer,  that  she  did  not  want  any  dinner,  and  I 
that  she  was  going  to  stay  where  ehe  was. 

The  Vicar  ate  his  dinner  notwithstanding.  He  was  vexed,  bat, 
on  the  whole,  felt  satisfied  with  hiniEelf.  This  Gort  of  thing,  b« 
said  to  himself,  waa  to  be  expected.  She  would  get  orer  it  in 
time.  He  hoped  that  the  poor  girl  would  not  neglect  her  meals, 
and  get  thin.  He  might  have  made  himself  comfortable  if  he  had 
Been  her  at  the  cold  chicken  in  the  back  kitchen. 

She  ooold  not  quite  make  the  matter  oat.  She  rather  fancied 
tiiat  her  father  and  Hawker  had  bad  some  qaarrel,  the  effects  of 
which  would  wear  off,  and  that  all  woold  come  back  to  il«  old 
conrae.  She  thought  it  strange  too  that  her  father  should  be  so 
different  from  his  ububJ  self,  and  this  made  her  uneasy.  One 
thing  she  wag  determined  on,  not  t«)  give  up  her  lover,  come  what 
would.  So  far  in  life  she  bad  always  had  her  own  way,  and  she 
would  have  it  now.  All  things  considered,  she  tbongbt  that  snlks 
would  be  her  game.  Bo  sulks  it  was.  To  be  carried  on  until  tbe 
Vioar  relented. 

8b«  sat  Qp  in  her  room  till  it  was  evening.  Twice  during  tbe 
day  her  annt  bad  come  up,  and  the  first  time  she  had  got  rid  of 
bar  under  pretence  of  headache,  bnt  the  second  time  she  was 
(brood  in  decency  to  admit  her,  and  listen  eiitlrely  unedified  to  a 
lODg  diaconrse,  proving,  beyond  power  of  contradiction,  that  it 
ma  tha  duty  of  erety  young  Englishwoman  to  be  guided  entirely 
by  iuar  parents  in  the  choice  of  a  partner  for  life.  Aiid  bow  that 
Xmij  Kate,  as  a  fearful  judgment  on  her  for  martying  a  captain  of 
artilleij  against  the  wishes  of  her  noble  relatives,  was  now 
seating  her  crimes  on  JOO^  a-year,  and  when  she  might  have 
married  a  dnke. 

Lady  Kate  was  Miss  Thornton's  "  awful  example,"  her  "nangbty 
gill"  Bh«  served  to  point  many  a  moral  of  tbe  old  lady's.  But 
udy  Faoiiy,  bar  eister,  was  always  represented  as  tbe  pattern  of 
■n  Ohristian  virtues — who  bad  oronned  the  hopes  of  her  family 
and  well-wiahers  by  marrying  a  gou^  marquis  of  sixty-three,  with 
fifty  thousand  a-year.  On  this  occftsion,  Mary  struck  the  old  lady 
dnmb— "  knocked  her  cold,"  our  American  cousins  wonld  say — 
by  announung  that  eha  considered  Lady  Fanny  to  be  a  fool,  hut 
that  Lady  Kate  seemed  to  be  a  girl  of  some  spirit.  So  Miss 
nunton  left  her  to  her  own  evil  tlioughts,  and,  as  evening  began 
to  bH,  Uary  put  on  her  bonnet,  and  vent  out  for  a  walk. 
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Out  by  the  hack,  door,  and  round  through  the  shrubbery,  so  ttut 
Bhe  gained  tho  front  g&te  onperceived  &om  the  windows ;  bnt  ere 
she  reached  it  she  heard  the  latch  go,  and  found  herself  face  to 
taee  with  a  man. 

He  was  an  immensely  tall  man,  six  foot  at  least.  His  long 
heavy  limbs  loosely  hung  together,  and  his  immense  broad 
shoulders  slightly  rounded.  In  features  he  iraa  hardly  handsome, 
but  a  kindly  pleasant  looking  face  made  ample  atonement  for  want 
of  beauty.  He  was  dressed  in  knee  breeches,  and  a  great  bine 
uoat,  with  brass  buttons,  too  large  even  for  bim,  was  lopped  by  a 
broad-brimmed  beaver  hat,  with  far  on  it  half  an  inch  long.  In 
age,  this  man  was  about  five -and -twenty,  and  well  known  he  was 
to  all  the  young  fellows  round  there  for  skill  in  all  sporting 
matters,  as  well  as  for  hia  kind-heartedness  and  generosity. 

When  he  saw  Mary  pop  oot  of  the  little  side  walk  right  upon 
him,  he  leaned  hack  against  the  gate  and  burst  out  laughing.  No, 
hardly  "burst  out."  His  laughter  seemed  to  begin  internally 
and  silently,  till,  after  one  or  two  rounds,  it  shook  tbe  vast  fabric 
of  bis  chest  beyond  endurance,  and  broke  out  into  so  loud  and 
joyous  a  peal  that  the  blackbird  fled,  screeching  indignantly,  from 
tho  ivy. tree  behind  him. 

"  What !  Thomas  Troubridge,"  said  Mary,  "  My  dear  cousin, 
bow  are  yon  ?  Now,  don't  stand  laughiug  there  like  a  great  gaby, 
bat  come  and  shake  hands.  What  on  earth  do  you  see  to  laugh 
at  b  me  ?  '■ 

"  Nothing,  my  cousin  Poll,  nothing,"  he  replied.  "  Vou  know 
that  is  my  way  of  eiprossing  approip-al.  And  yon  look  so  pretty 
standing  there  in  the  shade,  that  I  would  break  any  man's  neck 
who  didn't  applaud.  Shake  hands,  says  you,  I'll  shake  hands 
with  aTengeaoce."  So  saying,  he  caogbt  her  in  his  aims,  and 
covered  her  with  kisses. 

"Von  audacious,"  she  exclaimed,  when  she  writhed  herself  free. 
"  I'll  never  come  within  arm's-length  of  you  again.  How  dure 
you?" 

"  Only  cousinly  affection,  I  assure  you,  PoU.  Rather  more 
violent  than   usiul    at  finiling  myself  back  i     "  "  ' 

entirely  cousinly." 

"  Where  have  you  been,  then,  Tom  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Why,  to  London,  to  bo  sure.     Give  ua  ano " 

"You  keep  off,  sir.  or  you'll  catch  it.    What  took  yon  the* 

"  Went  to  see  Stockbndge  and  Hamlyn  off." 

"  Then,  tliey  are  gone  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Gone,  sure  enough.     I  wag  Hm  lut  friend  Uiey'll  i 
many  a  long  year." 


} 
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"  How  did  Stockbridge  look  ?  -waa  he  pretty  brave  ?  " 

"  Pretty  well.  Braver  tban  1  v&s.  Atary,  my  giil,  wby  didnlV 
ye  many  him  ?  " 

"What — you  are  at  me  with  Uae  rest,  are  yon?"  alte  anewerad. 
"Wby,  becauee  he  was  a  gaby,  and  you're  uiotber^  and  I  wouldn't 
marry  eitlier  of  yon  to  Have  your  lives — now  then  !  " 

"  Do  yon  niean  to  eay  you  would  not  bare  inc,  if  I  asked  you  ? 
Pooh  I  poob  1  I  know  better  tlian  that,  you  knew."  And  again 
the  sbmbbery  rang  with  his  laughter. 

"Now,  go  in,  Tom,  and  let  ma  get  out,"  said  Mary.  "  I  say, 
Toin,  dear,  don't  Bay  yon  saw  me.  I  am  going  oat  for  a  turn,  and 
I  don't  want  them  to  know  it." 

Tom  twisted  up  bis  great  face  into  a  mixture  of  mystery,  aduura- 
tioQ,  wonder,  and  acquiescence,  and,  having  opened  the  gate  for 
her,  went  in. 

But  Mary  walked  qmckly  down  a  deep  narrow  lone,  overarched 
with  oak,  and  melodious  with  tho  full  rich  notes  of  the  tbntsli,  till 
abe  saw  down  the  long  vista,  growing  now  momentarily  darker,  the 
gleaming  of  a  ford  where  the  road  crossed  a  brook. 

Not  the  brook  where  the  Vicar  and  the  Major  went  fishing. 
Quite  a  different  sort  of  stream,  although  they  were  scaruely  half 
a  mile  apart,  and  joined  just  below.  Here  all  the  soil  was  yellow 
clay,  and,  being  leas  fertile,  was  Ikr  more  densely  wooded  than  any 
of  the  red  country.  The  hilLs  were  veiysbrapt,  and  the  Gelds  but 
sparely  scattered  among  the  forest  land.  The  stream  itself,  whera 
it  crossed  the  road,  flowed  murmuring  over  a  bed  of  loose  blue 
alstfl  pebbles,  but  both  above  and  below  this  place  forced  its  way, 
almost  invisible,  through  a  dens«  oak  wood,  deeply  tangled  with 
undergrowth. 

A  etone  foot-bridge  spanned  the  stream,  and  having  reached  tl 
it  seemed  as  if  she  he!d  come  to  her  journey's  end.  For  lea 
on  the  rail  site  began  looking  into  the  water  below,  though  ata: 
and  looking  round  at  every  sound. 

She  was  waiting  for  some  one.  A  pleasant  place  this  to  wait  in. 
Bo  dark,  so  hemmed  in  with  tr&es,  and  the  road  so  little  used ; 
spring  was  early  here,  and  the  boughs  wtTe  getting  quite  dense 
already.  Haw  pleasant  to  see  the  broad  red  moon  go  np  behind 
tbo  Eeathery  branches,  and  listen  to  the  evensong  of  the  IhruBfa, 
just  departing  to  rooat,  and  leaving  the  field  clear  for  the  woodlark 
all  mght.  There  were  a  few  Bounds  from  the  village,  a  lowing 
of  cows,  and  the  noise  of  tha  boys  at  play ;  hut  they  were  m> 
tempered  down  by  the  distance,  that  they  only  added  to  the  eveulng 
kainiony. 

Tbere  ta  aootber  gound  now.     Horses'  feet  approaching  r>pid^_ 
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trom  tlie  side  opposite  to  that  by  which  sho  baa  come;  and  soon 
ft  horseman  cornea  in  sight,  conuug  quickly  down  the  hill.  When 
he  sees  her  he  hreaks  into  a  gallopi  and  only  pulls  ap  when  be  is 
at  the  side  of  the  brook  below  her. 

This  is  the  man  she  whs  expecting— Qeorge  Hawker.  Ah, 
Vicar  I  how  useless  is  yoor  authority  when  lovers  have  sncb  intel- 
ligence as  this.  It  were  better  they  should  meet  in  yoar  parlour, 
under  your  own  eye,  than  here,  in  the  budding  sprtng-time,  m  this 
quiet  spot  under  the  darkening  oaks. 

Hawker  spoke  first.  "  I  guessed,"  bo  said,  "  that  it  was  just 
possible  you  might  come  out  to-night.  Come  down  off  the  bridge, 
my  love,  and  lot  us  talk  together  while  I  hang  np  the  borse." 

80  as  ho  tied  the  horse  to  a  gate,  she  came  down  off  the  bridge. 
He  took  her  in  his  arms  and  kissed  her.  "  Now,  my  Poll,"  said 
be,  "  I  know  what  you  are  going  to  begin  talking  about." 

"I  daresay  yon  do,  George,"  she  answered.  "Yon  and  my 
father  have  qnorrelled." 

"The  quarrel  has  been  all  on  one  side,  my  bve/'  he  said; 
"  be  bas  got  some  nonsense  into  his  bead,  and  be  told  me  when  I 
met  him  this  morning,  that  he  would  never  see  me  in  his  bonse 
again." 

"What  has  be  beard,  George?  it  mnst  be  something  very 
shocking  to  change  him  Uke  that.     Do  yon  know  what  it  is  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  I  do,"  he  said ;  "  bnt  he  has  no  right  to  visit  my 
father's  sins  on  me.  He  hates  me,  and  be  always  did  ;  and  he  has 
been  racking  his  brains  to  find  out  something  against  me.  That 
rascally  German  doctor  bas  found  him  an  excuse,  and  so  he  throws 
in  ray  teeth,  aa  fresh  discovered,  what  he  must  have  known  years 
ago." 

"I  don't  tbink  that,  George.  I  don't  think  he  wonld  be  so 
deceitful," 

"  Not  natoraliy  he  wouldn't,  I  know ;  but  he  is  under  the  thumb 
of  that  doctor ;  and  you  know  bow  he  hat«s  me — If  yon  don't  I 
do." 

"  I  don't  know  why  Dr.  Mitlhaus  should  hate  you,  George." 

"  I  do,  though  ;  diat  sleeky  dog  Stoekbridge,  who  is  auch  a 
favourite  with  him,  has  poisoned  his  mind,  and  all  becanse  he 
wanted  yon  and  yonr  money,  and  becattse  you  took  np  with  me 
instead  of  bim." 

"  WeU  now,"  said  Mary  ;  "  don't  go  on  about  him — be  is  gone, 
at  oU  events ;  but  you  must  tell  me  what  this  is  that  my  nther 
bos  got  against  you." 

"  I  don't  like  to.     I  tell  you  it  is  ogainst  my  father,  not  me," 

"  WeU  I "  she  answered ;  "  if  it  was  any  one  bnt  me,  perhtpt 
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yon  ought  not  to  IcU  it ;  but  yon  ought  to  have  no  secrets  from' l 
roe,  George — I  have  kept  Done  from  you." 

"  Well,  my  darling,  I  will  tell  yoa  thea ;  yon  know  Madge,  a,VM 
OUT  place  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  I  have  Been  her." 

"  Well,  it's  about  her.     She  and  my  father  live  together  Iilo. 
man  and  wife,  though  they  ain't  married ;  and  the  Vicar  murtl 
have  knon-n  that  these  years,  and  yet  now  he  makes  it  an  cxcuaa'l 
for  getting  rid  of  me." 

'■  I  always  thought  she  was  a  l-nd  woman,"  said  Mary ;  "  buK 
you  are  wrong  abont  my  father.  Ho  nerer  knew  it  till  now  I  nuT 
certain  ;  and  of  conrae,  you  know,  he  natmaUy  won't  have  mo  go  I 
aud  live  in  the  house  with  a  had  woman."  *i 

"Does  he  tltink  then,  or  do  yoa  think,"  replied  George,  witb4 
I  Tiftooua  indignation,  "that  I  would  have  thought  of  taking  yoafl 
I  there  ?     No,  I'd  sooner  have  taken  you  to  America  !  " 

"  Well,  BO  I  believe,  George." 

"  This  won't  make  any  difference  in  yon,  Mary  ?  No,  I 
needn't  ask  it,  yon  wouldn't  have  come  here  to  meet  me  to-night 
a  that  bad  been  the  case." 

"  It  onght  to  make  a  difference,  George,"  she  replied  ;  "  I  am 
atnii  1  oughtn't  to  come  out  here  and  see  yon,  when  my  father 
don't  approTe  of  it." 

"  Bot  yon  will  come,  my  little  ilarlicg,  for  all  that ;  "  he  said. 
"  Not  here  though — -the  devil  only  knows  who  may  be  loitering 
rouiid  here.  Half  a  dozen  pair  of  lovers  a  night  perhaps — no, 
meet  mo  up  in  the  crofl  of  a  night.  I  am  oflen  in  at  Gosford's  of 
u  ereoing,  and  I  can  see  your  -window  from  there,  yon  pnt  a 
candle  in  the  right-band  comer  when  yoa  want  to  see  me,  and  I'll 
be  down  in  a  very  few  minutes.  I  shall  come  evoiy  evening  and 
mitch," 

"Indeed,"   she  said,  "I  won't  do  anything  of  the  sort;  at 
least,  unless  I  have  something  very  particular  to  say.     Then, 
I  indeed,  I  might  do  such  a  thing.     Now  I  must  go  home  or  they 
I  will  bo  missing  me." 

"Stay  a  minute,  Mary,"  aaid   he;   "yon  just  listen  to  me. 

Hiey  wUI,  some  of  them,  ho  trying  to  take  my  character  away. 

'Von  won't  throw  me  off  without  hearing  my  defence,  dear  Mary,  I 

know  yoa  won't.     Let  mo  hear  what  lies  they  tell  of  me,  and 

I   don't  yon  condemn  mo  unheard  because  1  come  from  a  bad  house. 

I  Tdl  me  that  you'll  give  me  a  chance  of  cltaring  luysflf  with  you, 

I  my  girl,  and  I'll  go  homo  m  peace  and  wait." 

I      What  girl  could  resist  the  man  she  loved  so  truly,  when  bft 

pUadc4  BO  well  ?    With  his  arm  abont  ber  waist,  and  his  hand*  J 
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eome  fkce  bent  over  har,  lit  up  witli  what  sbo  took  to  be  loTd. 
Not  she,  at  bJI  eviints.  She  drew  the  bftndsome  face  down  towarda 
her,  and  as  slie  Uiaaed  him  lervently,  said  : 

"  I  will  cever  believe  what  they  say  of  you,  love.  I  should  din 
if  1  lost  joa.  I  will  atay  by  yon  through  evil  report  and  good 
report.     iiVhat  h  oil  the  world  to  me  without  jou  9  " 

And  she  fult  what  ahe  eaid,  aud  meant  it.  Wbat  Utougb  the 
words  in  which  she  apoke  wer^s  borrowed  from  the  trashy  aovela 
ebe  was  always  reading — theiy  were  true  enough  for  all  that. 
Georgo  saw  that  they  were  tme,  and  saw  also  that  now  waa  the 
lima  to  speak  about  what  he  bjid  been  pondering  over  all  day. 

"And  suppose,  my  own  love,"  he  aaid  ;  "that  your  btber 
abould  stay  in  hia  present  miud,  and  not  come  round  !  " 

"  Well  I  "  ahe  aaid. 

"What  are  we  to  do?"  he  asked;  "are  we  to  be  always 
content  with  meeting  bere  and  there,  when  we  dare  ?  Is  there 
nothing  farther  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  alie  said  in  a  whisper.     "  Wbat 
we  do?" 

"  Can't  you  answer  Uiat  ?  "  he  said  softly.     "  Try." 

"  No,  1  can't  answer.     You.  tell  me  what." 

"  Fly  !  "  he  said  in  her  ear.     "  Fly,  and  get  married, 
wbat  I  mean." 

"  Oh  I  that's  what  you  mean,"  she  replied.  "  Oh,  OoOTge,  I 
should  not  bare  courage  for  that." 

"  I  think  yon  will,  my  darliag,  when  the  time  comes.  Go  home 
and  think  about  it." 

He  kissed  her  once  more,  and  then  she  ran  away  homeward 
tbrongb  the  dark.  But  she  did  not  run  far  before  she  began  to 
walk  alower  and  think, 

"  Fly  with  bim,"  ahe  thought.  "  Ron  away  and  get  married. 
What  a  delightfully  wild  idea.  Not  to  be  entertained  for  a 
moment,  of  courso,  but  still  what  a  pleasant  notion.  She  meant 
to  marry  George  m  the  end ;  why  not  that  way  as  well  as  any 
other?  Bhe  tboagbt  about  it  agun  and  again,  and  the  idea 
grew  more  familiar.  At  all  events,  if  her  father  ehoold  continue 
obatiaflte,  here  was  a  way  out  of  the  difficulty.  He  would  be 
angry  at  first,  but  when  ho  found  he  could  not  help  himself  he 
would  come  round,  and  then  they  would  all  be  happy.  She  wonld 
shut  her  ears  to  anything  they  said  against  George.  She  oonld 
not  believe  it.  She  would  cot.  He  should  be  ber  hnsbaod, 
come  wbat  might.  She  would  dissemble,  and  keep  ber  father's 
sngpicions  quiet.  More,  she  would  speak  lightly  of  Oeorge,  and 
auke  tbem  believe  she  did  oot  care  for  bim.    Bat  moit 
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Bbe  would  wonn  from  her  fother  everything  she  could  about 
Her  curiosity  w&s  aroused,  ttad  she  fancied,  perhapa,  O-ecrgo  bl 
not  told  her  all  the  truth.     Perliaps  he  might  he  enlnngled 
Bome  other  woman.     She  would  find  it  all  out  if  she  could." 

So  confuaedly  thinkiiig  6bo  reached  home,  and  approaching  the 
door,  heard  the  noise  o£  maay  voices  in  the  parlour.  There  waa 
evidently  company,  and  in  her  present  eicited  Btato  nothing  would 
suit  her  better ;  bo  sliding  op  to  her  room,  and  changing  her  drees 
R  litUe,  she  came  down  and  entered  the  parlour. 

"Behold,"  cried  the  Doctor,  &s  she  entered  the  room,  "the 
eTening-star  has  arisen  at  last.  My  dear  young  lady,  we  hare 
heen  loudly  lamenting  year  absence  and  hdispositioD." 

"  I   have  been  listening  to  your  lamentations,  Doctor," 
replied.    "  They  were  certainly  load,  and  from  the  frequent  bursta 
of  lansbter,  1  judged  they  were  getting  hysterical,  bo  I  cams, 

niere  waa  quite  a  party  asBembled.  The  Vicar  and  M^( 
Bnekley  were  talking  earnestly  logether.  Tronbridge  aaU  the 
Doctor  were  side  by  side,  while  r.cit  the  fire  was  Mrs.  Buckley, 
with  young  8am  asleep  on  her  lap  and  Miss  Thornton  sitting 
qnietly  beside  her. 

Haring  saluted  them  all,  Maiy  sat  down  by  Mrs.  Buckley,  and 
began  taUdng  to  her.  Then  the  conversation  flowed  bock  into 
the  channel  it  had  been  following  before  her  arrival. 

"1  mean  to  say.  Vicar,"  said  the  Miy'or,  "that  it  would  be 

I   better  to  throw  the  four  paeks  into  two.     Then  you  would  have 

less  sqaabbling  nnd  bickering  abont  the  different  boundaries,  and 

yon  would  kill  the  aarae  number  of  hares  with  half  the  dogs." 

"  And  you  wonid  throw  a  dozen  men  ont  of  work,  sir,"  replied 

j  the  Vicar,  "  in  this  parish  and  th«  next,  and  that  is  to  be  con- 

I  Kidored ;  and  about  half  the  quantity  of  meat  and  horseflesh  would 

>  be  consumed,  which  is  another  consideration.    I  tell  you  I  belieTs 

UiingB  are  better  as  they  are." 

"I  bear  they   got  a  large  stem-cabin;  did  they,  Mr  Trou- 

I  bridge  ?"  said  the  Doctor.     "  I  hope  they'll  be  comfortable.    They 

F  ahodd  have  got  more  amidships  if  they  could.    They  will  be  sick 

the  longer  in  their  position." 

"Poor  boys  I"  said  Tronbridge;  "they'll  be  more  heart- sick/ 
than  stomach-sick,  I  expect.  They'd  holf-repeDtod  before  they- 
Bftilcd." 

Slary  sat  down  by  Mrs.  Buckley,  and  had  half  an  hour 'a  agree- 
able  conrersation  with  her,  till  thej  all  rose  to  go.  Mrs.  Bocklej 
«U  Borprised  at  her  sprightliness  and  good  spirits,  for  she  had 
d  to  find  her  in  tears.     The  Doctor  had  met  the  Mt\jor  * 
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the  mornmg,  Bnd  toM  him  what  bajl  passed  the  night  Woro,^ 
Mrs.  Backle;  hod  come  in  to  cbear  Mat;  up  for  the  loss  of  * 
lover,  and  to  her  enrpriae  found  her  rallier  more  merry 
uanal.  This  made  the  good  lady  Bospect  at  once  that  iiixy 
not  treat  the  matter  very  Beriously,  or  else  waa  det«nnined  to  t 
her  father,  which,  as  Mrs.  Buckley  reflected,  she  was  perfe 
able  to  do,  being  rich  in  her  own  right,  and  of  age.  So  when 
was  patting  on  her  shawl  to  go  home,  she  kisB^  Maty,  and 
kindly, — 

"  My  lore,  I  hope  you  will  always  hononr  and  obey  your  bi 
and  I  am  Bore  you  will  alwaj-s,  nnder  all  circomstancee,  res 
that  I  am  your  tmo  friend.     Good  night." 

And  having  hidden  her  good  night,  Mary  went  In.     The 
was  gone  with  the  Major,  but  Tom  Troubridge  sat  still  before 
fire,  and  as  ehe  came  in  was  jost  finishing  o£F  one  of  hia  thnndc 
fits  of  langhter  at  something  that  the  Vicar  hod  said. 

"My  lore,"  said  the  Vicar,  "I  am  bo  sorry  yon  have  been 
poorly,  tJiough  jou  look  better  to-night.  Ifonr  dear  aunt  has 
been  to  Tom's  room,  bo  there  is  nothing  to  do,  bat  to  sit  down 
and  talk  to  us." 

"Why,  cousin  Tom,"  she  said,  langhing,  "I  had  qait«  forgot 
yon ;  at  least,  quite  forgot  you  were  going  to  slay  here.  Why, 
what  a  time  it  is  sinoe  I  saw  yea."  ' 

"Isn't  it?"  he  repliud ;  "  eucb  a  very  long  time.     If  I 
merabor  right,  we  met  laet  ont  at  the  gale.    Let's 
long  waa  that  ago?  " 

"  You  ought  to  remember,"  she  replied  ;  "  you're  big  enoogb. 
Well,  good  night.    I'm  going  to  bed." 

Bhe  went  to  her  room,  but  not  to  bed.  She  sat  in  the  window, 
looking  at  tbe  stars,  pale  in  the  £iil  moonlight,  wondering.  Won- 
dering what  George  waa  doing.  Wondering  whether  she  would 
listen  to  bis  audacious  proposal.  And  wondering,  lastly,  what  on 
earth  her  father  wonld  say  if  she  did. 


jrgot 
iVhy,  I 

laeb.         ■ 


CHAPTER  X. 

m   WHICH   WE   BEE   A   OOOD    DEAL  OF  UlSOSEEF   B&EWINO. 

A  MONTH  went  on,  and  May  was  well  advanced.  The  lanes  1 
grown  dark  and  shadowy  with  their  summer  bravery ;  the  boi 
wera  a  rich  mass  of  vorduro  once  more,  staired  with  wild-rose  ■ 
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eglantine  ;  and  on  tha  lesser  woodland  etroun,  the  king  feni  was 
again  concealing  the  channel  with  brilliant  golden  fronds  ;  while 
brown  bare  thorn -thickets,  tlirongh  which  the  wind  bad  wbisUed 
BitTagely  all  winter,  were  now  changed  into  pleasant  bowers,  where 
birds  might  build  and  sing. 

A  busy  ntontli  tliia  had  been  for  the  Miy'or.  Fiflhing  every  day, 
and  pretty  near  all  day,  determined,  as  he  said,  to  m^e  the  most 
of  it,  for  fear  it  should  be  his  laat  year.  There  was  a  beaten  path 
worn  through  the  growing  grass  all  do^Ti  the  side  of  the  stream  by 
bis  sole  exertions ;  and  now  the  May-Hy  was  coming,  and  there 
wonld  he  no  more  fishing  m  another  week,  bo  he  worked  harder 
than  ever.  Hrs,  Buckley  nscd  to  bring  down  her  son  and  heir, 
and  sit  oniler  an  oak  by  the  river-side,  sewmg.  Pleasant,  long 
days  tbey  were  when  dinner  would  he  hrooght  down  to  the  old 
tree,  and  she  would  spend  the  day  there,  among  the  long  meadoW' 
grass,  purple  and  yellow  with  flowers,  bending  under  the  soil  west 
wind.  Pleasant  to  hear  the  corocr^e  by  the  hedge-side,  or  the 
moorhen  in  the  water.  Bnt  pleasantcat  of  all  was  tbe  time  when 
ber  bnshand,  tired  of  fishing,  wonld  come  and  sit  beside  her,  and 
the  boy,  throwing  his  lately-petted  fiowers  to  the  wind,  would  run 
crowing  to  the  spotted  beauties  which  his  father  had  laid  out  for 
him  on  the  grass. 

The  Vicar  waa  busy  in  his  garden,  and  the  Doctor  was  often 
helping  him,  although  the  most  of  his  time  was  spent  in  natural 
history,  to  which  be  seemed  entirely  devoted.  One  evening  they 
had  been  employed  rather  later  than  usnal,  and  the  Doctor  wsa 
just  gone,  when  the  Vicar  turned  round  and  saw  that  bis  sister 
was  come  out,  witi  her  basket  and  scissors,  to  gather  a  freah 
boaqnet  for  the  drawing-room. 

So  be  went  to  join  her,  and  as  he  approached  her  he  admired 
her  with  an  affectionate  admiration.  Buch  a  neat,  trim  figure, 
with  the  enow-nhite  handkerchief  over  ber  head,  and  ber  white 
garden  gloves ;  what  a  contrast  to  Mary,  he  thought ;  "Both 
good  of  their  sort,  though,"  be  added. 

'*  Qood  erening,  brother,"  began  Miss  Thornton.  "  Waa  not 
that  Dr.  Mulhaus  went  from  you  just  now  1 '' 

"  Yes,  my  dear." 

"  Yon  had  letters  of  introduction  to  Dr.  Mnlhaus,  when  he  came 
to  reeide  in  this  village  ?  "  asked  Miss  Thornton. 

"  Yee ;  Lord  C ,  whom  I  knew  at  Oxford,  recommended  ma 

"  His  real  name,  I  daresay,  ia  aot  IdalbauB.  Do  yon  know  what 
his  real  name  is,  brother  ?  " 

How  very  awkward  plain  plntnp  questions  of  this  kind  a 
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The  Tiear  would  have  liked  fa)  answer  "No,"  bot  he  conld  i 


tell  a  lie.     He 


I 


s  also  a  very  bad  hand  at  preTaiicatiiig ; 
a  stnminer,  he  Baid  "  Yes  I  " 

"  So  do  1 1"  said  SCbs  Thomton. 

"  Good  Lord,  my  dear,  how  did  you  find  it  oat  ?  " 

"  I  recognised  him  the  first  isBtant  I  aaw  bim,  and  was  struck 
dnmh.  I  was  very  discreet,  and  have  never  said  a  word  even  to 
you  till  now ;  and,  lately,  I  hare  been  thinking  that  you  might 
know,  and  bo  I  thought  I  wonld  sound  you." 

"  I  Huppose  you  saw  him  when  you  were  with  her  ladyship  in 
Paris,  in  '14?" 

"  Ybb;  often,"  said  Miss  Thornton,  "He  came  to  the  honso 
aereral  times.  How  well  I  remember  the  last.  The  dear  girls  and 
I  were  in  the  conservatory  in  the  morning,  and  all  of  n  sudden  wo 
heard  the  door  thrown  open,  and  two  men  coming  towards  na 
talking  from  the  breakfast- room.  We  could  not  see  them  for  the 
plants,  but  when  wo  heard  the  voice  of  one  of  them,  the  glrb  got 
into  a  terrible  flntter,  and  I  was  very  much  frightened  myself. 
However,  there  was  no  escape,  so  we  came  round  the  corner  on 
them  as  bold  as  we  conld,  and  there  was  this  Dr.  Mnlhaus,  as  we 
call  him,  walking  with  him." 

"With  him? — with  who?" 

"  The  Emperor  Alexander,  my  dear,  whose  voice  we  had  recog'^ 
nised ;  I  thought  you  would  have  known  whom  I  meant." 

"My  dear  love,"  said  the  Ticar,  "I  hope  yon  refiect  I; 
sacred  that  is,  and  what  a  good  friend  I  should  lose  if  the  slightest 
hint  as  to  who  he  was,  were  to  get  among  the  gentry  round.  You 
don't  think  he  has  recognised  jou  ?  " 

"  How  is  it  Ukely,  brother,  that  be  would  remember  an  English 
(tovemess,  whom  he  never  saw  bat  three  times,  and  never  looked 
at  onco  ?   I  have  often  wondered  wiether  the  M^"or  recognised  hi 

"  No ;  Buckley  is  a  Peninsnkr  man,  and  nllbongb  at  Waterloo 
never  went  to  Paris.  Laos — Malhaus,  I  mean,  was  not  present  q 
Waterloo.  So  they  never  could  have  met.  My  dear  discreet  o" 
sister,  what  tact  you  Lave  I  I  have  often  said  to  myself,  whei 
have  seen  you  and  he  together,  *  If  she  only  knew  who  he  was  ; ' 
and  to  think  of  yoni  knowing  aU  the  time.  Ha  I  ha  I  ha  I  Tbi 
veiy  good." 

"  I  have  lived  long  where  tact  is  required,  my  dear  brother. 
See,  there  goes  young  Mr.  Hawker  I " 

"  I'd  sooner  see  htm  going  home  than  coming  here.  Now,  I'd 
go  out  [or  a  turn  iu  the  lanes,  but  I  know  I  should  meet  half  a 
doien  conples  conrling,  aa  they  call  it.  Bah  I  Bo  I'll  stay  in  the 
garden  " 
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The  Vicar  was  right  about  the  lanes  being  full  of  lovers.  Nev 
a,  vieta  that  yon  looked  down  but  what  yon  eaw  a  ghostly  pail{ 
walking  along  side  by  aide.  Not  arm  in  arm,  yon  know.  The  man* 
has  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  walks  a  f«w  feet  off  the  woman. 
They  never  speak  to  one  another — I  think  I  don't  go  too  far  in 
saying  that.  I  have  met  them  and  overtaken  them,  and  coma 
eharp  round  comers  on  to  them,  but  I  never  heard  them  speak  to 
one  another.  I  have  asked  the  young  men  themselvca  whether 
they  ever  said  anything  to  their  sweethearts,  and  those  yonng  men 
have  anffwered,  "No;  that  tbey  didn't  know  as  they  did."  So 
that  I  am  inclined  to  believe  th^t  they  are  contented  with  that 
silent  ntterance  of  the  heart  wliich  is  so  snpertor  to  tbe  silly 
whisperings  one  hears  on  dark  ottomans  in  drawing-rooms. 

But  the  Vicar  had  a  strong  dislike  to  lovers'  walks.  He  was  a 
practical  man,  and  had  stndied  parish  statistics  for  some  years,  so 
that  his  opinion  is  entitled  to  respect.  He  used  to  ask,  why  on 
honest  girl  should  not  receive  her  lover  at  her  father's  hoase,  or  in 
broad  dayhght,  and  many  other  impertinent  questions  which  wa 
won't  go  into,  bnt  which  many  a  west-country  parson  has  asked 
before,  and  never  got  an  answer  to. 

Of  all  pleasant  places  in  the  parish,  s'orely  one  of  the  pleasanteat 
&r  a  meeting  of  this  kind  was  Uio  old  oak  at  the  end  of  Hawker's 
plantation,  where  George  met  Nelly  a  night  we  know  of.  So  qaiet 
and  lonely,  and  such  pleasant  glimpses  down  long  oaken  glades, 
with  a  bright  carpet  of  springing  fern.  Surely  there  will  be  a  couplo 
here  this  sweet  May  evening. 

Bo  there  is  1  Walking  this  way  too  !  Georgo  Hawker  is  one 
of  them ;  but  we  can't  see  who  tbe  other  is.  Who  should  it  be 
bnt  Sfary,  though,  with  whom  he  ehould  walk,  with  his  arm  roond 
her  waist  talking  so  affectionately.  But  see,  she  raises  her  head. 
Why  I  that  Is  not  Mary.  That  is  old  Jewel's  dowdy,  handsome, 
linuen-laeed  granddaughter. 

"  Now  I'm  going  home  to  sapper,  Miss  Jenny,"  he  says.  "  So 
yon  pack  off,  or  you'll  have  your  amiable  mother  asking  after 
yon.  By-the-bye,  your  sister's  going  to  be  married,  ain't 
fihe  ?  ■• 

He  referred  to  her  older  sister — the  one  that  the  Vicar  and  the 
Doctor  saw  nursing  a  baby  the  night  that  old  Jewel  died. 

"Yes,"  replied  the  girl.  "Her  man's  going  to  have  her  at 
hat ;  that's  bis  baby  she's  got,  you  know ;  and  it  seems  be'Il 
eooner  make  her  work  for  keeping  it,  than  pay  for  it  hisself.  So 
they're  going  to  be  married  ;  better  late  than  never." 

George  1^  her  and  went  in ;  into  the  gloomy  old  kitchen,  now 
darkening  rapidly.     There  sat  Madge  before  the  fire, 


a  ditch  t ' 


e  8ony  for  fairn.  too  I  " 
"  Why,  yon  young  fool, 


le,  indignantly,  ''  do  yon 
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favonrito  attitude,  with  her  chia  on  her  h&nd  and  her  elbow  on^ 

"  WeU,  old  woman,"  said  he,  "  where's  the  old  man  f 

"  Away  to  Colyton  fair,"  she  aaawered, 

"  I  hope  he'll  have  the  sense  to  stay  tliere  to-night,  then,"  Baid 
George.  "  He'll  faU  oS  bis  horse  in  a  fit  coming  home  dnmk 
Bome  of  these  nights,  and  be  found  dead  h       ■••••■  - 

"  Good  thing  for  yoa  if  he  was  1  " 

"  May  be,"  aaid  George  ;  "  but  I'd  b 

"Yon  wonld,"  she  said  laughing, 
you'd  be  better  off  in  fifty  ways  1  " 

'•  Why,  you  unnaturalold  vixen,"  said 
miscall  a  man  for  caring  for  bis  own  father  ?     Ay,  and  not  such 
abad  'un  either;  and  that's  a  thing  I'm  best  judge  ofl  " 

"  Ee'B  been  a  good  father  to  you,  George,  and  1  like  you  the 
better,  lad,  for  speaking  up  for  him.  He's  on  awful  old  rascal, 
my  boy,  but  yon'll  be  a  worse  if  you  live  I  " 

"  Now,  atop  that  talk  of  yours,  Madge,  and  don't  go  on  like  a 
mad  woman,  or  else  we  shaU  quarrel ;  and  that  I  don't  want,  for 
I've  got  something  to  tell  yon.     I  want  your  help,  old  girl  I  " 

"  Aye,  and  you'U  get  it,  my  pretty  boy ;  though  you  never  toll 
me  aught  till  you  are  forced." 

"WeU,  I'm  goiug  to  (ell  yon  something  now;  so  keep  J 
ears  open.     Madge,  where  is  the  girl  ?  " 

"  Up-stairs." 

"  WTiere's  the  man  ?  " 

"  Onlaide,  in  the  stable,  doing  down  your  horse.  Bond  over  the 
fire,  and  whisper  in  my  ear,  lad  !  " 

"Madge,  old  girl,"  he  whispered,  as  they  bent  their  beads  to- 
gether,— "  I've  wrote  the  old  man's  name  where  I  oogbln't  to 
have  done." 

"  What  I  again  I "  she  answered.  "  Three  times  I  For  God'e 
Bake,  miud  what  you  are  at,  George." 

"  Why,"  said  he,  astonished,  "  did  you  know  I'd  done  it 
before?  ' 

"  Twice  I  know  of,"  she  said.  "  Once  last  year,  and  once  laat 
month.  How  do  you  think  he'd  bavebeen  so  long  without  finding 
it  out  if  it  hadn't  been  for  me  ?  And  what  a  fool  you  were  not  to 
tell  me  before.  Why,  you  must  be  mad.  I  aa  near  let  the  eat 
out  of  the  bag  coming  over  that  last  business  in  the  book  without 
b«Lg  ready  for  it,  as  anything  conld  be.  However,  it'a  all  right 
at  present.     But  what's  this  laat  ?  " 

"  Why,  the  five  hundred.     I  only  did  it  twice." 

"Vou  mustn't  do  it  again,  George.     Yoa  were  aibd  erer  to  dft 


it  withoat  me.  We  ore  haidly  safe  now,  if  be  ebould  get  talking 
to  tbe  hank  people.  However,  be  ni<ver  goes  there,  and  ;ou  mast 
take  care  he  don'L" 

"  I  say,  Madge,"  said  George,  "  what  would  he  do  if  he  found 
it  oat?" 

"I  couldn't  answer  for  him,"  said  ehe,  "HelJlteB  jonbeet  of 
anjUiing  next  bis  money ;  and  sometimcB  I  am  afraid  be  wouldn't 
spare  even  you  if  he  knew  he  had  been  robbed.  You  might  moke 
yooreelf  safe  for  an;  gtorm,  if  jou  liked." 

"How?" 

"  Many  that  little  doll  Thornton,  and  get  her  money.  Then,  if 
it  came  to  a  row,  you  could  sijuare  it  up." 

*'  Well,"  said  Geoi^e,  "  I  am  pushing  that  on.  The  old  man 
won't  come  round,  and  I  want  her  to  go  off  with  me,  but  she  can't 
get  her  courage  up  yet." 

"Well,  at  all  events,"  eaid  Madge,  "yon  should  look  Bbaip. 
Tliere's  a  regukr  Ught-laced  mob  about  her,  and  they  all  bate  you. 
There's  Ibat  Mrs.  Buckley.  Her  conTersation  will  he  very  diflerent 
from  yours,  and  she'll  see  the  difference,  and  get  too  proud  for  tba 
like  of  you.  That  woman's  a  real  lady,  and  that's  very  dangerous, 
for  sbe  treats  ber  like  iin  equal.  Just  let  that  girl  get  over  ber 
first  lancy  for  you,  oud  she'll  care  no  more  about  you  than  nothing. 
G«t  hold  of  ber  before  she's  got  tired  of  you." 

"  And  there's  another  thing,"  said  George.  "  That  Tom  Tron- 
bridge  is  staying  there  again." 

"  That's  very  bad,"  said  Madge.     "  She  is  T017  likely  to  take  ■ 
taaej  to  him.     He's  a  fine  yonng  fellow.     Yoa  get  her  t    _ 
with  yoo.     I'll  find  tbe  mosey,  somehow.     Here  comes  the  c 
man." 

OU  Hawker  came  in  half-drunk  and  sulky. 

"Why,  Georgo,"  he  said;  "you  at  home,     I  thought  you'd 
Ittve  be^  down,  hanging  about  the  parson's.     You  don't  get  oa 
Yeiy  foet  with  that  girl,  lad.     I  tliought  you'd  have  bad  ber  I 
now.     You're  a  fool,  boy." 
I       B«  reeled  up  to  b«d,  and  left  the  other  two  in  tbe  kitchen. 
'       "  George,"  sud  Me^dge,  "  tell  ua  what  you  did  with  that  b 
money." 

"  I  ain't  going  to  tell  you,"  he  answered. 

"  Ha,  Ha  I  "  ehe  said  ;  "  you  hadn't  need  to  hide  anything  ban 
me  now." 

■•Well,  I  like  to  tell  you  this  le-Bst  of  oU,"  he  said.  "Thatlaal 
money  went  to  hosh  up  the  first  matt«r." 

"  Did  luiy  one  know  of  tbe  fir^t  matter,  then  7  "  said  Madgo 
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"Tea  ;  ilie  man  who  pnt  me  np  to  it," 

"Who  WBSthat?" 

"  No  one  you  know.     William  Lee  of  Belston. 

"No  one  I  know,"  ehe  answered  eareaaticaUy. 
old  BWeetlieaTt,  Bill  Lee  of  Bebton.  And  I  the  only  one  that  knew 
him  when  he  cnme  back.  Well,  I've  kept  that  to  myself,  beraase 
no  good  was  to  be  got  by  peaching  on  him,  and  &  secret's  alwaj's 
worth  mosey.  Why,  IeuI,  I  coiild  have  sent  that  man  abroad  again 
quicker  tJian  he  ootne,  if  I  had  n-wanted.  Why  hadn't  yon  trnated 
me  at  first  ?  Yon'd  a-saved  five  hundred  pound.  You'U  have  him 
back  OS  soon  as  that's  gone." 

"  He'd  better  mind  himself,  then,"  said  George  vindictively. 

"  None  o'  that  now,"  said  Madge  ;  "  that's  what  yon  were  t 
the  other  night  with  yonr  gnn.     But  nothing  came  of  it ;  I 
that  in  yonr  face  when  yon  came  home.    Now  get  off  to  bed ;  Bsl^ 
if  Bill  tee  gives  yon  any  more  trouble,  Bend  Mm  to  me." 

He  went  to  bed,  bnt  instead  of  sleeping  lay  thinking. 

"  It  wonld  be  a  fine  thing,"  he  thongbt,  "t£i  get  her  and  her 
money.  I  am  very  fond  of  her  for  her  own  sake,  but  then  the 
money  wonld  be  the  making  of  me.  I  ought  to  strike  while  the 
iron  is  hot.  Who  knows  bnt  what  Nell  might  come  gacdering 
back  in  one  of  her  tantnims,  and  spoil  everything.  Or  some  of 
the  other  girls  might  get  talking.  And  this  cunted  cheque,  loo  : 
that  ought  to  be  provided  against.  What  a  fool  I  was  not  to  tell 
Madge  about  it  before.  I  wonder  whether  she  is  game  to  come, 
though  I  think  she  is  ;  she  has  been  veiy  tender  lately.  It  don't 
look  as  if  she  was  getting  tired  of  me,  Uiongh  she  might  take  n 
fancy  into  her  head  about  Troubridge.  I  daresay  her  father  is 
patting  him  np  to  it ;  though,  indeed,  that  would  be  sure  to  set 
her  against  him.  If  he  hadn't  done  that  with  Stockbridge,  she'd 
have  married  him,  I  believe.  Well,  I'll  see  her  to-morrow  night, 
and  cany  on  like  mad.  Terribly  awkward  it  will  be,  though,  if 
she  won't.  However,  we'll  see.  There's  a  way  to  niake  her  ;  " 
and  so  he  fell  asleep. 

As  Somebody  would  have  it,  the  very  next  day  the  Vicar  and 
Mary  had  a  serious  quarrel.  Whether  his  digestion  was  out  of 
order ;  whether  the  eight  of  so  many  love-couples  passing  his  gate 
the  night  before  bad  ruffled  him  and  made  him  bilions  ;  or  whether 
some  one  was  behindhand  with  bis  tithe,  we  shall  never  know. 
Only  we  know,  that  shortly  afler  dinner  they  disagreed  about  soma 
trifle,  and  Mary  remained  sulky  all  the  afternoon  ;  and  that  at  t«a- 
time.  driven  on  by  pitiless  fate,  little  thinking  what  waa  hanging 
over  hira,  he  made  some  harsh  remark,  which  brouf;ht  down  a  flood 
oft«an.   Whereat,  getting  into  a  passion,  he  told  Mary, 
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DiijaBtl;,  that  sLe  was  always  enlking,  and  was  makiug  liia  life 
miserable.  That  it  was  time  that  she  was  married.  Xli&t  Tom 
Tronbriilge  was  an  eicelleut  young  &Uow,  and  that  lie  coasidered 
9  her  duty  to  tom  her  attention  immediately  to  gaiuing  hia 


I 


Mary  said,  with  tsarfiil  indtgnation,  that  it  was  nolorions  Uiat 
he  was  making  Ioto  to  Miss  Burrit  of  Paiskow.  And  that  if  he 
waw't,  she'd  nevei:,  never,  think  of  him,  for  that  he  was  a  great, 
lumbering,  stnpid,  etnpid  fool.     There  now. 

Then  Uie  Vicar  got  into  an  unholy  frame  of  mind,  and  maddened 
by  Mary's  tears,  and  the  sight  of  his  sister  wiping  her  frightened 
face  with  her  handkerchief,  said,  with  something  like  an  assevera- 
tion, that  she  was  always  at  it.  That  she  was  moping  about,  and 
colloguing  with  that  in&moos  young  sconndrel.  Hawker.  That  lu 
would  not  have  it.  That  if  bo  found  him  larking  about  his 
premises,  he'd  either  break  his  niouk  himself,  or  find  some  one  who 
conld  ;  and  a  great  deal  more  frantic  nonsense,  such  as  weak  men 
geoer^y  indulge  in  when  they  get  in  a  passion  ;  much  better  left 
nusaid  at  any  time,  but  which  on  this  occasion,  as  the  reader 
knows,  was  calculated  to  be  niinoas. 

Uary  left  the  room,  and  went  t-o  her  own.  She  was  in  a  fnriona 
pasBJon  against  her  father,  against  all  the  worhi.  She  sat  on  the 
Md  for  a  time,  and  cried  herself  quiet.  It  grew  dark,  and  she  lit 
a  candle,  and  put  it  in  the  right  comer  of  the  window,  and  soon 
after,  wrapping  a  shawl  around  her,  she  slipped  down  the  back- 
etatrs,  and  went  into  the  crofl. 

Not  loD^  before  she  beard  a  low  whietlo,  to  which  she  replied,  I 
and  in  a  very  few  minutes  felt  George's  arm  round  her  waist,  and  I 
his  cheek  against  hers.  ) 

"  I  knew  you  would  not  disappoint  me  to-night,  my  love,"  ha 
began.  "  I  have  got  something  particular  to  say  to  you.  Von 
seem  out  of  sorta  to-night,  my  dear.  It's  not  my  fault,  is 
it?" 

"  Not  yours,  George,  Oh  no,"  sho  said.  "  My  father  has  been 
Tei7  CFoel  and  nt^ost  to  me,  and  I  have  been  in  a  great  paaaion, 
and  very  miserable.  I  am  so  glad  you  came  to-night,  that  I  might 
teO  yon  how  very  unhappy  I  was." 

"Tell  me  everything,  my  love.  Don't  keep  back  anysecreta 
from  me." 

"  I  won't  indeed,  George.  I'll  tell  you  everything.  Though 
some  of  it  will  make  yon  very  angry.  My  father  broke  oat  aboat 
yon  at  tea-time,  and  said  that  you  were  hanging  about  the  place, 
and  that  be  wouldn't  have  it.  And  then  he  said  that  I  oaght  to 
matry  Tom  Troubridge,  and  that.  1  said  I'd  never  do.    And  thea^ 
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he  went  oa  worse  again.     He'a  qolto  chcuiged  lately,  George.     I 
ain't  at  all  happy  with  him." 

"  The  cure  ib  in  yonr  own  lisuida,  Mary.  Come  off  with  me.  I 
can  get  a  licence,  and  we  could  he  married  in  a  week  or  so,  or  two. 
Then,  what  foUowa  1  Why,  your  father  is  very  angry.  He  is  that 
at  present,  fiut  he'll  of  com^e  make  belloTe  ho  is  in  a  torriblo 
way.  Weil,  in  a  few  weeks  he'd  see  it  was  no  use  carrying  on. 
That  his  daaghter  had  married  a  young  man  of  property,  who  was 
very  fond  of  bor,  and  as  she  was  very  fond  of.  And  tlwt  matters 
might  be  a  deal  worse.  That  a  bird  in  hand  is  worth  two  in  the 
bneh.  And  so  he'll  write  a  kind  ofiectionate  letter  to  his  only 
child,  and  say  that  be  forgives  Ler  bosband  for  her  sake.  Thcit's 
how  the  matter  will  end,  depend  upon  it." 

"  Ob,  George,  George  I  if  I  could  only  think  so." 
"  Can  you  doubt  it?    Use  your  reason,  my  dear,  and  ask  your- 
self what  be  would  gain  by  holding  out.     Yoa  say  he's  bo  fond  of 

"  Oh,  I  know  he  ia." 

"  Well,  my  darling,  he  wouldn't  show  it  much  if  be  was  angiy 
very  long.     You  dou't  know  what  a  change  it  will  make  when  the 
thing's  once  done.     When  I  am  bis  son-in-law  he'll  be  as  anziona 
to  find  out  that  I'm  a  saint  as  be  ia  now  to  make  me  out  a  eiimera._ 
Bay  yes,  my  girl,"  iM 

"  1  am  afraid,  George."  ^H 

"  Of  nothing.     Come,  yon  are  going  to  say  yes,  now."  ^^ 

"  But  when,  George?    Not  yet?" 

"  To-morrow  night." 

"  Impossible  I     Sunday  evening  ?  " 

"  The  better  the  day  the  better  the  deed.  Come,  no  refusal 
now,  it  is  too  lat«,  my  darling.  At  t«n  o'clock  I  shall  be  here, 
under  yonr  window.     One  kiss  more,  my  own,  and  good  night." 


CHAPTEBXI. 

IH   WmOH   TBX   VIOAfi   PBEACHES  k  FABEWXLI,  SESUOIT. 

Who  has  not  seen  tlie  misery  and  despair  often  cansed  in  a  &mily 
by  thi)  senseless  selfisbnese  of  one  of  its  members  ?  Who  has 
not  felt  enraged  at  such  times,  to  think  that  a  man  or  woman 
should  presume  on  Uie  affection  and  kiudheartedness  of  their  rola- 
liTm,  «d  yet  act  u  if  they  wers  wholly  without  those  ftgectiaai 
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IhemsclTeE  ?     And,  lastly,  who  of  as  all  is  guiltless  of  doing  this  7 
Let  him  that  is  withont  ain  among  us  cast  the  Grst  atone. 

The  Spring  sun  rose  ou  the  Sabbath  morauig,  as  if  ut>  troDhla 
were  in  Btore  for  an;  mortal  that  day.  Tba  Vicar  rose  with  the 
son,  lor  he  hod  certain  arrears  of  the  day's  sermons  to  get 
Ihrongh,  and  he  was  in  the  habit  of  saying  that  his  best  and 
clearest  paaeagee  were  written  with  his  window  open,  in  the  brisk 


t 


Bat  although  tbe  air  was  brisk  and  pleasant  this  morning,  and 
sU  natore  was  in  fiill  glory,  tho  inspiration  did  not  come  to  ths 
Ticar  qaite  so  readily  as  nsnal.  In  fact,  he  could  not  write  at 
ftil,  and  at  one  time  was  thinking  of  pleading  ill  health,  and  not 
preaching,  bnt  afterwards  changed  his  mind,  and  patched  the 
eermoDB  np  somehow,  making  both  morning  and  afternoon  five 
minateB  shorter  than  usual. 

He  felt  queer  and  dnll  in  the  head  this  morning.  And,  after 
breakfast,  he  walked  to  chnrch  with  his  aist«r  and  dangbtur,  not 
speaking  a  word.  Miss  Thornton  was  rather  alarmed,  he  looked 
80  dull  and  stupid.  But  Uary  set  it  all  down  to  his  displeusnre 
at  her. 

She  was  so  bnsy  with  far  other  thoflghts  at  chorcb  that  she  did 
not  notice  the  strange  halting  way  in  which  her  father  read  tbe 
service — sometimes  lisping,  sometimes  trying  twice  before  he 
conld  pronounce  a  word  at  all.  But,  after  chnrch,  Hiss  Thornton 
noticed  it  to  her  ;  and  she  also  noticed,  as  they  stood  waiting  for 
him  under  the  lychgate,  that  he  passed  throngh  the  crowd  of 
neighbours,  who  stood  as  usual  round  Ihc  porch  to  receive  him, 
without  a  word,  merely  raising  hia  hat  in  salutation.  Conduct 
80  strange  that  Miss  Thornton  began  lo  cry,  and  said  she  was 
sure  her  brother  was  very  ill.  But  Mary  eaid  it  was  because  he 
waa  still  angry  With  her  that  he  spoke  to  no  one,  and  that  when 
he  had  forgotten  his  caase  of  oflence  he  would  be  the  same  again. 

At  Innch,  tbe  Vicar  drank  several  glasses  of  wine,  which  seemed 
to  do  him  good ;  and  by  the  time  be  had,  to  Miss  Tbomton'a 
gr«at  astonishment,  drunk  half  a  bottle,  he  was  quite  himself 
again.  Mary  was  all  this  time  in  her  room,  and  tho  Vicar  asked 
for  her.     But  Miss  Thornton  said  she  was  not  very  well. 

"Oh,  I  remember,"  said  the  Vicar,  "I  qaorrelled  with  her  last 
night.  I  was  qaite  in  tho  wrong,  but,  my  dear  sister,  all  yester- 
day Mid  today  I  have  been  so  nervous,  I  have  not  known  what 
I  n!d  or  did.  I  shall  keep  myself  up  to  tbe  afternoon  service 
with  wine,  and  to-morrow  we  will  see  the  Doctor.  Don't  tell 
Uoiy  I'm  ill.     She  will  think  she  is  the  cause,  poor  girl." 

Aftemooa  service  went  off  well  enough.     ^Vhun  Mary  heard  Uii_ 
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old  iomiliar  voice  strong,  ole&r,  and  hsrmoQious,  filling  the  e 
and  chapels  of  the  beautiful  old  cbnrcb,  ehe  ivaa  qmt«  r 
He  seemed  Btronger  than  usaal  even,  and  never  did  the  congrega- 
tion liBten  to  a.  nobler  or  better  sermon  fVooi  hie  lips,  thui  the 
one  thej  heard  that  spring  afternoon ;  the  last,  alas,  they  erer 
had  from  their  kind  old  Vicar. 

Mary  could  not  listen  to  it.  The  old  innocent  interest  she  need 
to  have  in  her  father's  sucoesB  in  preaching  was  gone.  As  of  old, 
sitting  beneath  the  carved  oak  screen,  she  heard  the  sweet  simple 
harmonv  of  the  evening  hymn  roll  up,  and  die  in  pleasant  echoes 
among  the  lofty  arches  overhead.  As  of  old,  she  conld  see 
through  the  rich  traceried  windows  the  moor  sloping  far  away, 
calm  and  peaceful,  bathed  in  a  misty  halo  of  afWnoon  gnnshine. 
All  these  familiar  sights  and  sounds  were  the  same,  but  she  herself 
was  different.  She  was  about  to  break  rudely  through  from  the 
old  world  of  simple  routine  and  homely  pleasure,  and  to  cast 
herself  unthinking  into  a  new  world  of  pasaion  and  chance,  and 
take  the  consequences  of  such  a  stop,  let  them  be  what  they 
might.  8he  felt  as  if  she  was  the  possessor  of  some  guilty  secret 
and  felt  sometimes  as  if  some  one  wontd  rise  in  church  and 
denounce  her.  How  would  all  these  quiet  folks  talk  of  her  to- 
morrow morning  ?  That  was  not  to  be  thought  of.  She  mast 
harden  her  heart  and  think  of  nothing.  Only  that  to-morrow  she 
would  be  far  away  with  her  lover. 

Poor  Mary  I  many  a  woman,  and  many  a  man,  who  sat  so  quiet 
and  calm  in  the  old  church  that  afternoon,  had  far  guiltier  secrets 
than  any  you  ever  had,  to  trouble  them,  and  yet  they  all  drank, 
slept,  and  died,  as  quietly  as  many  honest  and  good  men.  Poor 
girt  1  let  us  judge  as  kindly  of  her  as  we  can,  for  she  paid  a  fearful 
penalty  for  her  self-will.  Bhe  did  but  break  through  the  prqjn- 
dices  of  her  education,  we  may  say ;  and  if  she  was  nndatiful,  what 
girls  are  not,  under  the  inJluence  of  passion  ?  If  such  poor 
I'lcuses  as  these  will  cause  us  to  think  more  kindly  of  her,  let  ns 
make  them,  and  leave  the  rest  to  God.  Perhaps,  brother,  you 
and  I  may  stand  in  a  position  to  have  excuses  made  for  ns,  one 
day  ;  tberefore,  we  will  be  charitable. 

Uy  lord  was  at  church  that  aflemoon,  a  very  rare  circumstance, 
for  he  was  mostly  at  his  great  property  in  the  north,  and  bad 
lately  been  much  abroad  for  his  health.  Bo  when  Utss  Thornton 
and  hlary  joined  the  Vicar  in  the  main  aisle,  and  the  three  went 
forth  into  the  churchyard,  they  found  the  villagers  drawn  respect- 
fully back  upon  the  graves,  and  bis  brdship  waiting  in  close 
confabulation  with  farmer  Wrefbrd,  to  receive  the  Vicar  as  he 


^f  A  tan 
^1  eyes,  am 
^p     ^pa  of 
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A  tan,  conhly,  ^izzled-Iooking  mun  ha  was,  with  cleeir  grey 
eyes,  and  a  modtilated  bannonigQB  voice.  Well  did  their  lotd. 
^pa  of  tiie  apper-honse  know  that  voice,  when  after  a  long 
sleepy  debate  it  aroused  them  &om  ambrosial  Blumbers,  with 
bitJQg  sarcasm,  and  most  disagreeaLIj'  told  trnths.  And  moat 
heartiljr  did  a  certain  proportion  of  their  lordabips  carss  the  owner 
of  that  voice,  for  a  talented,  eloqnent,  meddleEOme  innovator. 
But  on  all  his  great  estates  he  was  adored  by  the  labonrers  and 
town's-folb,  though  hated  by  the  farmers  and  country  'sqaires ; 
for  he  was  the  earliest  and  fiercest  of  the  reform  and  &ee-trade 
waniors. 

He  came  np  to  the  Vicai  with  a  pleasant  smile.  "  I  have  to 
thank  yon,  Mr.  Thornton,  for  a  most  charming  sermon,  though 
having  the  faalt  common  to  all  good  things,  of  being  too  short. 

Misa  Thornton,  I  hope  you  are  quite  well ;  I  saw  Lady  D the 

other  day,  and  she  begged  that  when  I  came  down  hero,  I  would 
convey  her  kindest  love  to  yon.  I  think  sho  mentioned  that  she 
was  about  lo  write  to  you." 

"  I  received  a  letter  from  ber  ladyship  lost  week,"  said  Miss 
Thornton ;  "  infonning  me  that  dear  Lady  Fanny  bad  got  a  son 
and  heir." 

"Happy  boy,"  said  m;  Lord;  "fifty  thousand  a  year,  and 
nothing  to  do  for  it,  unless  be  likes.    Besides  a  minority  of  at 

least  t«n  years ;  for  L is  getting  very  shaky.  Miss  Thornton, 

and  is  still  devotedly  given  to  slewed  rnDshrooms.  Nay,  my  dear 
lady,  don't  look  distroascd,  she  will  make  a  noble  young  dowager. 
Thu  must  be  your  daughter,  Mr.  Tbomton — pray  introduce  me." 

Mary  was  introduced,  and  bis  Lordship  addressed  a  few  kindly 
commonplaces  to  her,  to  which  she  replied  with  graceM  modesty. 
Then  he  demanded  of  the  Vicar,  "  where  is  Dr.  Mulhans,  has  ha 
been  at  church  tbis  afternoon  ?  " 

At  that  moment  the  Doctor,  attended  by  tlie  old  clerk,  was  head 
and  shoulders  into  the  old  oak  cbost  that  contained  the  parish 
registers,  looking  for  the  book  of  burials  for  aiiteen  hundred  and 
something.  Not  being  able  to  got  to  the  bottom,  he  got  bodily 
in,  as  into  a  bath,  and  after  several  dives  succeeding  in  fishing  it 
ap  from  the  bottom,  and  standing  there  absorbed  for  a  few  minutes, 
up  to  his  middle  in  dusty  parohmenta  and  angry  moths,  be  got 
his  finger  on  a  particular  date,  and  dashed  oat  of  church,  book  in 
hand,  and  hatless,  crying,  "  Vicar,  Vicar  1  "  just  as  the  villagera 
had  cleared  off,  and  my  lord  was  moving  away  with  the  Vicar  to 
theparaonage.  to  take  dinner. 

whea  his  Lordship  saw  the  wild  dusty  figure  come  nmning  oat 
af  ftedrorch  porch  with  the  parish  register  In  bis  hand>  and  no  _ 
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bat  on  his  head,  he  understood  the  position  immediAtely. 

down  on  a,  tombetone,  and  laughed  till  he  eonld  laa^h  no  longer. 

"  No  need  to  1«11  me,"  he  said  throagh  his  langht«r,  "  that  he 
is  nnchnnged  ;  just  as  mod  and  energetic  aa  ever,  at  whatever  be 
takes  in  hand,  whether  getting  together  impossible  ministries,  or 
searching  the  parish -register  of  an  English  Tillage.  How  do  yon 
do,  my  dear  old  friend  ?  " 

"  AnA  how  do  you  do,  old  democrat  ?  "  answered  the  Doctor. 
"  Politics  seem  to  agree  with  yon  ;  I  believe  yon  would  die  with- 
out vexation— just  excuse  me  a  moment.  Look  yon  here,  you 
infidel,"  to  the  Vicar,  sbowiag  him  the  register;  "there's  his 
name  plain — '  Burrows,  Curate  of  this  parish,  1698,' — Now  what 
do  you  say?" 

The  Vicar  acquiesced  with  a  sleepy  laugh,  and  proposed  moTing 
homewards.  Miss  Thornton  hoped  that  the  Doctor  would  join 
them  at  dinner  ae  usual.  The  Doctor  said  of  course,  and  went 
back  to  fetch  his  hat,  my  Lord  following  him  into  the  chnrcli. 
When  the  others  had  gone  down  the  hill,  and  were  waiting  for  tbo 
nobleman  and  the  Doctor  at  the  gate,  Miss  Thornton  watched  the 
two  coming  down  the  hill.  My  Lord  stopped  the  Doctor,  and 
eagerly  demonstrated  something  to  him  with  his  forefinger  on  the 
p^hu  of  his  hand  ;  bnt  the  Doctor  only  shook  his  head,  and  then 
the  pair  moved  on. 

Uy  Lord  made  himself  thoroughly  agreeable  at  dinner,  as  did 
also  the  Doctor.  Mary  was  ffurpnsed  too  at  the  calm  highbred 
bearing  of  her  aunt,  the  way  she  understood  and  spoke  of  every 
Bubject  of  conversation,  and  the  deference  with  which  they  lis- 
tened to  her.  It  was  a  side  of  her  aunt's  character  she  bod  never 
Been  before,  and  she  felt  it  bard  to  believe  that  that  btellectnal 
dignified  lady,  referred  to  on  all  subjects,  was  the  old  maid  she 
bad  been  used  to  laugh  at,  and  began  to  feel  that  she  was  in  an 
atmosphere  &r  above  what  she  was  accustomed  to. 

"  A]l  this  IB  above  me,"  she  said  to  herself ;  "  let  them  live  in 
this  sphere  who  are  accustomed  to  it,  I  have  chosen  wiser,  out  of 
the  ruik  in  which  I  have  been  brought  np.  I  would  sooner  be 
George  Hawker's  wife  than  sit  there,  crushed  and  bored  hj  their 
high-fio«-a  talk." 

t^ioon  ttfUr  dinner  she  retired  with  her  aunt ;  they  did  not  talk 
much  when  they  were  alone,  so  Mary  soon  retired  to  her  room, 
and  having  made  a  few  very  flight  preparations,  sat  down  at  the 
window.  Tbe  time  was  soon  to  come,  hut  it  was  veiy  cold  ;  the 
maida  were  out,  as  Lhey  always  were  on  Sunday  evening,  and 
there  was  ■  fire  in  the  kitchen, — she  would  go  and  sit  there — ao 
down  ahe  wekt. 
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She  wished  to  be  ftlone,  bo  when  tho  eaw  a  candio  bunting  in 
th«  kitchen  she  Wfts  diBappointod,  but  vr^nt  in  neTerthelees.  My 
Lord's  groom,  who  had  been  sitting  before  the  fire,  rose  up  and 
salated  her.  A  handsome  yonng  man,  rather  square  and  promi- 
nent aboat  the  jaws,  bnt  nevertheless  foolish  and  amiable  looking. 
The  sort  of  man  one  would  suppose,  who,  if  hia  lord  were  to  tell 
him  to  jump  into  the  pit  Tophet,  would  pursue  one  of  two  conrses, 
either  jomp  in  himself,  nithout  fnrtbcr  to  do,  or  throw  his  own. 
brother  in  with  profuse  apologies.  From  the  top  of  his  sleek 
TOQud  head  to  the  sole  of  his  perfect  top-boot,  the  model  and 
living  exponent  of  what  a  serrant  ahonld  be — fit  to  be  put  into  a 
case  and  ticketed  as  sack. 

He  sainted  her  as  she  came  in,  and  drawing  a  letter  from  hia 
hat,  put  it  into  her  astonishod  hands.  "  M;  orders  were.  Miss, 
that  I  was  not  to  give  it  to  jon  nnlees  I  saw  you  personally." 

She  thanked  him  and  withdrew  to  read  it.  It  was  a  scrawl 
from  George  Hawker,  the  first  letter  she  had  ever  received  from 
him,  and  ran  as  follows  : — 

•'My  Hkabt's  Daruns, 

"  I  SHAiJ.  be  in  the  crofl  to-night,  Aecordiog  to  promistf, 
ready  to  make  yon  the  happiest  woman  in  England,  so  I  Imow  yoo 
won't  fail.  My  Lord  is  coming  to  church  this  aFtemoon,  and  will 
be  sure  to  dine  with  yoa.  80  I  send  this  present  by  his  groomi 
Sam :  a  good  young  chap,  whioh  I  have  known  since  he  was 
high,  snd  like  well,  only  that  he  is  soft,  which  is  not  to  his  diff-' 
kdtvitage. 

"O.  H. 


She  was  standing  onder  the  lamp  reading  this  when  she  heard 
the  dining-room  door  open,  and  the  men  coming  oat  from  their 
wine.  She  slipped  into  the  room  opposite,  and  stood  listening  in 
Ute  dark.  She  conld  see  them  as  Uiey  came  ont.  There  was  my 
Lord  and  the  Doctor  first,  and  behind  came  Major  Bockley,  who 
had  dropped  in,  as  his  custom  was,  on  Sunday  evening,  and  who 
moat  have  arrived  while  she  waa  npstairs.  As  they  passed  the 
door,  inside  which  the  stood,  his  Lordship  turned  round    and 

"  I  tell  yon  what,  my  dear  Major,  if  that  old  Hawker  was  a 
tenant  of  ruine,  I'd  take  away  his  lea^,  and,  if  I  could,  force  him 
to  leave  tho  parish.  One  man  of  that  kind  does  tncalcnlable 
harm  in  a  viUsge,  by  lowering  the  t/ine  of  the  morality  of  the 
pUce.  That's  the  ase  of  a  great  landlord  if  be  doen  his  duty. 
m  c«n  punish  evildoers  whom  the  law  does  not  reach." 
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"  Don't  Hay  anything  more  about  him,"  said  the  Doctor  in  k 
low  voice.     "  It's  a  tender  Bnbjoct  in  this  boose." 

"  It  is,  eh  I  "  amd  my  Lord  ;  "  thacka  for  the  hint,  good — 
bah  I — Mulhaos.  Let  us  go  np  and  have  bcilf  on  boor  witJh  MiBs 
Thornton  before  I  go  I " 

They  went  op,  and  then  her  father  followed.  He  seemed 
flushed,  and  she  thought  he  must  have  been  driuMog  too  much 
wine.  Afl«r  they  were  in  the  drawing-room,  she  crept  upatairs 
and  listened.  They  were  all  talkii^  except  her  father.  It  vaa 
half-past  nine,  and  she  wished  they  would  go.  So  she  went  into 
her  bedroom  and  waited.  The  maids  had  come  home,  and  she 
heard  them  talking  to  the  groom  in  the  kitchen.  At  ten  o'clock 
the  bell  was  nmg,  and  my  Lord's  horse  ordered.  Boon  he  went, 
and  not  long  afterwards  the  Major  and  the  Doctor  followed.  Then 
she  BBw  MisB  Thornton  go  to  her  room,  and  her  fother  walk  slowly 
to  his  ;  and  all  was  still  throughont  tlie  house. 

She  took  her  hat  and  shawl  and  slipped  down  etaira  shoeless 
into  her  father's  study.  She  laid  a  note  on  his  chimney-piece, 
which  she  had  written  in  the  morning,  and  opening  the  back-door 
(led  swiftly  forth,  not  daring  to  look  behind  her.  Qaickly,  under 
the  blinking  stars,  under  the  blooming  apple-trees,  ont  to  the 
croft-gate,  and  there  was  George  waiting  impatiently  for  her, 
according  to  promise. 

"I  began  to  fear  yon  were  not  coming,  my  dear.  Quick, 
jump  1  '■ 

She  scrambled  over  the  gate,  and  jumped  into  his  atma ;  he 
hurried  her  down  the  lane  abont  a  bmidred  yards,  and  then  bec&me 
aware  of  a  dark  object  in  the  middle  of  the  road. 

"  That's  my  gig,  my  dear.  Once  in  that,  and  we  are  soon  in 
Eieler.     AU  right,  Bob  ?  " 

"  AU  right  I  "  replied  a  strange  voice  in  the  dark,  and  she  was 
lifted  ijito  the  gig  qaickly  ;  in  another  moment  George  was  beside 
her,  and  they  were  fiying  throogh  the  dork  steep  lanes  at  a  dan- 
gerous speed. 

The  horse  was  a  noble  beast — the  fint'st  iu  the  country  side — 
and,  like  his  driver,  knew  every  stock  and  stone  on  the  road  ;  so 
that  ere  poor  Mary  had  recovered  her  first  flurry,  tJiey  had  crossed 
the  red  ford,  and  were  four  miles  on  the  road  towards  the  capital, 
and  began  to  feel  a  little  mora  cheerful,  for  ahe  hod  been  oirisg 
bitterly. 

"  Don't  giTC  way,  Polly,"  aiud  George. 

' '  No  fear  of  my  giving  way  now,  George.  If  I  had  been  going 
to  do  that,  I'd  have  done  it  before.  Now  t«ll  us  what  you  are 
going  to  do  ?    I  have  left  evecytbiog  to  yoa." 
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"  I  think  ve  had  better  go  straigLt  on  to  London,  my  dear,"  ha 
replied,  "  and  get  married  hj  licence.     We  could  never  stop  in 
Exeter ;  oud  if  }roa  feet  np  to  it,  I  eboold  like  to  get  off  hj  early  • 
cOBCh  to-morrow  morning.     What  do  you  say?" 

"  By  all  means  I     Shall  we  be  there  in  time  ?  " 

"  Yee ;  two  hours  before  the  coach  starts." 

"  Have  you  money  enongh,  George?  "  she  asked. 

"  Plenty  1 "  he  replied. 

"  If  you  go  abort,  you  must  come  to  me,  you  know,"  she  aaid.  ■ 

Tbey  rattled  throagb  the  broad  streets  of  a  small  country  tt 
just  as  the  moon  rose.  The  oohle  minster,  tvhich  had  for  many 
yeora  been  used  us  the  parish  cburch,  slept  quietly  among  the 
yews  and  gruTealones  ;  all  the  town  was  still ;  only  titey  two  were 
«w&ke,  flying,  she  thought,  from  the  fellowship  of  all  quiet  men. 
Was  her  father  asleep  now  ?  she  wondered.  What  would  Miss 
Thornton  say  in  the  morning?  and  many  other  tilings  she  was 
asking  herself,  when  she  was  interrupted  by  George  saying,  "  Only 
eight  miles  to  Exeter ;  we  shall  be  in  by  dayhre^." 

So  they  lefl  Creditou  Minster  behind  tliera,  and  rolled  awaf  J 
along  the  broad  road  by  the  liter,  beneath  the  whiaperinft I 
[loptant. 

As   Miss    ThomtoQ  was  dressing    herself  next   morning   she  I 
heard   the  Vicar  go  down  into   hia  study  as   usual.     She   con- T 
gntolated  herself  that  he  was  better,  from  being  up  thus  early, 
but  determined,  neTortbclesa,  that   he  should  see  a  doctor  that 
day,  who  might  meet  and  consult  with  Dr.  Mulhuus. 

Then  she  wondered  why  Mary  had  not  been  in.  She  generally 
eamie  into  her  aunt's  room  to  hook-and-eye  her,  as  she  called  it ; 
but  not  having  come  this  morning,  Miss  Thoraton  determined  to 
go  to  her,  and  accordingly  went  aad  rapped  at  her  door. 

No  answer.     "Could    the    girl    have  been  fool   onongh?" 
Hiss    Thornton.     "  Nonsense  I     no  I     She    must    be 


V. 


She  opened  the  door  and  veat  in.  Everything  tidy.  The 
bed  bad  not  been  slept  in.  Miss  Thornton  had  been  in  at  an 
elopement,  and  a  &moua  one,  before  ;  so  she  knew  the  vrmptoma 
in  a  moment.  Well  she  remembered  the  dreadful  morning  when 
Lady  Kate  went  off  with  Captain  Brentwood,  of  the  Artillery. 
Well  she  remembered  the  Countess  going  into  hyaterics.  Bat 
Has  was  worse  than  that ;  this  touclied  her  nearer  home. 

"  Oil  yon  naughty  girl !     Oh  you  wicked,  ungrateful  girl 
go  And   do  auch  a  Ibing  at  a  time  like  this,  when  I've  beeiv] 
Watching  the  paralysis  creeping  over  him  day  by  day !     How  si 
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1 1^  him  7  How  Bball  I  ever  tell  him  ?  He  will  have  a  b 
as  sure  as  fate.  Ho  was  goiug  to  have  one  without  ihii 
dare  not  t«U  bim  till  breaktastj  and  ;et  I  ought  to  t«U  lu 
once.  I  was  brought  into  the  world  to  be  driven  mad  bj  g 
Oh,  dear,  I  wish  the;  were  all  boj'H,  and  we  nught  send  them  to 
Eton  and  wash  our  hands  of  them.  Well,  I  must  leave  crying, 
and  prepare  for  telling  him." 

Sbe  went  into  bis  study,  and  at  first  caald  not  Bee  him ;  bat  bo 
was  there — a  heap  of  black  clothes  lay  on  the  hearthmg,  and 
Miss  Thornton  running  up,  saw  that  it  was  her  brother,  speech- 
less, senBtiless,  clasping  a  letter  in  hia  hand. 

She  saw  that  the  worst  was  come,  and  nerved  harself  for 
work,  like  a  vahant  soul  as  she  was.  She  got  bin)  carried  to  his 
bed  by  the  two  sturdy  maids,  and  sent  an  express  for  Dr. 
Molbaas,  and  another  ibr  the  professional  surgeon.  Then  she 
took  &om  ber  pocket  the  letter  which  sbe  had  found  in  the  poor 
Vicar's  hand,  and  going  to  the  window,  read  as  follows  : 

"  When  jou  get  this,  father,  I  shall  be  many  miles  away,  I 
bare  started  to  Londoa  with  Oeorge  Hawker,  and  God  only 
knows  whether  yoa  wiU  see  me  again.  Try  to  forgive  me,  falier, 
and  if  not,  forget  that  you  ever  had  a  daughter  who  was  only 
bom  to  give  you  trouble. — Your  erring  but  affectionate  Mary." 

It  will  be  seen  by  the  reader  that  this  unlucky  letter,  wntten  in 
agitation  and  hurry,  contained  no  allusion  whatever  to  marriage, 
but  rather  left  one  to  infer  that  she  was  gone  with  Hawker  as 
bis  mistress.  So  the  Vicar  read  it  again  and  again,  each  time 
more  mistily,  till  sense  and  feeling  departed,  and  he  lay  before  his 
hearth  a  hopeless  paralytic. 

At  that  moment  Marr,  beside  George,  was  rolling  through  the 
fresh  morning  air,  up  the  beautiful  Exe  valley.  Her  feaiB  were 
gone  with  daylight  and  sunshine,  and  as  he  put  bis  anu  about  hot 
waist,  she  said, 

"  I  am  glad  we  came  outside." 

"  Are  yon  quite  happy  now  ?  "  he  asked. 

*'  Quite  happy  t " 
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Fob  the  first  four  weeks  that  the  Vicar  !ay  paralysed,  the  netgh- 
bonring  clergymen  bad  done  hia  duty ;  but  now  oioae  a  new 
difficulty  at  Drmueton.  Who  was  to  do  tJie  duty  wbtle  the  poor 
Vicar  lay  there  on  hia  hofk  speechless  ? 

"  How,"  aaked  Mis§  Thornton  of  Tom  Treubrii^e,  "  are  ne  to 
make  head  against  the  dissentera  now?  Let  the  duty  lapse  but 
one  single  week,  niy  dear  friend,  and  you  will  eeo  the  chapels 
ovordowing  once  more.  My  brother  has  always  had  a  bard  fight  to 
keep  them  to  chuicb,  for  Uiey  haT«  a  natural  tendency  lo  dissent 
liere.  And  a  great  number  don't  caro  what  the  denominationa 
are,  ao  bng  aa  there  is  noiae  enough." 

"If  that  is  the  case,"  answered  Tom,  "old  Mark  Hook's  place 
of  worship  should  pay  best.  I'd  back  litem  against  Bedlam  any 
day." 

"They  certainly  make  the  loudest  noise  at  a  BeviTal,"  said 
Ulsa  Thornton.     "  But  what  am  we  to  do  ?  " 

"  That  I  am  snre  I  don't  know,  tny  dearest  auntie,"  said  Tron- 
bridge,  "  hut  I  am  here,  and  m;  horse  too,  read;  to  go  asjt 
amount  of  errands. " 

"  I  see  no  way,"  said  Miss  Thornton,  "hut  to  wrilo  to  tba 
Bisbop." 

"  ijid  I  see  no  way  else,"  said  Tom,  "  nnleaa  yoa  like  to  dress 
tne  up  Bd  a  parson,  and  see  if  1  would  do." 

Misa  Thomton  wrote  to  the  Bishop,  with  whom  she  had  some 
BCjauntance,  and  told  him  how  her  brother  had  been  struck 
down  with  paralysis,  and  that  the  parish  was  unprovided  for  :  that 
if  1)0  would  send  any  gentleman  he  approved  of,  ahe  would  gladly 
receive  him  at  Drumston. 

Armed  with  Uus  letter,  Tom  found  himself,  for  the  first  time  in 
hia  life,  in  an  episcopal  palace.  A  sleek  servant  in  black  opened 
the  door  with  cat-like  tread,  and  admitted  him  into  a  dark,  warm 
hall;  and  on  Tom's  saying,  in  a  hoarse  whisper,  as  if  bo  nus  in 
ohorch,  that  he  had  broaght  a  note  of  importance,  and  would  wait 
for  an  answer,  the  man  glided  away,  and  disappeared  through  a 
«pTing-door,  which  swung  to  behind  him.  Tom  thought  it  would 
have  banged,  but  it  didn't.     Bishops'  doors  never  bang. 

Tom  bad  a  great  awe  for  j'our  peers  Bpiritual,  He  could  get 
OD  well  aoou^b  with  a  peer  temporal,  particularly  if  that  proud 
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aristocrat  happened  to  be  in  vast  of  a  horse ;  but  a  bishop  was 
quite  another  matter. 

Bo  he  Bat  rather  tin  comfortable  in  the  dark,  warm  hall,  listening 
to  Bach  doU  sounds  as  could  be  beard  in  the  gloomy  manaton.  A 
broad  oak  staircase  led  up  from  the  hall  into  lighter  regions,  and 
there  stood,  on  a  landing  above,  a  lean,  wheez;  old  clock,  all  over 
brass  knobs,  which,  as  be  looked  on  it,  choked,  and  sneezed 
four. 

Bat  now  there  was  a  new  sotmd  in  the  house.  An  indecent 
secular  sound.  A  door  near  the  top  of  the  house  was  hurst 
violently  open,  and  there  was  a  scuffle.  A  loud  voice  shouted 
twice  unmistakably  and  distinctly,  "80-0,  good  bit«bl"  And 
then  the  astounded  Tom  heard  the  worrying  of  a  terrier,  and  the 
Bqneak  of  a  dying  rat.  There  Mas  no  mistake  about  it ;  he  heard 
the  bones  crack.  Then  he  made  out  that  a  dog  was  induced  to 
go  into  a  room  on  false  pretences,  and  detUy  shut  ap  there,  and 
then  be  heard  a  heavy  step  descending  the  staire  towards  him. 

Bat,  before  there  was  time  for  the  perpetrator  of  these  eacrilegea 
to  come  in  sight,  a  side  door  opened,  and  the  Sishop  hunself  came 
forth  with  a  letter  in  his  hand  (a  mild,  clever,  gentlemanly- looking 
man  he  was  too,  Tom  remarked)  and  said, — 

"  Pray  is  there  not  a  messenger  from  Dnunston  here  ?  " 

Tom  replied  that  ho  had  brought  a  letter  from  his  consin  the 
Vicar.  He  had  rather  expected  to  hear  it  demanded,  "Where 
is  the  audacious  man  who  has  dared  to  penetrate  these  sacred 
shades  ?  "  and  was  agreeably  relieved  to  find  that  the  Bishop 
wasn't  angry  witb  him. 

"  Dear  me,"  said  the  Bishop  ;  "  I  beg  a  tliousand  pardons  for 
keeping  you  in  the  hall ;  pray  walk  into  my  study." 

Bo  in  he  went  and  sat  down.     Tlie  Bishop  resumed, — 

"  You  are  Mr.  Thornton's  consin,  sir  ?  " 

Tom  bowed.  "  I  am  about  the  nearest  relation  he  has  besides 
his  sister,  my  lord." 

"  Indeed,"  said  the  Bishop.  "  I  have  written  to  Miss  Thornton 
to  say  that  there  is  a  gentleman,  a  relation  of  my  own,  now  living 
in  the  house  with  me,  who  will  andortake  Mr.  Thornton's  duties, 
and  I  dare  say,  also,  withont  remuneration.  He  has  nothing  to 
do  at  present. — Oh,  here  is  tlie  gentleman  I  spoke  of!  " 

Hers  was  the  gentleman  he  spoke  of,  holding  a  dead  rat  by 
the  tail,  and  crying  out, — 

"Look  here,  uncle;  what  did  I  tell  you?  I  might  have 
been  devourtid  alive,  had  it  not  been  for  my  faithful  Fly,  your 
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intdlMtnal  Uicragh  not  a  handsome  face.  His  brown  hair,  cftro- 
lesslj  brrubed,  fdJ  over  s  forehe&d  balh  broad  acid  lofty,  beneath 
wbiob  Bhone  a  pair  of  bold,  clear  grey  eyes.  The  tnoment 
Tronbridge  eavr  him  be  set  him  down  in  hiB  own  mind  as  a 
"goer,"  by  which  be  meant  a  man  who  had  go,  or  energy,  in 
htm.     A  man,  be  thonght,  who  was  thrown  away  as  a  parson. 

The  Bishop,  ringing  the  belJ,  began  again,   "  ThiB  is 
nephew,  Mr.  Frank  Uaberlj." 

The  sleek  servant  entered. 

"  My  dear  Frank,  pray  give  that  rat  to  Sanders,  and  let 
take  it  away.     I  don't  like  ench  things  in  the  stndy." 

"I  only  broogbt  it  to  conTince  yon,  nncle,"  said  the  other. 
"  Here  yon  are,  Sanders  1 " 

Bat  Sanders  woold  have  as  soon  shaken  hands  with  the  Pope. 
He  rather  thought  the  rat  was  alive ;  and  taking  the  tongs,  he 
rcj^eived  tbo  beast  at  a  safe  distance,  while  Tom  Haw  a  smile  of 
contempt  pass  over  the  yonng  cnrat«'s  features. 

"You'd  make  a  good  missionary,  Sanders,"  said  he;  and 
tnming  to  Troabridge,  continued,  "Pray  excuse  this  interlude, 
sir.  You  don't  look  as  if  you  would  refuse  to  shake  me  bv  my 
ratty  hand." 

Tom  thonght  he  would  sooner  shake  hands  with  him  than  fight 
him,  and  was  so  won  by  Maberly's  manner,  that  he  was  just  going 
to  say  BO,  when  he  recollected  the  presence  be  was  in,  and  blushed 
Bcarlet. 

"My  dear  Frank,"  resumed  his  uncle,  "Mr.  Thornton  of 
Pnunston  is  taken  suddenly  ill,  and  I  want  yoa  to  go  over  and 
do  his  duties  for  Mm  till  be  is  better." 

"  Most  certainly,  my  dear  lord  ;  and  when  shall  I  go  ?  " 

"Say  to-morrow;  will  thai  swit  youi'  household,  sir?" 
the  Bishop. 

Tom  replied,  "  Yes,  certainly,"  and  took  his  leave.     Then 
Bishop,  taming  to  Frank,  said, — 

"  The  living  of  Dmmston,  nephew,  is  in  my  gift ;  and  if  Mr. 
Thornton  docs  not  recover,  as  is  very  possible,  I  shall  give  it  to 
ytm.  1  wish  j-ou,  therefore,  to  go  to  Dmmston,  and  become 
acquainted  wilJi  yonr  ^tnre  parishionera.  You  will  find  Miss 
Tliorntou  a  most  charming  old  lady." 

Fnnk  Maberly  was  the  second  son  of  a  country  gentleman  of 
good  property,  and  was  a  vety  remarkable  character.  His  uncle 
bad  always  said  of  him,  that  whatever  he  chose  to  take  up  he  would 
be  first  in ;  and  his  nncle  was  right.  At  Eton  he  was  not  only  the 
best  cricketer  and  runner,  but  decidedly  the  best  scholar  of  his 
time.     At  Cambridge,  for  the  first  year,  be  was   probably  the 


M  THE  EECOLLBCTIONS  OP 

noisiest  man  iii  kis  college,  though  bo  oever  lived  what  is  called 
"  hard  ;  "  bat  in  the  second  year  lie  look  ap  his  books  once  more, 
and  came  forth  third  wrangler  Bsd  first  class,  and  the  second  day 
after  the  clasa-list  came  out,  made  a  very  long  score  in  tbe  match 
with  Oxford.  Few  men  were  mortt  popnlar,  though  the  fast  men 
used  to  call  him  crotchety ;  and  on  some  subjects,  indeed,  he  was 
very  impatient  of  contradiction.  And  most  of  his  friends  were  a 
littJe  disappointed  when  they  heard  of  his  intention  of  going  into 
the  Church.     His  father  went  so  far  as  to  say,^ 

"My  dear  Frank,  I  alwaya  thoaght  you  would  hare  bees  a 
lawyer." 

"  I'd  sooner  be  a well,  never  mind  what." 

"But  you  might  ha^o  gone  into  the  anny,  Frank,"  said  his 
father. 

"  I  am  going  into  the  armv,  sir,"  he  said  ;  "  intA  the  army  of 
Christ." 

Old  Mr.  Msberly  was  at  first  shocked  by  this  last  expression 
from  a  son  who  rarely  or  nerer  talked  on  religious  matteis,  and 
told  bis  wife  so  that  night. 

"But,"  be  added,  "since  I've  been  thinking  of  it,  I'm  sure 
Frank  meant  neither  blague  nor  irreverence.  He  is  in  earnest.  I 
never  knew  him  tell  a  lie ;  and  since  he  was  six  years  old  he  has 
known  how  to  call  a  spade  a  spade." 

"  Ho'U  make  a  good  parson,"  said  Uie  mother. 

"  He'U  be  first  in  that,  as  he  is  in  everything  else,"  said  the 
father. 

"  But  he'll  never  bo  a  bishop,"  said  Mrs.  Maherly. 

"Why  not?"  said  the  hasbsjid,  indignantly. 

"  Beoaose,  as  you  eay  yoursGlf,  husband,  he  will  call  a  spi 
spade." 

"  Ball  I  you  are  a  radical,"  swd  the  father.     "  Go  Us  sleep." 

At  the  time  of  John  Thornton's  illness,  he  had  been  ordained 
about  a  year  and  a  half.  Ho  got  the  title  for  orders,  as  a  ciirnte, 
in  a  remote  part  of  Devon,  but  had  leh  it  in  conseqaence  of  a 
violent  disagreement  with  hia  rector,  in  which  he  had  been  most 
fully  borne  out  by  hia  uncle,  who,  by  the  bye,  was  not  the  sort  of 
man  who  would  have  supported  bis  own  brother,  bad  Uo  been  in 
the  wrong.  Since  then  Frank  Msberly  had  been  staying  with  his 
uncle,  and,  aa  be  expressed  it,  ' '  working  the  slums  "  at  Hieter. 

Miss  Thornton  sat  in  tbe  drawing-room  at  Dmmston  the  day 
after  Tom's  visit  to  tbe  Bishop,  waitbg  dinner  for  the  new  Curate. 
Tom  and  she  had  been  wondering  bow  be  would  como.  Miss 
Thornton  said,  probably  in  tbe  Bishop's  carriage ;  but  Tom  was 
inclined  to  think  be  would  ride  over.    The  dinner  time  was  put 
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eome  tea  minnks,  nheu  iimy  saw  a  tuim  in  Lkck  pat  hta  hand  on 
the  gftrdea-gate,  vault  over,  and  ran  breathlesB  ap  t«  the  hall-door. 
Tom  had  recoguised  him  and  dashed  out  to  receiTe  him,  bntere  hs 
had  time  to  eay  "good-da;  "  even,  the  new-comer  pulled  Out  his 
watch ,  and  having  looked  at  it,  g&id  in  a  tone  of  relation : — 

"  Twenty-one  minutes,  as  near  as  poeaible ;  nay,  a  little  over. 
By  Jove !  bow  porsy  a  fellow  gets  mewed  up  in  town  I  How  f 
do  yon  call  it,  now,  from  the  Boiler  Anns  ?  " 

"  It  is  close  upon  four  miles,"  Eaid  Tom,  highly  amnsed. 

"  So  they  told  me,"  replied  Frank  Maberly.  "  I  left  my  p 
mantean  there,  and  the  landlord  fellow  hati  the  audacity  to  say  in 
conversation  that  I  couldn't  mn  the  four  miles  in  twenty  minutes. 
It's  tncky  a  parsou  can't  btit,  or  I  ebonld  have  lost  my  money. 
But  the  last  mile  is  very  much  np-hill,  as  you  must  allow." 

"  I'll  tell  yon  what,  sir,"  said  Tom  :  "  there's  isn't  a  man  in 
this  parish  woold  go  that  four  mile  under  twenty  minutes.  If  aaj 
man  could,  I  ought  to  know  of  it." 

Slisa  Thornton  had  Lslened  to  this  conversation  with  wonder  not 
unmixed  with  amusement.  At  &nt  she  had  ooncloded  that  the 
Bishop's  carriage  was  npset,  and  that  Frank  was  the  breathless 
messenger  sent  forward  to  chronicle  the  mishap.  But  bertact  soon 
showed  the  sort  of  person  she  had  to  deal  with,  tor  she  was  not 
onacquainUid  with  the  performances  of  pnhbo  schoolhoys.  She 
laughed  when  she  called  to  mind  the  b<iuleverMement  that  used  to 
take  place  when  Lord  Charles  and  Lord  Frederick  came  home  from 
HaiTow,  and  invaded  her  quiet  scbool-room.  So  she  advanced  into 
the  passage  to  meet  the  new-comer  with  one  of  her  pleasanteet 

"  I  must  claim  an  old  woman's  privilege  of  introducing  myself, 
Mr.  Maberiy,"  she  said,  "  Your  ^uncle  waa  tutor  to  the  ^— — b, 
when  I  was  goveraesa  to  the  D s ;  so  we  are  old  acquaintances." 

"  Can  yon  forgive  me,  Miss  Thornton,"  be  said,  "  for  running 
up  to  the  house  in  this  lunatic  eort  of  way  ?  I  am  still  half  s 
Bchoolboy,  you  know.  \Miat  an  old  jewel  she  ia  1"  he  added  t 
himaelf. 

Tom  said  :  "  May  I  show  you  your  room,  Mr.  Maberly  ?  " 

"  If  you  please,  do,"  said  Fraiik ;  and  added,  "  Get  out,  Fly;^ 
what  are  you  doiug  here?  " 

But  Miss  Thorulon  intercedetl  for  the  dog,  a  beanttfol  httla 
black  and  tan  terrier,  whose  points  Tom  was  eaamitiing  with  pro- 
found admiratioD. 

"That's  a  brave  httle  thmg,  Mr.  Maberly,"  said  he,  as  be 
abowed  him  to  his  room.     "  I  should  like  to  put  in  my  name  for 
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They  stood  face  to  face  in  the  1 


I  be  sold  this,  uiid 


a  little  flesh,"  aaid  Frank. 
"*  I've  been  to  Loudon  fc 


a  fort- 


b 
I 


Frank,  not  answering  him,  said  abruptly  : — 

"  By  Jove  I  what  a  Bplendid  man  you  are  I  What  do  yon  weigh, 
now?" 

"  Close  upon  eighteen  stone,  jnst  now,  I  should  think ;  "  said 
Tom. 

"  Ah,  but  yon  are  carrying  a 

"  Why,  yes ;  "  said  Tom. 
night." 

"  That  accounts  for  it,"  aaid  Frank.  "  Uany  diss«Dt«rB  in  this 
parish  ?  " 

"  A  sight  of  all  sorts,"  said  Tom.  "  They  want  attracting  to 
church  here  ;  they  don't  go  naturally,  aa  they  do  In  some  partfl." 

"I  seo,"  said  Frank;  "I  suppose  they'll  come  next  Sunday, 
thoDgb,  to  see  the  new  parson  ;  my  best  plan  will  be  to  give  them 
a  stinger,  so  that  they'll  come  again." 

"  Why,  yon  see,"  said  Tom,  "  it's  got  about  that  there'll  be  no 
Berrioe  next  Sunday,  bo  they'll  make  aa  excuse  for  going  to  Meet- 
ing. Our  beat  plan  will  be,  for  you  and  I  to  go  about  and  let  them 
know  that  there's  a  new  miniBter,  Then  you'll  get  them  together, 
and  after  that  I  leave  it  to  you  to  keep  them.  Shall  wo  go  down 
to  dinner?  " 

They  came  together  going  oat  of  the  door,  and  Frank  turned 
and  said : — 

"Will  you  eliake  handa  with  me?  I  think  we  shall  suit  one 
another." 

"Aye I  that  wa  shall,"  soid  Tom,  heartily;  "you're  a  man's 
parson  ;  that's  about  what  you  ore.  But,"  he  added,  aeriooflly ; 
"you  wouldn't  do  among  the  old  women,  you  know." 

At  dinner,  Miss  Thornton  said,  "  I  hope,  Mr.  Maberly,  yon  are 
none  the  worse  after  your  run  ?  Are  yon  not  afraid  of  such  violent 
exercise  bringing  on  palpitation  of  the  heart?" 

"  Not  I,  my  dear  madam,"  he  said.  "Let  me  make  my  defence 
for  what,  otherwise,  you  might  conBider  mere  boyish  folly.  I  am 
passionately  food  of  athletic  sports  of  all  kinds,  and  indulge  in  tbcm 
aa  a  pleasure.  No  real  man  is  without  some  sort  of  pleasure,  more 
or  lesB  harmless.  Nay,  even  ^or  fanatic  ia  a  man  who  makes  a 
pleasure  and  an  excitement  of  religion.  My  pleasures  are  very 
hannless ;  and  what  can  he  more  harmleas  than  keeping  this  shell 
of  ours  in  the  highest  slnte  of  capacity  for  noble  deeds  ?  I  know, ' ' 
be  sud,  turning  to  Tom,  "  what  the  great  temptation  ia  that  such 
men  as  you  or  1  have  to  contend  against.  It  is  '  the  pride  of  life ; ' 
but  if  we  know  that  and  fight  against  it,  bow  can  it  prevail  against 
UB  ?    It  is  easier  conquered  than  the  lust  of  the  fleehj  or  the  Iwt 
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of  (he  eye,  thongh  some  tcill  teW  yon  that  I  can't  constnto  my 
Greek  TeHtomeut,  and  that  the  '  pride  of  life '  means  eomethiug 
veiy  diSerent.  I  hold  my  opinion,  however,  in  spite  of  them. 
Then,  agab,  although  I  have  token  a  good  degree  (not  so  good  as 
I  might,  though),  1  coneider  that  I  have  only  jtiet  begnn  to  study. 
Consequently,  I  read  bard  still,  and  abnll  continne  to  do  so  the 
next  twenty  years,  please  God.  I  find  my  head  the  clearer,  and 
my  intellect  more  powerful  in  consequence  of  the  good  digestioii 
prcdnctd  by  exercise ;  so  I  mean  to  use  it  till  I  get  loo  fat,  which 
will  he  a  long  white  first." 

"  Ain't  jou  afraid,"  said  Tom,  laughing,  "  of  offending  some  of 
yooT  weaker  brothers'  consciences,  by  nmning  foor  miles,  because 
a  publican  said  yon  couldn't  ?  " 

"Disputing  with  a  pubhcan  might  be  an  error  of  judgment," 
said  Frtmk.  Bab  I  tnin/it  be — itwas:  but  with  regard  to  running 
ibnr  miles — no.  It  is  natnral  and  right  that  a  man  at  five-and- 
twen^r  shoold  be  both  able  and  willing  to  run  four  miles,  a  parson 
above  all  others,  as  a  protest  against  efTemioacy.  With  regard  to 
consciences,  those  very  tender- conseienced  men  onghtn't  to  want  a 
pftTSOQ  at  all." 

Miss  Thornton  bad  barely  left  the  room,  to  go  up  to  the  Vicar, 
leaving  Tom  and  Frank  Maberly  over  their  wine,  when  Iha  hall- 
door  was  thrown  open,  and  the  well-known  voice  of  the  Doctor  was 
heard  exclaiming  in  angry  tones  : — 

"If!  sir,  if!  always  at  iTs.  'If  Blnober  had  destroyed  the 
bridge,'  say  you,  eis  if  he  ever  meant  to  bo  such  a  Vandal.  And 
if  he  had  meant  to  do  it,  do  you  think  that  fifty  Welleateys  in  one 
would  have  stayed  him  ?  No,  sir  ;  and  if  be  had  destroyed  every 
bridge  on  the  Seine,  sir,  he  would  have  done  better  than  to  be 
overruled  by  the  counsels  of  Weilliagton  (glory  go  with  him,  how- 
ever I  He  was  a  good  man).  And  why,  forsooth  ? — because  the 
English  bore  the  brant  at  Waterloo,  in  consequence  of  the  Prussians 
being  delayed  by  muddy  roads," 

"And  Ligny,"  said  the  laughing  voice  of  Major  Buckley.  "Oh, 
Doctor,  dear  I  I  like  to  make  you  angry,  because  then  yonr  logio 
is  so  very  outrageous.  Yon  are  hke  the  man  who  pleaded  not 
guilty  of  morder:  first,  because  be  hadn't  done  it:  secondly,  that 
he  was  dmnk  when  he  did  it ;  and  thirdly,  that  it  was  a  case  of 
mistaken  identity." 

"  Ha,  ha  1 "  laughed  the  Doctor,  merrily,  recovering  hia  good 
hamoar  in  a  moment.  "That's  an  Irish  story  for  a  thousand 
pounds.    There's  nothing  English  about  that.    Ha  I  ba  I" 

They  were  presented  to  Frs^  as  the  new  Curate.  The  Doctor, 
alVr  a  eonrteous  salutation,  put  on  his  spectacles,  and  esaniinad 
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him  oarefully.     Frank  looked  at  him  all  the  time  irith  a  qi 
smile,  ftnd  in  the  end  the  Doctor  said — 

"  Allow  me  the  privilepe  of  shaking  hands  with  you,  sir. 
I  be  considered  rnde  if  1  say  that  I  Beldom  or  never  saw  a  finer 
head  than  yours  on  a  man's  shoulders  ?  And  jndging  by  the  face, 
it  is  well  lined." 

"Like  a  bnck-basket,"  said  Frank,  "  foil  of  dirty  linen.  Plenty 
of  it,  and  of  some  qnalitj,  but  not  in  a  stale  fit  for  use  yet.  I  will 
have  it  washed  np,  and  wear  snch  of  jt  as  is  worth  soon." 

The  Doctor  saw  be  bad  found  a  man  after  his  own  heart,  and  it 
was  not  long  before  Frank  and  he  were  in  the  seventh  heaven  of, 
discussion.    Meanwhile,  the  Major  bad  drawn  up  alongside  of  I< 
and  said — 

"  Any  news  of  the  poor  little  dove  that  has  left  the  nest, 
Wend?" 

"  Yea,"  said  Tom,  eagerly ;  "  we  have  got  a  letter.  Good  news, 
too." 

"Thank  God  for  that,"  said  the  Miyor.  "  And  where  are  tbey?  " 

"They  are  now  at  Brighton." 

"  What's  that  ?  "  said  the  Doctor,  turning  round.  "  Any 
news  ?  " 

They  told  him,  and  then  it  became  necessary  to  tell  Frank 
Maberly  what  he  had  not  known  before,  that  the  Vicar  had  a 
daughter  who  had  "gone  off." 

"  One  of  the  prottiest,  aweetest  creatures,  Mr.  Maberiy,"  said 
the  Mi^or,  "  that  yon  ever  saw  in  your  hfe.  None  of  us,  I  believe, 
knew  how  well  we  loved  her  till  she  was  gone." 

"And  a  very  remarkable  character,  besides,"  said  the  Doctor. 

'■  Such  a  force  of  will  as  yon  see  in  few  women  of  her  age. 
Obscured  by  passion  and  girlish  folly,  it  seemed  more  like  obstii 
to  US.     But  she  has  a  noble  heart,  and,  when  she  has  outlived 
youthful  fancies,  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  she  turned  out  a 


i^  remsr 

k 


remarkable  woman." 


CHAPTER  Xin. 
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3  a-week  ftom  old  J 


k 


One  moming  Uia  man  who  ^ 

at  the  WoodlandB,  down  to  the  post,  brought  back  a  letter,  wbi 

be  deliverad  U>  Madge  at  the  door.     8ae  tamed  it  over  i 
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I  it  more  carefully  than  she  gen^rnll;  did  Uie  old  man's 
lett«rs,  for  it  was  directed  in  a  clerk-like  hand,  and  was  sealed  nilh 
a  hig  and  important- looking  eeal,  and  when  aLe  came  to  examine 
this  seal,  she  sair  that  it  bore  the  words  "  B.  and  F.  Bank."  *'  80, 
they  are  at  it  again,  are  they  ?  "  eb*  said.  "  The  dence  take  "em, 
1  Bay :  thoogh  for  that  matter  I  can't  exactly  biamo  the  folks  for 
looking  alter  their  ovn.  Well,  there's  no  mistake  about  one  thing, 
he  mnat  eee  this  letter,  else  some  of  'em  will  be  coming  orer  and 
blowing  the  whole  thing.  He  will  ask  me  to  read  it  for  him,  and 
I'll  do  so,  right  to  aa  end.  Lord,  what  a  breeze  there'll  be  I  I 
hope  i  shall  bo  able  to  pull  my  lad  through,  though  it  very 
much  depends  on  the  old  'un's  temper.  However,  1  shall  Boon 
know." 

Old  Hawker  was  nearly  blind,  and  although  an  avaricions,  sns- 
piciooe  old  man,  aa  a  general  rale,  tni8l«d  implicitly  on  ordinary 
Dccaaons  to  George  and  Madge  in  the  management  of  his  accounts, 
reflec^g,  with  some  reason,  that  it  eoold  not  be  their  interest  to 
cheat  him.  Of  late,  however,  he  had  been  nneasy  in  his  mind. 
Madge,  there  was  no  denying,  had  got  through  a  great  deal  more 
money  than  nsual,  and  be  was  not  eatisfied  with  her  account  of 
where  it  bad  gone.  She,  we  Imov,  was  in  the  habit  of  aupplying 
George's  extravagances  in  a  way  which  tried  all  her  ingenuity  to 
hide  from  him,  and  he,  mistrusting  ber  stat^menU,  had  determined 
aa  &r  as  he  could  to  wateh  her. 

Od  this  occasion  she  laid  the  letter  on  Uio  breakfast  table,  and 
waited  bis  coming  down,  hoping  that  be  might  bo  in  a  good 
htunour,  so  that  there  might  be  some  chance  of  averting  the  storm 
from  George.  Madge  was  mnch  terri&i^d  for  the  consequences,  but 
was  <pute  calm  and  firm. 

Not  long  before  she  heori)  his  heavy  step  coming  down  the  stairs, 
and  soon  he  came  into  the  room,  eridently  in  no  favourable  state  of 

"  If  yon  don't  kill  or  poison  that  black  tom-cat,"  was  his  first 
speech,  "  by  the  Lord  I  will.  I  suppose  yon  keep  him  for  some 
of  your  witohwork.  But  if  he's  the  devil  himself,  as  I  believe  he 
is,  I'll  shoot  him .  I  won't  be  kept  out  of  my  natnral  sleep  by  such 
a  devil's  brat  aa  that.  He's  been  keeping  up  such  a  growling  and 
S  serowling  on  the  hen-house  roof  all  night,  that  I  thought  it  waa 
Old  Scmteh  come  for  you,  and  getting  impatient.  If  yon  nmat 
keep  tai  imp  of  Satan  in  the  hoiLse,  get  a  mole,  or  a  rat,  or  some 
quiet  beast  of  that  sort,  and  not  such  a  vicious  toad  as  him." 

"  Shoot  him  afl«r  hreaktast  if  you  like,"  she  said.  "  He's  no 
Eri«nd  of  mine.  Get  your  breakfast,  and  don't  be  a  fool.  There's 
tfttTOQ  ;  taks  and  read  it." 
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"  Yah  I  Read  it,  she  Bays,  and  kaovia  I'm  blind,"  EOJd  HawW. 
"  Yoo  artful  mmi,  you  want  to  read  it  yonrself." 

He  took  the  letter  np,  and  tnrned  it  over  and  over.  He  knew 
the  Btioi,  oud  ebot  a  easpicioos  glance  at  ber.  Then,  looking  at 
ber  fixedly,  he  put  it  in  bis  breast-pocket,  and  buttoned  up  his 
coat. 

•' There  1"  be  said,  'Til  read  it.  Oh  yes,  believe  me,  I'll 
read  it.    Yon  Jezebel  1 " 

"You'd  bett«r  eat  your  meet  like  a  ChriBtian  man,"  sbe 
answered,  "and  not  moke  such  faces  as  them." 

"  Where's  the  man  ?  "  be  asked. 

"  Outside,  I  enppoBe." 

"Tell  bim  I  want  tlie  gi^.  I'm  going  oat  for  a  drive,  k 
pleasure  drive,  you  know.  All  down  the  lane,  and  back  again. 
Cut  along  and  tell  him,  before  I  do  you  a  mischief." 

She  saw  he  was  in  one  of  his  evil  humours,  when  nothing  waa 
to  be  done  with  him,  and  felt  very  uneasy.  She  went  and  ordered 
the  gig,  and  when  he  had  finished  breakfast,  he  came  out  to  tlie 
door. 

"  YoLt'd  best  take  your  big  coat,"  she  said,  "  else  you'll  be 
getting  cold,  and  be  in  a  worse  temper  than  yon  are, — and  that's 
bad  enough.  Lord  knows,  for  a  poor  woman  to  put  up  with." 

"  How  careful  she  is  I  "  said  Hawker.  "  What  care  she  takes 
of  the  old  man  I  I've  lefl  you  ten  thousand  pounds  in  my  will, 
ducky.     Good-bye." 

He  drove  off,  and  left  her  stcinding  in  the  porch.  Wbat  a  wild, 
tall  figure  she  was,  standing  so  stem  and  steadfast  there  in  the 
monung  sun  I — a  woman  one  would  ratber  have  for  a  friend  than 
an  enemy. 

Hawker  was  full  of  other  thoughts  than  tliese.  Coupling  bis 
other  suspicions  of  Madge  with  the  receipt  of  this  letter  &om  the 
bank,  he  was  growing  very  apprehensive  of  something  being  wrong. 
Ho  wanted  this  letter  read  to  him,  but  whom  could  be  trust? 
Who  better  than  his  old  companion  Burrows,  who  lived  in  the 
valley  below  the  Vicarage  ?  So,  whipping  up  his  boroe,  he 
drove  there,  but  found  he  was  out.  He  turned  back  again, 
puzzled,  going  slowly,  and  as  he  came  to  tlie  bottom  of  the  lull, 
below  the  Vicarage,  he  saw  a  tall  man  leaning  against  the  gate, 
and  smoking. 

"  He'U  do  for  want  of  a  better,"  he  said  to  himself.  "  He's 
an  honest-going  fellow,  and  we've  always  been  good  friends,  and 
done  good  business  together,  though  he  is  one  of  that  euTBod 
Vicarage  lot," 

Bo  ba  drew  up  when  he  came  to  the  gate.    "  I  beg  your  pardoOt 
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Hr.  Tronbridgo,"  be  eaid,  with  e,  Teiy  different  tone  and  manner 

what  we  have  been  accastomed  to  bear  him  nsc,  "  but  could 
yon  do  a  kindness  for  a  blind  old  man  ?  I  have  no  one  about  me 
that  I  can  trust  ainco  my  aon  is  gone  away.  I  have  reason  to 
belioTe  that  this  letter  is  of  importance  ;  could  you  be  so  good  as 
to  road  it  to  me  ?  " 

"  I  shall  bo  happy  to  oblige  yon,  Mr.  Hatrkur,"  said  Tom.  "  I 
am  Bony  to  hear  that  your  eight  is  so  bad." 

"  Yee ;  I'm  Iraakiiig  fast,"  said  Hawker.  "  Howeyer,  I  shan't 
be  much  missed.  I  don't  inquire  how  the  Vicar  is^  because  I 
know  already,  and  because  I  don't  think  he  wonid  care  moch  for 
my  inqoirios,  after  the  itfjoty  my  son  has  doao  him.  I  will  break 
Lhie  seal.     Now  may  I  trouble  yoa  ?  " 

Tom  Troobridge  read  aloud  : — 

"  B.  and  F.  Bank.  [Such  a  date.] 
"  Sm, — May  I  request  that  you  will  favour  me  personally  with 
a  call,  at  the  earUeat  possible  opportunity,  at  my  private  office, 
16S,  Broad  Street?  I  have  reason  to  fear  that  two  forged  cheques, 
bearing  your  signature,  have  been  inadvertently  cashed  by  us. 
The  amount,  I  am  sorry  to  inform  you,  is  considerable.  I  need 
not  further  urge  your  immediate  attention.  This  ia  the  ibird 
communication  we  have  mode  to  ^'ou  on  the  subject,  and  are  much 
eorprised  at  receiving  no  answer.  I  hope  that  yon  will  be  so  good 
■s  to  call  at  once. 

"  Yours,  sir,  &c.,  P.  Bollox,  Manager." 

"  I  thank  yon,  Mr.  Tronbridgo,"  said  the  old  man,  quietly  and 
politdy.  "  Yon  see  I  was  not  wrong  when  I  thought  that  this 
letter  was  of  importance.  May  I  beg  as  a  iavour  that  you  would 
not  mention  this  to  any  one  ? ' ' 

"  Certiunly,  Mr.  Hawker.  I  vill  respect  your  wish.  I  hope 
your  loss  may  not  bo  heavy." 

"  The  loss  wUl  not  bo  mine,  though,  will  it  ?  "  said  old  Hawker. 
"  I  anticipate  that  it  will  fall  on  the  bank.  It  is  sorely  at  their 
risk  to  cash  cheques.  Why,  a  man  might  sign  for  all  the  money 
I  have  in  their  hands,  and  surely  they  would  he  answerable  fii 
it?" 

"  I  am  not  aware  how  the  law  etand:^,  Mr.  Hawker,"  said  Tron- 
bridgo. "  Fortunately,  no  one  has  ever  thought  it  worth  while  to 
forge  my  name." 

"  W^,  I  wish  you  a  good  day,  sir,  with  many  thanks," 
Hawkar.     "  Can  I  do  anything  for  yoa  in  Eiel«r  ?  " 

Old  Uawkec  drove  away  rapidly'  in  the  direction  of  Euter ; 
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horse,  a  fine  bkek,  clearing  the  gronnd  in  eplendid  sijie.  Altkoa^ 
a  canning  man,  be  was  not  quick  in  following  a  train  of  reasoning, 
and  he  wae  half-way  to  Exeter  before  he  had  thoroughly  compre- 
hended his  situation.  And  then,  all  he  saw  was  that  eomebody 
had  forged  his  name,  and  he  believed  that  Kfadge  knew  something 
abont  it. 

"I  wish  my  boy  George  was  at  home,"  ho  said.  "He'd  save 
me  getting  a  lawyer  now.  I  am  altogether  io  the  hands  of  those 
Baak  folks  if  they  like  to  cheat  me,  though  it's  not  likely  they'd 
do  that.     At  aU  events  I  will  take  Dickson  with  me." 

Dickson  was  an  attorney  of  good  enough  repute.  A  very  clever 
quiet  man,  and  e,  good  deal  employed  by  old  Hawker,  when  his 
business  was  not  too  disreputable.  Some  years  before,  Hawker 
had  brought  some  such  excessively  dirty  work  to  his  office,  that 
the  lawyer  politely  declined  having  anything  to  do  with  it,  bat 
recommended  bim  to  on  attorney  who  he  thought  would  undertake 
it.  And  from  that  time  the  old  fellow  treated  him  with  marked 
respect,  and  spoke  everywhere  of  him  as  a  man  to  be  trusted : 
snch  an  effect  had  the  &ct  of  a  lawyer  refusing  business  had  on 

He  reached  Exeter  by  two  o'clock,  eo  rapidly  had  he  driven. 
He  went  at  once  to  Dickson's,  and  found  him  at  home,  btiBy  Bwing- 
iog  the  poker,  in  deep  thought,  before  the  fireplace  in  hia  inner 
office.  He  was  a  small  man,  with  on  impenetrable  ezpreeaianlesB 
face,  who  never  was  known  to  nnbonJ  himself  to  a  human  being. 
Only  two  facta  were  known  about  bim.  One  was,  that  he  was  the 
best  swimmer  in  Exeter,  and  had  eavcd  several  lives  from  drown- 
ing ;  and  the  other  was,  that  he  gave  away  (for  him)  large  sums  in 
private  charity. 

Such  was  the  man  who  now  received  old  Hawker,  with  quiet 
politeness  ;  and  having  sent  bis  horse  round  to  the  inn  et«ble  by 
a  clerk,  sat  down  oiic«  more  by  the  fire,  and  began  swinging  the 
poker,  and  waiting  for  the  otlier  to  begin  the  conversation. 

"If  yon  ore  not  engaged,  Mr.  Dickson,"  said  Hawker,  "I 
would  be  much  obliged  to  you  if  yon  could  step  round  to  the  B. 
and  F.  Bonk  with  me.  I  wont  yoa  to  witness  what  passes,  and  to 
read  any  letters  or  papers  for  me  that  I  shall  require." 

The  attorney  put  down  the  poker,  got  his  hat,  and  stood  waiting, 
all  withont  a  word. 

"  You  won't  find  it  necessary  to  remark  on  anything  that  occare, 
Mr,  Dickson,  unless  I  ask  your  opinion." 

The  attorney  nodded,  and  whistled  a  tone.  And  then  they 
started  together  through  the  crowded  street. 

The  bank  was  not  far,  and  Hawker  pushed  his  way  in  a 
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the  erowcl  of  customers.  It  was  some  time  beroro  he  conld  get 
hold  cf  a  clerk,  there  was  so  much  business  gobg  oQ.    When,  at 

st,  he  did  BO,  be  said — "  I  wwt  to  see  Mr.  Rollox ;  be  told  i 
to  mil  on  him  at  once." 

"  He  is  engaged  at  present,"  said  the  clerk.  "  It  is  quite  im- 
poBsilile  yon  can  see  hun."  { 

"Yoa   don't  know  what  j'on    are   tallcing  about,  man,"  saidi 
Hawker.    "  Send  in  and  teU  him  Mr.  Hawker,  of  Dramston,  ii 
here." 

"  Oh,  I  beg  yonr  pardon,  Mr.  Hawker.  I  have  only  jnst  coma 
here,  and  did  not  know  yon.     Porter,  show  Mr.  Hawkor  in." 

Tb^  went  into  the  formal  bank  parlonr.  Ibcre  was  the  leather 
writing  table,  the  sheet  almanac,  the  iron  safe,  and  ail  the  weapons 
by  wUch  bankers  war  against  mankind,  as  in  all  other  sanctnariea 
of  the  kind.  Moreover,  there  was  the  commaiider- in -chief  him- 
aetf,  sitting  at  the  table.  A  biild,  clever,  gentlemanly-looking 
nan,  who  bowed  when  they  came  in.  "  Good  day,  Mr.  Hawker. 
I  am  obUged  to  yon  for  culling  at  last.  Wo  thought  something 
wae  wrong.  Mr.  Dickson,  I  hope  yon  are  well.  Are  yon  attending 
with  Mr.  Hawker,  or  are  yoa  come  on  private  business  7  " 

The  attorney  said — "  I'm  coma  at  bis  request,"  and  relapsed 
into  silence. 

"Ah  I "  said  the  manager.  "I  am,  on  the  whole,  glad  that  Mr. 
Hawker  has  brought  a  profesBionnl  adviser  with  him.  Though," 
ha  added,  langhing,  "  it  is  putting  me  rather  at  a  disadvantage, 
you  know.     Two  to  one, — eh  ?  " 

"  Now,  gentlemen,  if  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  dose  the  door 
carefully,  and  be  seatad,  I  will  proceed  to  business,  hoping  that 
yon  will  give  me  yonr  best  attention.  Abont  six  or  eight  montha 
ago, — let  mo  be  particular,  though,"  said  he,  referring  to  some 
fn^en, — "  that  is  rather  a  loose  way  of  beginning.  Here  it  is. 
The  Itmrth  of  September  last  year — yes.  On  that  day,  Mr, 
Hawker,  a  cheque  was  presented  at  this  bank,  drawn  '  in  favour  g£^ 
bearer,'  and  signed  in  your  name,  for  two  hundred  pounds, 
co^ed,  the  person  who  presented  it  being  well  known  here." 

"  W^o  1 "  interrupted  Hawker.  _ 

"  Excuse  me,  eir,"  said  the  manager ;  "  allow  mo  to  come  to 
that  bereailer.  You  were  abont  to  say,  I  anticipate,  that  yon  never 
drew  a  cheque  '  on  bearer '  in  year  life.     Quite  true.     That  ought 

I  to  bare  excited  attention,  bat  it  did  not  till  a  very  few  weeks  ago, 
OUT  bead-olerk,  casting  bis  eyes  down  your  account,  remarked  on 
the  pconliarity,  and,  on  examining  the  cheque,  was  inclined  to 
b^ttre  that  it  wae  not  in  your  usual  handwriting.  He  intended 
eommusicatmg  with  me,  but  was  prevented  for  some  days  by  my  _ 
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abaence ;  and,  in  the  meantiine,  another  cheque,  dm!1ar,  but  heUter 
imitated,  nos  presented  b;  tbe  same  person,  and  cashed,  without 
the  knowledge  of  the  head-clerk.  On  the  cheque  coming  into  his 
hands,  he  reprimanded  the  cashier,  and  he  and  I,  having  more 
closely  examined  them,  come  to  the  conclasion  that  the;  were  both 
forgeries.  We  immediately  communicated  witli  ;on,  and,  to  onr 
great  surprise,  received  no  answer  either  to  our  first  or  second 
application.  We,  however,  were  not  idle.  We  ascertained  that 
we  could  lay  our  hands  on  the  ntterer  of  tbe  cheques  at  an; 
moment,  and  tried  a  third  letter  to  jon,  which  baa  been  suc- 
cessful." 

"  The  two  letters  jou  speak  of  have  never  reached  me,  Mr. 
Bollox,"  said  Hawker.  "  I  started  off  on  the  receipt  of  yours  this 
morning — the  first  I  saw.  I  guu  sorry,  sir,  that  the  bank  should 
lose  money  through  me  ;  bat,  by  your  oivn  showing,  sir,  the  fault 
hiy  with  your  own  clerks." 

"I  have  never  attempted  to  deny  it,  Mr.  Hawker,"  said  the 
manager.  "  But  there  are  other  matters  to  be  conudered. 
Before  I  go  on,  I  wish  to  give  you  an  opportunity  of  sending  away 
your  professional  adviser,  and  continuing  this  conversation  with 
me  alone." 

They  both  turned  and  looked  ftt  the  lawyer.  Ho  was  aitting 
with  his  hands  in  bis  pockets,  and  one  would  have  thought  be  wns 
whistling,  only  no  sound  came.  His  fiice  showed  no  signs  of 
intelligence  in  any  feature  save  his  eyes,  and  they  were  expressive 
of  tbe  wildest  and  most  nnhounded  astonishment. 

"  I  have  nothing  to  do  in  thia  matter,  sir,"  said  Hawker,  "  that 
I  should  not  wish  Mr.  Dickson  to  bear.  He  is  an  honourable 
man,  and  I  confide  b  him  thorougldy." 

"  So  be  it,  tlien,  Mr.  Hawker,"  said  the  manager.  "  I  have  u 
high  an  opinion  of  my  fiiend  Mr.  Dicksou  as  yon  have  ;  but  I  warn 
yon,  that  some  port  of  what  will  follow  will  touch  you  very  un- 
pleoeanlly." 

"  1  don't  see  how,"  said  Hawker;  "  go  on,  if  yon  please." 

"  Will  you  be  good  enough  to  examine  these  two  cheques,  and 
say  whether  they  are  genuine  or  not  ?  " 

"  I  have  only  to  look  at  the  amount  of  this  large  one,  to  pro- 
noance  it  an  impndent  forgery,"  said  Hawker.  "I  have  not 
signed  so  large  a  cheque  for  many  years.  There  was  one  last 
January  twelvemonth  of  £100,  for  the  land  at  Highcot,  and  that 
is  the  largest,  I  believe,  I  ever  gave  in  my  life." 

"  There  con  he  no  doubt  tlioy  are  forgeries.  Your  Night,  I 
bdieye,  is  too  bad  to  swear  easily  to  your  own  signature  ;  but  that 
in  ^uii«  enough.    Now,  I  kava  laid  t^  cose  be&se  oni  govenuTt 
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Lord  C ,  and  he  went  so  far  aa  to  say  that,  nnder  the  p&mfnl   i 

cireitmstaQoes  of  the  case,  if  yoa  ^rcre  to  refund  tha  money,  th« 
honk  might  let  llie  matter  drop  ;  but  that,  otherwise,  it  woidd  ba    i 
their  moat  paintul  dat;  to  prosecute. " 

"irefond  the  money!"  langhed  Hawk« ;  "joo  are  playing    ] 
vitii  me,  sir.     Prosecute  Uio  dog ;  I  will  come  and  see  bim  hong  t 
Hal  Hal" 

"  It  will  be  a  terrible  thing  if  we  prosecute  the  ntterer  of  these  \ 
cheqaes,"  said  the  manager. 

"Why?"  said  Hawker.     "  By-tJie-bye,  you  know  who  he 
don't  yoQ  ?    Tell  me  who  it  is  ?  " 

"  Your  own  son,  Mr.  Hawker,"  eaid  the  manager,  almost  ii 
whisper. 

^wker  rose  and  glared  at  them  with  sneh  a  kiok  of  deadly  rage 
that  they  shrank  from  him  nppalted.  Then,  he  tettored  to  the 
mantelpiece  and  leant  against  it,  trying  to  untie  his  neckcloth  with 
feabls,  trembling  fingers. 

"  Open  your  confounded  window  there,  Rolloj,"  cried  the  lawyer, 
starting  up,     "  Where's  the  wine  ?     Look  sliarp,  man  I  " 

Hawker  wared  to  him  impatiently  to  sit  down,  and  then  said,  at 
first  gasping  for  breatli,  but  a^rwards  more  quietly  : 

"  Are  you  sure  it  was  he  that  brought  those  cheques  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  sir,"  said  the  manager.  "  You  may  he  sure  it  was 
he.  Had  it  beeu  any  one  else,  they  would  not  have  been  cashed 
without  more  examination ;  and  on  the  last  occasion  he  accounted 
nther  elaborately  for  youi  drawing  snch  a  laige  sum." 

Hawker  recorered  himself  and  sat  down. 

"  Don't  be  frightened,  gentlemen, "  he  said.  "  Not  tltis  time,  ' 
Vn  something  to  do  before  that  comes.  It  won't  be  long,  tha 
doctor  says,  but  I  must  transact  some  bastneBs  first.  0  Loid  I  I 
Bee  it  all  now.  That  cursed,  cursed  woman  and  her  boy  have  been 
hoodwinking  me  and  playing  with  me  all  this  time,  have  they  ? 
Oh,  but  I'll  have  my  vengeance  on  'em — one  to  the  stocks,  and 
another  to  the  gallows.  I,  uufortmmtely,  oim't  give  you  any  iufonna- 
tion  wliere  that  man  is  that  has  the  audacity  to  bear  my  name,  sir," 
Mud  he  to  the  manager.  "  His  mother  at  one  time  persuaded  mo 
that  ho  was  a  child  of  mine :  but  such  tnfcmal  gipsy  drabs  as  that 
can't  be  depended  on,  you  know.  I  have  the  honour  to  wish  you 
a  very  good  afternoon,  sir,  thanking  you  for  your  iufommtion,  and 
g  your  connsel  will  secure  a  speedy  conviction.  I  shall  pro- 
j  trouble  you  to  meet  me  at  a  magistrate's  to-morrow  morning, 
a  I  will  take  my  oath  in  his  presence  that  those  cheques  are 
"ou  will  find  alterationa  in  my  banker's  book,  too,  I 
'U  look  into  it  all  to-morrow.    Come  along,  Dickson, 
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my  sly  litUe  weasel ;  I've  a  gay  night's  work  for 
to  leave  aU  ray  property  to  iny  consin  Nick,  my 
and  a  lawsuit  with  it  that'll  break  his  beiurt. 
lawyers, — eh,  my  boy  !  " 

So  talking,  the  old  man  etrode  firmly  forth,  with  a  bitter,  malig- 
cant  scowl  on  his  flushed  fai;«.  The  hiwyer  followed  him,  and, 
when  they  were  in  the  street,  Hawker  again  asked  him  to  come  to 
the  inn  and  make  his  will  for  him. 

"  I'll  stay  by  you.  Hawker,  and  see  that  yon  don't  make  a  fool 
of  yooreeif.  I  wish  you  would  not  be  bo  vindictive.  It's  indecent ; 
you'll  be  ashamed  of  it  to-morrow ;  but,  iu  the  meantime,  ifa 
indecent." 

"Ha,  ba !  "  laughed  Hawker;  "bow  quietly  he  talks!  One 
can  Eoe  that  he  hasn't  had  a  bastard  child  fathered  on  him  by  a 
gipsy  hag.  Oome  along,  old  Eellow ;  there's  fifty  pounds'  worth  of 
work  for  yon  this  week,  if  I  only  lire  through  it  1  " 

He  took  the  lawyer  to  the  ius,  and  they  got  dinner.  Hawker 
ate  bnt  Lttle,  for  him,  but  drack  a  good  deal,  Dickson  thought  be 
was  getting  drank  ;  but  when  dinner  was  over,  and  Hawker  had 
ordered  in  spirits -and -water,  be  seemed  sober  enough  again. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Dickson,"  said  he,  "  I  am  going  to  make  a  fresh 
will  to-morrow  morning,  and  I  shall  want  you  to  draw  it  np  for  ma. 
JJiei  that  I  want  yon  to  come  home  with  me  and  transact  business. 
You  will  do  a  good  day's  work,  I  promise  yon.  Yon  seem  to  me 
now  to  be  the  only  man  in  the  world  I  can  trust.  I  pray  you  don't 
desert  me." 

"  Aa  I  said  before,"  replied  the  lawyer,  "  I  won't  doaert  yon ; 
but  listen  to  me.  I  don't  half  like  the  sudden  way  you  have  turned 
against  your  own  eon.  Why  don't  you  pay  this  money,  and  save 
the  dis^-ace  of  that  unhappy  young  man  ?  I  don't  say  anything 
al>out  your  disinheriting  hiin — that's  no  huainess  of  mine — but  don't 

be  witness  against  him.     The  hank,  or  rather  my  Lord  C ,  boa 

been  very  kind  ahont  it.     Take  advantage  of  their  kindness  and 
hnflh  the  matter  up." 

"  I  know  you  ain't  in  the  pay  of  the  bank,"  said  Hawker,  "  no 
I  won't  charge  yon  with  it.  I  inow  you  better  than  to  think  you'd 
lend  yourself  to  anj-thmgsomean ;  but  your  conduct  looks  suspicious. 
If  yon  hadn't  done  me  a  few  disinterested  kindnesses  lately,  I 
should  say  tiiat  they'd  paid  yon  to  persuade  me  to  stop  this,  so  as 
they  might  get  their  money  ba«k,  and  save  the  cost  of  a  prosecu- 
tion. But  I  ain't  so  lar  gone  as  to  believe  that ;  and  so  I  tell  yon, 
as  one  man  to  another,  that  if  yon'd  come  suddenly  on  such  a  mine 
of  treason  and  conspiracy  as  I  have  this  afternoon,  and  found  a  lad 
that  yon  have  treated  as,  and  tried  to  believe  was,  your  own  b 
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500'd  be  &e  bad  u  me.  Evet;  moment  I  think  of  it,  it  comes  out  I 
clearer.  That  woman  that  lives  with  me  b&s  palmed  that  brat  of  ^ 
bins  on  me  as  my  child ;  and  he  and  she  hare  been  plmidering  ms 
these  years  past.  The  money  that  woman  has  made  away  with 
would  bnild  a  ship,  sir.  What  she's  done  with  it,  her  master,  th« 
devil,  only  knows  ;  and  I've  said  nooght  aboot  it,  because  aho's  a 
witch,  and  I  was  a&aid  of  hor.  Bat  now  I've  found  ber  ont.  8h« 
has  stopped  the  letters  that  the;  wrote  to  me  about  this  boy'a 
[brg«ry,  and  that  shows  she  was  in  it.  She  shall  pack.  I  won't 
prosecute  her ;  no,  IVe  rBasona  against  that ;  but  I'll  turn  hv  _ 
ont  in  the  world  without  a  eiipenoe.  You  Gee  I'm  quiet  e 
DOW  I " 

"You're  quiet  enough,"  said  the  lawyer,  "and  you're  etala 
your  cue  Taiy  well.      Bot  ara  you  sure  this  lad  is  not  jonr' 
§on?" 

"  If  I  was  Bore  that  he  was,"  said  Hawker,  "  it  wouldn't  make 
any  difference,  as  J  know  on.  Ah,  man,  you  don't  know  what  a 
rage  I'm  in.  If  I  chose,  I  could  put  myself  into  such  an  infernal 
passion  at  this  momont  as  would  bring  on  a  'plectic  fit,  and  lay  me 
dead  on  the  floor.  But  I  won't  do  it,  not  yet.  I'll  have  another 
drop  of  brandy,  and  sing  you  a  song.  Shall  I  gi?e  'ee  'Roger 
a-Maying,'  or  what'll  ye  have  ?  " 

"  I'll  have  you  go  to  bed,  and  not  take  any  more  brandy,"  stud 
the  lawyer.  "  If  you  siug,  get  in  one  of  the  wiuters,  and  sing  to 
him ;  he'd  et^ay  it.  I'm  going  home,  but  I  shall  come  to  break- 
bat  to-morrow  morning,  and  find  yon  in  a  different  humour." 

"  Good  night,  old  mole,"  said  Hawker ;  "  good  night,  old  bat, 
old  parchment  akin,  old  sixty  per  cent.  Ha,  ba  1  If  a  wench 
brings  a  brat  to  thee,  old  lad,  chaiik  it  out  0'  window,  and  her 
after  it.  Thoa  can  only  get  hung  for  it,  man.  They  con  only 
hang  thee  once,  and  that  is  better  than  to  keep  it  and  foster  it, 
and  have  it  turn  against  thee  when  it  grows  up.     Good  night." 

Dickson  came  to  him  in  the  morning,  and  found  him  in  the 
same  mind.  They  settled  down  to  business,  and  Hawker  made  a 
now  will.  Ho  left  all  bis  property  to  his  cousin  (a  man  he  had 
had  a  bittur  quarrel  with  for  years),  except  £100  to  his  groom, 
and  £200  to  Tom  Troubridge,  "for  an  act  of  civiU^"  (so  the 
words  nm),  "In  ruading  a  letter  for  a  man  who  oneht  lo  have  been 
his  enemy."  And  when  the  will  (a  vety  short  one)  waa  finished, 
and  the  lawyer  proposed  getting  two  of  his  clerks  as  witnesses. 
Hawker  told  bim  to  fold  it  up  and  keep  it ;  that  he  would  get  it 
witnessed  by-ond-by. 

"You're  coming  home  with  me,"  he  said,  "and  we'll  get  it 
witnessed  there.     You'll  see  why,  when  it's  dcme." 
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Then  they  went  to  the  manager  of  the  hank,  and  got  him  to  go 
before  a  magistrate  with  him,  whilst  he  deposed  on  oath  that  the 
two  oheqaes,  before  mentioned,  were  forgeries,  alleging  that  his  liia 
was  so  uncertain  that  the  criminal  might  escape  justice  by  1' 
snddoD  death.  Then  he  and  Dickson  went  hack  to  t'  ' 
after  dinner  started  together  to  drive  to  Dmmston. 

They  had  been  80  engaged  with  hnsiness  that  they  had  t       

no  notice  of  the  weather.  But  wien  they  were  clear  of  the  northern 
Bubnrhs  of  the  town,  and  were  0jing  rapidly  along  the  noble  tum- 
pike.foad  that  turning  eastward  skirts  the  broad  Ere  for  a  couple 
of  miles  before  turning  north  again,  they  remarked  that  a  dense 
black  cloud  hong  before  them,  and  that  everything  foreboded  k 
Tiolent  thnnder-storm. 

"  We  shall  get  a  drowning  before  we  reach  your  place,  Hawker," 
said  the  lawyer.     "  I'm  glad  I  brought  my  coat." 

"Lawyers  never  get  drowned,"  ewd  Hawker, "  though  I  believe 
yaa  have  tried  it  ottea  enough." 

When  they  crossed  the  bridge,  and  turned  to  the  nortb,  along 
the  pretty  banks  of  the  Greedy,  they  began  to  hope  that  they  would 
leave  it  on  the  right ;  bat  ere  they  reached  Newton  St.  Cyres  they 
saw  that  it  was  creeping  np  overhead,  and  stopping  a  few  minutes 
in  that  village,  peroeivod  that  the  folks  were  all  out  at  their  doors 
talking  to  one  another,  as  people  do  for  company's  sake  when  a 
atorm  is  oonung  on. 

Before  they  got  to  Crediton  they  could  diatmguish,  above  the 
sonnd  of  the  wheels,  the  thunder  groaning  and  muttering 
perpetually,  and  as  they  rattled  quickly  past  the  grand  old  minster 
a  few  drops  of  rain  began  to  &U- 

The  bo}'8  were  coming  out  of  tlie  Grammar  School  in  shoals, 
laughing,  running,  whooping,  as  the  manner  of  boys  is.  Hawker 
drove  slowly  as  be  passed  through  the  crowd,  and  the  lawyer  took 
that  opportunity  to  put  on  his  great-coat. 

"  We've  been  lucky  so  far,"  he  said,  "  and  now  we  are  going 
to  pay  for  oar  good  tuck.  Before  it  is  too  late.  Hawker,  pull  np 
and  stay  hero.  If  we  have  to  stop  oil  night,  I'll  pay  eipenses  ;  I 
will  indeed.     It  mil  be  dark  before  we  ore  home.     Do  stop." 

"  Not  for  a  thousand  pound."  siud  Hawker.  "  I  wouldn't  banik 
myself  now  for  a  thousand  pound.  Hey  I  fancy  turning  her  out 
gudh  a  night  as  this  without  sixpence  in  her  pocket.  Why,  a  man 
like  you,  that  all  the  county  knows,  a  man  who  has  got  two  gold 
medals  tor  bravery,  ain't  surely  afraid  of  a  thnnderstom  ?  " 

"  I  am't  afraid  of  the  tliunderstorm,  but  I  am  of  the  rheumatism," 
said  the  other.  "  As  for  a  thnnderstorm,  you're  as  safe  oat  of 
doors  as  in :    some  say  safer.     But  you're  mistaken  if  job 
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BapposQ  I  don't  fear  death,  Hawker.     I  fear  ii  as  much  as  an; 
man." 

"  It  didn't  look  like  it  tbat  time  you  soused  in  over  ths  weir 
after  the  groom  lad,"  said  Hawker. 

"Bah  I  man,"  eaid  the  lawyer;  "I'm  the  best  swimmer  in 
Devon,  That  was  proved  by  my  living  in  that  weii  in  flood  time. 
So  I  have  less  to  fear  than  any  one  else.  Why,  if  that  boy 
hadn't  been  as  qniet  and  pincky  as  be  was,  I  knew  I  coald  kick 
him  off  any  minate,  and  get  anhoro.     Hallo ;  that's  nearer." 

The  storm  burst  on  them  in  fall  fury,  and  soon  after  it  grew 
dark.  The  good  Loree,  however,  stepped  out  gallantly,  tbongb 
they  made  but  little  way ;  for,  haviiig  left  the  high  road  and  taken 
to  the  narrow  lanes,  their  coarse  was  always  either  up  hill  or 
down,  and  every  bottom  they  passed  grew  more  angry  with  the 
flooding  waters  as  they  proceed.  Still,  through  dar^ess,  rain, 
and  storm,  they  hold  their  way  till  they  saw  the  lights  of  Druni' 
atoo  below  them. 

"How  (ar  is  it  to  j'our  lions?,  Hawker?"  said  the  lawj' 
"  This  storm  seems  to  hang  about  still.     It  is  as  bad  as  ever. 
Yon  must  be  very  wet." 

"  It's  three  miles  to  my  place,  but  a  level  road,  at  least  all  up- 
hill, gently  risiiig.     Cheer  up  I     We  won't  be  long," 

They  passed  through  the  village  rapidly,  lighted  by  the  light- 
ning. The  last  three  nules  were  done  as  quickly  as  any  part  of 
the  jouniey,  and  the  lawyer  rejoiced  to  find  himself  before  tho 
white  gate  that  led  up  to  Hawker's  house. 

It  was  not  long  before  they  drew  up  to  the  door.  The  storm 
seemed  worse  than  ever.  There  was  a  light  in  the  kitchen,  and' 
when  Hawker  had  halloed  once  Or  twice,  a  young  man  ran  out  to 
lake  the  horse. 

"Is  that  you,  my  boy?"  said  Hawker.  "Rub  the  horse 
down,  and  come  in  to  get  sometbiiig.  This  ain't  a  night  fit  for  a 
dog  to  be  out  in ;  is  it  ?  " 

" No,  indeed,  sir,"  said  tho  man.  "I  hope  none's  out  in  it' 
but  what  likes  to  be." 

They  went  in.  Madge  looked  up  from  arranging  the  table  for 
BUpper.and  starod  at  Hawker  keenly.  He  laughed  aloud,  and  said, — 

"  Bo  you  didn't  expect  me  to-night,  deary,  eh  ?  " 

"  You've  chose  a  bad  night  to  come  home  in,  old  man,"  she 
,  uwwered. 

Lerrihle  night,  ain't  it  7    Wouldn't  she  have  been  anziona 
1  a'  known  I'd  been  out  ?  " 

"Don't  know  as  I  should,"  she  said.     "That  gentleman  had 
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"  I've  got  B,  bit  of  bnHinesa  first,  deary.     Where's  the  gidti 

"  In  the  other  kiUshen." 

"  Call  her. — Lord  !  listen  to  that." 

A  crash  of  thunder  shook  the  house,  hoard  loud  above  the  n 
which  beat  fiiiioasiy  against  the  windows.  Madge  iinmedint«]y 
retamed  with  the  servant  girl,  a  modest,  quiet-looking  creature, 
evidently  in  terror  at  the  storm. 

"  Qet  out  that  paper,  Dickson,  and  we'll  get  It  signed." 

The  lawyer  produced  the  will,  and  Madge  and  the  servant  gitl 
were  made  to  witness  it.  Dickson,  having  dried  the  slgnatores, 
took  charge  of  it  again ;  and  then  Hawker  tamed  round  fiercely 
to  Madge. 

"That's  my  new  will,"  he  said;  "my  new  will,  old  woman. 
Oh,  yoa  cat  1  I've  found  you  out." 

Madge  saw  a  storm  was  coming,  worse  than  the  one  which  raged 
and  rattled  outside,  and  she  braced  her  nerves  to  meet  it. 

"  What  have  you  found  out,  old  man  ?  "  she  smd  quietly. 

"  I've  found  out  that  yon  and  that  yonng  scoundrel  have  been 
robbing  and  cheating  me  in  a  way  that  would  bring  me  to  the 
workhouse  in  another  year.  I  have  found  out  that  he  has  fbiged 
my  name  for  nearly  a  thonsand  pounds,  and  that  you've  helped 
hun.  I  find  that  you  yourself  have  robbed  me  of  hundreds  of 
pounds,  and  that  I  have  been  blinded,  and  coiened,  and  hood- 
winked by  two  that  I  kept  from  the  workhouse,  and  treated  as  well 
as  I  treated  myself.     That's  what  I  have  found  out,  gipsy." 

"  Well  ?  "  was  all  Madge  said,  standing  before  him  with  her 
aims  folded. 

"  So  I  say,"  said  Hawker  ;  "  it  is  very  well.  The  mother  to 
tiie  streets,  and  tlie  boy  to  tha  gallows." 

"  You  wouldn't  prosecute  him,  William  ;  your  own  son  ?  " 

"  No,  I  shan't,"  he  replied  ; — "  but  the  Bank  will." 

"  And  couldn't  you  stop  it  ?  " 

"  I  could.  But  if  holding  up  my  Uttle  finger  would  save  him, 
1  wouldn't  do  it." 

"  Oh,  William,"  she  cried,  throwing  herself  on  bet  knees ; 
"  don't  look  hke  that.  I  confess  eveiything;  visit  it  on  me,  but 
spare  that  boy." 

"  You  confess,  do  you  ?  "  he  said.  "  Get  up.  Qet  out  of  my 
honse ;  you  shan't  stay  here.' ' 

But  ^e  would  not  go,  but  hanging  round  him,  kept  saying, 
"  Spare  the  boy,  William,  spare  the  boy  I  "  over  and  again,  till 
he  struck  tier  in  his  fiiry,  and  pulled  her  towards  the  door. 

"  Qet  out  and  herd  with  the  gipsies  you  belong  to,"  he  said, 
"  You  witch,  Tou  can't  cry  now." 
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"  Boi,"  ebe  moaned,  "  oh,  not  ench  s  night  as  this,  Wiiliam  fM 
not  to-night.     I  am  firight«ued  of  the  etonn.     List  Die  stay  bHj 
night.    I  am  frightened  of  th«  Ughtmng.    Oh,  I  trouldn't  tm 
ODt  TOUT  dog  such  a  night  as  tills." 
**  Out,  out,  yoQ  devil  I  " 
"  Oh,  William,  only  one—" 
"  Out,  yon  Jezehol,  before  I  do  yoa  a  mischief." 
He  had  got  the  heavy  door  open,  and  she  passed  out,  moaning 
low  to  herself.     Out  into  the  fierce  rain  and  the  black  darkness  ; 
and  the  old  man  held  open  the  door  for  a  minote,  to  see  if  ahe 
were  gone- 
No.    A  broad,  flickenng  nbatid  of  light  ineffable  navered  for.1 
ftn  instant  of  time  before  his  eyee,  lighting  up  the  countJ?  far  a 
wide  ;  hut  plainly  visible  between  him  and  tbo  blaze  was  a  tall^ 
d&rk,  bare-headed  woman,  wildlj'  raising   her  bauds  above  her 
head,  as  if  imploring  vengeance  upon  him,  and,  ere  the  terrible 
explosion  which  followed  had  ceased  to  shako  the  old  bonse  to  its 
foondations,  he  shut  the  door,  and  went  mattering  alone  up  to 
Ilia  solitary  chamber. 

The  next  morning  the  groom  came  into  the  lawyer's  room,  and 
informed  him  that  when  he  went  to  call  his  master  in  the  morning, 
he  had  found  the  bed  untouched,  and  Hawker  sitting  half  n 
dressed  in  his  ann-chatr,  dead  and  cold 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE  uajob's  visit  to  tbe  "  kao'b-head." 

Major  Buoelet  and  bis  wife  stood  together  in  the  verandah  of 
their  cottage,  watching  the  atonu.  All  the  afternoon  they  had 
jping  higher  and  higher,  blacker  and  more  threatening 
Up  the  eafitem  heavens,  until  it  grew  painlul  to  wut  any  longer 
for  its  approach.  But  now  that  it  had  burst  on  them,  and  night 
Imd  come  on  dark  as  pitch,  they  felt  the  pleasant  change  in  the 
atmosphere,  and,  in  epite  of  the  continnous  gleam  of  the  lightning, 
nod  the  eternal  roll  and  crackle  of  the  thunder,  they  had  come  out 
to  see  the  beauty  and  m^esty  of  the  tempest. 

They  stood  with  their  arms  entwined  for  some  time,  in  silence ; 
bat  alter  a  crash  louder  than  an;  of  those  which  bod  preceded  it, 
M^or  Buckley  said  : — 
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■'  Hy  dearest  Agnen,  yoa  are  very  courageona  in  a  thunder' 
storm." 

"  Why  not,  James  ?  "  she  said  ;  "  you  eamiot  avoid  the  light- 
ning, and  the  thunder  non't  harm  yon.  Most  women  fear  the 
Bound  of  the  Uiander  more  than  anything,  hut  I  suspect  that 
Cindad  Rodrigo  made  more  noise  than  this,  husband  ?  " 

"  It  did  indeed,  my  dear.  Alore  noise  than  I  ever  heard  in  any 
Btonn  yet.     It  is  coming  nearer." 

"  I  am  afraid  it  will  shake  the  poor  Vicar  very  much,"  said  Mrs. 
Buckley.     "  Ah,  there  is  Sam  crying." 

They  both  went  into  the  sitting-room  ;  little  Sam  had  petitioned 
to  go  to  bed  on  the  sofa  till  t)io  storm  was  over,  and  now, 
Bwalcened  by  the  thunder,  was  sitting  up  in  his  bed,  crying  out  for 
bis  mother. 

The  Major  went  in  and  lay  down  by  the  child  on  the  sofa,  to 
qniet  him.  "  What  I  "  said  h«,  "Sammy,  you're  not  afraid  of 
thunder,  are  you?" 

"  Yes  I  I  am,"  said  the  child;  "very  much  indeed.  I  am 
glad  yon  are  come,  father." 

"  Lightning  never  strikes  good  boys,  Sam,"  stud  the 

"  Are  yon  sure  of  that,  father  ?  "  eeid  the  little  one. 

That  was  a  poser  ;  so  the  Mty'or  thought  it  beat  to  count 
sleep ;  but  be  overdid  it,  and  snored  so  loud,  that  the  boy  begui 
to  laugh,  and  bis  fother  hod  to  practise  his  deception  with  less 
noise.  And  by  degrees,  the  little  hand  that  held  his  moustache 
dropped  feebly  on  the  bedclothes,  and  the  M^or,  ascertaining  by 
the  child's  regular  breathing  that  bis  son  was  asleep,  gently  raised 
his  vnet  length,  and  proposed  to  his  wife  to  come  into  Uie  verandah 
again. 

"  The  siorm  is  breakmg,  my  love,"  said  he  ;  "  and  the  air  19 
deliciously  cool  out  there.     Put  your  shawl  on  and  oome  out," 

They  went  out  again ;  the  Ughtning  was  still  vivid,  but  tho 
thundor  less  loud.  Straight  down  the  garden  from  them 
stretched  a  broad  gravel  walk,  which  now,  cut  up  by  the  rain  into 
a  hundred  water  channels,  showed  at  each  flash  like  rivers  of 
glittering  silver.  Looking  down  this  path  toward  the  black  wood 
during  one  of  the  longest  continued  iUominations  of  the  lightning, 
they  saw  for  an  instant  a  dark,  tall  figure,  apparently  advancing 
towards  them.  Then  all  the  prospect  was  wrapped  again  in  ten- 
fold gloom. 

Ura,  Buckley  utt«red  an  exclamation,  and  held  tighter  to  her 
hnsbsnd's  arm.  Every  time  the  garden  was  lit  up,  they  saw  tha 
figure  nearer  and  nearer,  till  they  knew  that  it  was  atandmg 
before  them  in  the  darbaesa ;  t^e  Mi\jor  was  about  to  speak,  wfaea 
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a  hoarao  voice,  heaid  indietiitctly  above  Uie  rualimg  of  the  run*  J 
demanded  : 

"  Is  that  Major  Bauldey  ?  " 

At  the  same  miniite  the  stonn-ligbt  blazed  up  once  more,  Eind 
foil  npofi  an  object  bo  fearfid  and  etartlicg  that  they  both  fell  back 
unazed.  A  woman  nas  standing  before  Uiem,  tidJ,  upright,  and 
bai«headed  ;  her  long  black  hair  falling  over  a  face  as  wkite  and 
ghastly  as  a  three  days'  corpse  ;  her  wild  ronntenance  rendered 
more  terrible  by  the  blae  glare  of  tlie  lightning  shining  on  the 
rain  that  streamed  from  eTeiy  lock  of  her  hair  and  eveiy  ebred  of 
her  garments.  She  looked  like  some  wild  danghter  of  the 
stonn,  who  had  lost  her  way,  and  come  wandering  to  them  fco- 
sholter. 

"I  am  Y^jor  Buckley,"  was  the  answer.  "What  do  you 
wnttt?     But  in  God's  name  come  in  out  of  the  rain." 

"  Come  in  and  get  your  things  dried,  my  good  woman,"  said 
BIrs.  Backley.  "  ^Vhat  do  you  wont  with  my  husband  such  a 
night  as  this  ?  " 

"Before  I  diymy  things,  or  come  in,  I  will  stat«  my  buBiness," 
■aid  the  woman,  coming  under  the  verandah.  "  After  that  I  wUl 
accept  yoor  hospitality.  This  is  a  night  when  polecats  and  rabbits 
wodii  Bbelt«r  together  in  peace  ;  and  yet  sach  a  night  as  this,  a 
man  torus  oat  of  hia  house  the  woman  who  has  lam  beside  him 
twenty  years." 

"  Who  are  you,  my  good  soul  ?  "  said  the  Miyor. 

"They  call  me  Madge  the  Witeh,"  she  said;  "I  lived  with 
old  Hawker,  at  the  Woodlands,  till  to-night,  and  he  has  turned  me 
out.  I  want  to  put  yon  in  possession  of  some  mt«lligence  that 
may  save  much  misery  to  some  that  yon  lore." 

"  I  con  readily  believe  that  yoa  can  do  it,"  said  tlio  Miy'or,  "  but 
pray  don't  stand  there ;  come  in  with  my  wife,  and  get  your  things 
dried." 

"  Wait  ttU  you  hear  what  I  hare  to  say :  George  Hawker,  my 
sou — " 

"  Your  son — good  God  1  " 

"  I  thought  you  would  bava  blown  that.  The  Vicar  does. 
W«I1,  this  son  of  mine  has  nm  off  with  the  Vicar's  daugliter." 

"  Well  ?  " 

"  Well,  he  has  committed  forgery.  It'll  bo  known  all  over  the 
coimtry  to-roorrow,  and  even  now  I  fear  the  numers  are  atler  him. 
If  he  is  taken  before  he  marries  that  girl,  things  nill  be  only  worse 
than  they  are.  But  never  mind  whether  he  does  or  not,  perhaps 
you  difier  with  me  ;  perhaps  you  thick  that,  if  you  could  find  tha 
girl  now,  you  could  stop  her  and  bring  her  home ;  bat  yon  doi " 
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know  where  she  Ja.  I  do,  and  if  yoo  will  give  me  jonr  solemn 
word  of  honour  as  a  gentletunn  to  give  him  warning  that  hii 
forgery  for  five  hundred  pounds  is  discovered,  I  will  give  jon  his 
dirwstion." 

The  Major  hesitated  for  a  moment,  thinking. 

"  If  you  refiect  a  moment,  yon  must  see  how  straightforward 
my  atoty  is.  What  poaaible  cause  can  I  have  to  mislead  yon  ?  I 
know  which  way  you  will  deoido,  so  I  wait  patiently." 

"  I  think  I  onght  to  gay  yes,  my  love,"  said  the  Mnjor  to  his 
wife  ;  "  if  it  turned  out  afterwards  that  I  neglected  any  opportunity 
of  saving  this  poor  girl  (particularly  if  this  tale  of  the  forgery  b«  _ 
tme),  I  should  never  forgive  myself." 

"  I  agree  with  you,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Buckley.     "  Givo  y 
promise,  and  go  to  seek  her." 

"Well,  then,"  said  the  Mi^jor;  "I  give  yoa  my  word  ( 
hoaonr  that  I  will  give  Hawker  dne  warning  of  hia  forgery  being 
discovered,  if  you  will  give  me  his  direction.  1  anticipaia  that 
they  are  in  London,  and  I  shall  atart  to-night,  to  be  in  time  for 
the  morning  coach.     Now,  will  yoa  give  me  the  address  ?  " 

"  Yes  !  "  said  Madge.  "  They  are  at  the  Nag's  Head,  Buck- 
ingham Street,  Stroud,  London  ;  can  yon  remember  (hat  ?  " 

"  I  know  where  the  street  ia,"  said  the  M^or ;  "  now  will  yon 
go  into  the  kitchen,  and  make  yourself  comfortable  ?  My  d^ar, 
yoa  will  see  my  valise  packed  ?  Eilen,  get  this  person's  clothes 
dried,  and  get  her  some  hot  wine.  By-tho-hye,"  said  he, 
following  her  into  the  Idtohen,  "yon  mast  hare  had  a  terrible 
quarrel  with  Hawker,  fbr  him  (o  send  you  oat  such  a  night  aa 
this  f  •' 

"  It  WHS  about  this  matter,"  she  said  :  "  the  boy  forged  on  hia 
father,  and  I  knew  it,  and  tried  to  acroen  him.     My  ova  son,  you 

"It  was  natural  enough,"  said  the  Miyor.  "You  are  not 
deceiving  me,  are  you  ?     I  don't  see  why  you  should,  though." 

"  Before  God,  I  am  not.     I  only  want  tho  boy  to  get  ^■anmig." 

"  You  must  sleep  hero  to-night,"  said  the  M^or ;  "and  to- 
morrow you  can  go  on  your  way,  thongh,  if  you  cannot  conveniently 
get  away  in  the  morning,  don't  hurry,  you  know.  My  house  w 
never  shut  ag^nst  unfortunate  people.  I  have  heard  a  great  deal 
of  you,  bat  I  never  saw  you  before  ;  yon  mast  be  aware,  however, 
that  the  character  yon  have  held  in  the  place  is  not  such  aa 
warrants  me  in  asking  you  to  stay  hore  for  any  time." 

Tho  Mq'or  left  the  kitchen,  and  crossed  the  yard.  In  a  bed- 
room above  the  stable  slept  hia  groom,  a  man  who  had  been 
through  his  campaigns  with  him  from  first  to  last. 


OEOFFEY  HAMLYN. 


Ill  I 


tUB  E 

_       Btab] 


waken  him  that  the  Mi\jor  took  his  waj  Dp  tbo  narrow  staiiB  to- 
WKida  the  loft. 

"  Jim,"  he  said,  "  1  want  my  horse  in  an  hoar." 
The  tnan  was  out  of  bed  in  a  moment,  and  while  he 
the  Uigor  continued  : — 

Yoa  know  Buckingham  Street,  Stranil,  Jim,  don't  yon  ?  When 
yon  were  recruiting  yon  need  to  hung  out  at  a  public-hoaBo  there, 
less  I  am  mistaken." 
Exactly  so,  e'a  t  We  did  ;  and  a  many  good  chapa  we  picked  I 
up  thfTi,  geaie  and  all  Borts.  Why,  it  was  in  that  weiry  pkoe, 
Uajor,  as  we  'listed  London  ;  him  as  waa  afterwards  muUe  ser- 
geant for  being  the  first  man  into  Sebastian,  and  arterwardB 
married  Skettles :  her  as  fell  out  of  eighteen  stories  at  Brussels 
kwldng  &ft«r  the  Dnke,  and  she  Bwore  at  them  as  came  to  pick 
her  np,  she  did ;    and  walked    in  at   the  front  door  as  bold  as 

"  There,  my  good  lad,"  said  the  Miyor  ;  "  what's  the  good  of 
telUng  Boch  etoriee  ae  that  ?  Nobody  believee  them,  yon  know. 
Do  yon  know  the  Nag's  Head  there  7  It's  a  terribly  low  plac«,  ia 
it  not  ?  ■• 

mnth  changed  if  it  ain't,  eir,"  said  Jim,  putting  on  his 
"I  was  in  there  not  eighteen  months  since.  It's  a 
fighting-hoaae  ;  and  there  used  to  he  a  dog  show  tliere,  and  a 
rennion  of  vocal  talent,  and  all  sorts  of  villanies." 

"Well,  see  to  the  horse,  Jim,  and  I'll  aing  out  when  I'm 
ready,"  said  the  M^'or,  and  went  bock  into  the  house. 

He  came  back  through  the  kitchen,  and  aaw  that  Madge  was 
being  treated  by  the  maids  with  that  respect  that  a  reputed  witch  | 
nrmtt  tails  to  command  ;  then,  having  sat  for  some  time  talking 
to  his  wife,  and  finding  that  the  storm  was  cleared  ofT,  he  kissed 
deq)ing  child  and  its  mother,  and  momiting  his  horse  in  the 
stable-yard,  rode  otf  towards  Exeter. 

In  the  morning,  when  Mrs,  Buckley  came  down  sfairs,  she 
inquired  for  Madge.  They  told  her  she  had  been  up  some  time, 
ftnd,  baring  got  eomo  breakfast,  was  walking  op  and  down  in 
'front  of  the  house.  Going  there,  Mrs.  Buckley  found  her.  Her 
dross  wu  re-arranged  with  picturesque  neatness,  and  a  red 
handkerchief  pinned  over  her  rich  dark  hair,  that  last  night  had 
streamed  wild  and  wet  in  the  tempest.  Altogether,  E>be  looked  an 
utterly  different  being  from  the  strange,  storm-beaten  creature 
who  had  cmved  their  hospitality  the  nif^ht  before.  Mrs.  Buckley 
Admired  the  bold,  nprigbt,  handsome  figure  before  her,  and  gave 
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"I  only  stayed,"  said  Madge,  "  to  wish  yon  good-bye,  and  thank 


r 


111  THE  RECOLLECTIONS  OP 

yoa  for  your  kindness.  Wbea  they  nho  should  have  h&d  some  ^ 
on  me  turned  me  out,  you  took  me  in  I  " 

"  Yon  are  lieartily  welcome,"  eiud  Mrs.  Buckley, 
do  more  for  yon  ?     Do  yon  want  money  ?     I  fear  yon  most  I  " 

'■  None,  I  thank  you  kindly,"  ahe  replied ;  "  that  would  I 
the  spell.     Good-bye  !  " 

"  Good-bje  I  "  said  Mrs.  Bn-ckley. 

Madge  stood  in  &-ont  of  the  door  and  raised  her  hand. 

"  The  blessing  of  Ood,"  she  eaid,  "  shall  be  upon  the  bouse  ot 
the  Buckleys,  and  more  especially  upon  you  and  your  husband, 
and  the  boy  Uiat  is  aleopiag  inside.  He  shall  be  a  brave  and  a 
good  man,  and  hia  wife  shall  be  the  loirest  and  best  in  the  conntrr 
side.  Your  kine  shall  cover  the  plains  until  no  moit  can  number 
them,  and  your  sheep  shall  be  like  the  sands  of  the  sea.  When 
misfortune  and  death  and  murder  foil  upon  your  neighbours,  you 
shall  stand  between  the  dead  and  the  living,  and  the  troubles  Uiat 
pass  over  your  heads  shall  be  like  the  shadow  of  the  light  clouds 
that  fly  across  the  moor  on  a  snnny  day.  And  when  in  your  ripe 
and  honoured  old  age  you  shall  sit  with  your  husband,  m  a  garden 
of  yonr  own  planting,  in  the  lands  for  away,  and  see  your  grand- 
children pla^g  around  yon,  you  shall  think  of  the  words  of  the 
wild,  lost  gipsy  woman,  who  gave  you  her  best  blessing  before  she 
went  away  and  was  seen  no  more." 

Mi8.  Buckley  tried  to  say  "  Amen,"  but  found  herself  crying. 
Something  there  was  m  that  poor  creature,  homeless,  penniless, 
friendless,  that  made  her  heart  like  wax.  She  watched  her  as 
abe  strode  down  the  path,  and  afterwards  looked  for  her  re- 
appearing on  a  high  exposed  port  of  the  road,  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
ciff,  thinking  she  would  take  Uiat  way.  But  she  waited  long,  and 
never  again  saw  that  stem,  tall  figure,  save  in  her  dreams. 

She  turned  at  last,  and  one  of  the  maids  stood  beside  her. 

"Oh,  miaaia,"  she  said,  "you're  a  lucky  woman  to-day. 
There's  soma  in  this  parish  would  have  paid  a  hundred  poonds 
for  such  a  fortune  as  that  from  her.  It'll  come  trae, — ^you  will 
see ! " 

"  I  hope  it  may,  you  silly  girl,"  said  Mrs.  Buckley  ;  and  then 
she  went  in  and  knelt  beside  her  sleeping  boy,  and  prayed  that 
the  blessing  of  the  gipsy  woman  might  be  folfillod. 

It  was  quite  late  on  the  evening  of  bis  second  day's  journey  that 
the  Mqjor,  occupying  tha  box-seat  of  the  "  Eitemmiator,"  dashed 
with  comet-like  speed  through  so  much  of  the  pomps  and  vanities 
of  this  wicked  world  as  showed  itself  in  Piccadilly  at  haif-poit 
eevon  on  a  spring  aflemoou. 


GEOFFBY  BAMLTN. 

"  Hah  I  "  he  Eoliloquised,  passing  Hyde-park  Corner,  "these 
dionU  be  the  iblks  going  ont  to  dinner.  The;  dlno  iat^r  and 
Ut«r  ererj  year.  At  thia  rate  they'll  dine  at  half-past  one  in 
twantj  years'  time.  That's  the  Duke's  new  house;  eh,  coach- 
man ?  By  George,  there's  his  Grace  himself,  on  his  hrown  cab  ; 
God  blees  him  I     There  are  a  pair  of  good-stepping  horses,  and 

old  Lady  E behind  'em,  by  Jove  I — in  her  var-paint  and 

feftthers — pinker  than  ever.  Sh«  hasn't  got  tired  of  it  yet, 
She'd  dance  at  her  own  funeral  if  she  conld.  And  there's  Charley 
Q  the  clnb  balcony — I  wonder  what  he  finds  to  do  in 

B  IJme? — and  old  B talking  lo  him.     What  does  Charley 

mean  by  letting  himself  be  seen  in  the  some  balcony  witb  that 
disrepnUhle  old  fellow  ?  I  hope  he  won't  get  his  morals  cor- 
rupted I     Ah  I  So  here  we  are  1  et  ?  " 

He  dismounted  at  the  White  Horse  Cellar,  and  took  a  hasty 
dinner.  His  great  object  waa  speed ;  and  so  he  hardly  allowed 
himself  ten  minutes  to  finish  his  pint  of  port  before  he  started 
inU)  the  street,  to  pursue  the  erraiid  on  which  he  had  come. 

It  was  nearly  nine  o'clock,  and  be  thought  he  wonld  be  able  to 
reach  bis  deetination  in  ten  minutes.  But  it  was  otherwiBa 
ordered.  His  eril  genius  took  him  down  St.  James's  Street.  He 
tried  to  persuade  huuself  that  it  was  the  shortest  way,  though  he 
knew  ell  the  time  that  it  wasn't.  And  so  he  was  punished  m  thia 
way  :  he  had  got  no  further  than  Crochford's,  when,  in  the  glare 
of  light  opposite  the  door  of  that  establishment,  ho  saw  three 
men  standing,  one  of  whom  was  talking  and  Inughing  in  a  tone 
peihape  a  little  louder  than  it  is  customary  to  use  in  the  streets 
nowadays,  Bockley  knew  that  voice  well  (better,  perhaps,  among 
the  crackle  of  mnskeby  than  in  the  streela  of  London),  and,  aa 
the  broad -shouldered  owner  of  it  tnmed  his  jolly,  handsome  face 
towards  him,  he  conld  not  suppreHS  a  low  tangh  of  satisfaction. 
At  the  same  moment  the  before- mentioned  man  recognised  him, 
and  shouted  out  his  name. 

"Busaco  Buckley,  by  the  Lord,"  ho  said,  "revisiting  once  more 
the  glimpses  of  the  gas  lamps  1  My  dear  old  fellow,  how  are  you, 
and  where  do  yon  come  firom?" 

The  U^'or  found  himself  quioldy  placed  under  a  lamp  Ibr  in* 
spection,  and  surrounded  by  thre«  old  and  well-beloved  fellow- 
campaigners.  What  could  a  man  do  under  the  ciroomstancea  ? 
Kothing,  if  human  and  infalUble,  I  should  say,  bnt  what 
the  S^or  did— stay  there,  hinghing  snd  joking,  and  talking 
of  old  times,  and  freshen  up  his  honest  heart,  and  shaka  his 
bonwl  eid«8  with  many  ao  old  half-forgotten  tale  of  taa  and 
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"  Now,"  he  said  at  last,  "  you  mnst  let  me  go.    You 
{to  tbe  first  man  Ue  reoogaised),  ;oa  are  a  roanied  man ;  vba 
are  yon  doing  at  Crockford's  ?  " 

"The  BBme  as  yon  sre,"  eaid  the  other, — "standing  oateid« 
tJie  door.  Tbe  pavement's  &ee,  I  enppose.  I  haven't  been  in 
each  a  place  these  five  years.     Where  are  you  etaybg,  old  boy?" 

The  Mi^or  told  them,  and  they  agreed  to  meet  at  breakfast  next 
morning.  Then,  after  many  farewells,  and  callings  back,  he  por- 
saed  bis  nay  towards  the  Strand,  finding  to  his  disgnst  that  It  ir&s 
nearly  ten  o'clock. 

He,  neverthelese,  held  on  hJs  way  undiscooraged,  and  taming 
hy  degrees  into  narrower  and  narrower  etreets,  came  at  last  on 
one  quieter  than  the  others,  which  ended  abruptly  at  tlie  river. 

It  was  a  quiet  street,  save  nt  one  point,  and  that  was  whore  a 
blaze  of  gas  (then  recently  introduced,  and  a  great  object  of  cario- 
sity to  the  M^or)  was  thrown  across  the  street,  from  the  broad 
ornamented  inudows  of  a  flash  pahlic<hoase.  Here  there  was 
noise  enough.  Two  men  fighting,  aud  three  or  four  more  en- 
oouraging,  while  a  hatf-dronken  woman  tried  U>  separate  them. 
From  the  inside,  too,  came  a  noise  of  singing,  quarrelling,  and 
swearing,  such  as  made  the  Major  cross  the  road,  and  take  bis 
way  on  the  darker  side  of  the  street. 

Bat  when  he  got  opposite  the  aforesaid  public-house,  he  saw 
that  it  was  colled  the  "  Nag's  Head,"  and  that  it  was  kept  by  on« 
J.  Trotter.  "What  an  awful  place  to  take  that  girl  to  I"  said  1^ 
M^or.  "  But  there  may  be  -some  private  entraooe,  aud  a  quiet 
part  of  the  house  set  by  for  a  hotel."  Nevertheless,  having  looked 
well  about  him,  he  could  see  nothing  of  the  sort,  aud  perceived 
that  he  must  storm  the  bar. 

But  ha  stooil  irresolute  for  a  moment.  It  looki<d  such  a  very 
low  place,  clean  and  handsome  enough,  but  etill  the  company 
about  the  door  looked  so  very  disreputable .  "  J.  Trotter  1  "  he 
reflecU'd.  "  Why,  that  must  be  Trotter  the  fighting-man.  I 
hope  it  may  be  ;  he  will  remember  me." 

80  he  crossed.  When  he  came  within  the  sphere  of  the  gas 
lamps,  those  who  were  assisting  at  the  fight  grew  silent,  ftod 
gazod  upon  him  with  open  eyes.  As  he  reached  the  door  one  of 
them  remarked,  with  a  little  flourish  of  oaths  as  a  mor^  ot  gar* 
kud  round  his  remark,  that  "of  all  tbe  swells  he'd  ever  seen, 
tiiat  'un  was  the  biggest,  nt  alt  events." 

Similarly,  when  tliey  in  the  bar  saw  that  giant  form,  the  blue 
coat  Bod  brass  huttom,  and,  above  all,  the  mousiache  (sore  am 
of  a  militoTf  man  in  diose  days),  convsrsation  ceased^  und  toe 
M^or  then  and  there  becacne  the  event  of  tha  evening.    He 
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lo^ed  round  as  he  oame  in,  and,  through  b  door  leading  mwaids, 
ha  saw  George  Hawker  himself,  stoDding  talking  to  a  man  with  s 
dog  under  each  ann. 

The  Mqor  was  not  deceived  as  to  the  identity  of  J.  Trotter. 
J.  Trotter,  the  hero  of  a  hundred  fights,  stood  himself  behind  his 
own  bar,  a  BpectaoLe  for  the  gode.  A  chest  like  a  boll,  a  red 
neck,  straight  op  and  down  with  the  hack  of  his  head,  and  a  fiat 
like  a  seals  flipper,  proclaimed  him  the  prize-fighter ;  and  his 
bright  grey  eye,  and  ngly  laughing  face,  proclaimed  him  the  meny, 
good-bomonred  varlet  that  he  was. 

What  a  wild  state  of  amazement  he  was  in  when  he  realised 
the  fact  that  Uqor  Bnckley  of  the  — th  was  actually  towering 
aloft  under  the  chandelier,  and  looking  round  for  some  one  to 
addreas  1  With  what  elephantine  politeness  and  rc?poct  did  he 
show  the  Major  into  a  private  parlour,  swoepiiig  off  at  one  round 
neadf  a  dozen  pint-pots  that  covered  the  table,  and  then,  ahutting 
the  door,  stand  bowing  and  smiling  before  his  old  pupil  I 

"  And  BO  yoQ  are  gone  into  businesa,  John,  are  you  7  "  said  the 
H^or.  "  I'm  glad  to  see  it.  I  hope  yon  are  doing  as  well  as 
yoo  deaeire." 

"Mneh  better  than  that,"  said  the  prize-fighter.  "Unoh 
better  thfm  that,  sir,  I  assure  you." 

*'  Wdl,  I'm  going  to  get  you  to  do  something  for  mo,"  sud 
the  M^jor.     "  Do  you  know,  John,  that  you  are  terribly  fat  ?  " 

"  The  business  alios  does  make  flesh,  sir.  More  especially 
to  covee  as  has  trained  much." 

"  Tea,  yes,  John,  I  am  going  tioia  the  point.  There  ie  a 
yoODg  man  of  the  name  of  Hawker  here  ?  " 

The  prize-fighter  remained  silent,  but  a  grin  gathered  on  his 
I  never  contradicts  a  gentleman,"  be  said.  "Aod  if 
say  he's  here,  why,  in  coarse,  he  ia  here.  But  1  don't  eay 
I  here  ;  you  mind  that,  sir." 

"  My  ^[ood  fellow,  I  saw  htm  as  I  came  in,"  said  the  Mtyor. 

"Oh,  indeed,"  said  the  other;  "then  that  absolves  me  from  any 
raeponaihility.  Qe  told  me  to  deny  him  to  everybody  but  one, 
•tm  you  ain't  she.  He  spends  a  deal  of  money  with  me,  sir ;  so, 
at  oourse,  I  don't  want  to  offend  him.  By-the-bye,  sir,  excoae 
me  for  a  moment." 

The  Ufyor  aaw  that  he  had  got  hold  of  the  right  man,  and 
wafted  willingly.  The  flghting-mon  went  to  the  door,  and  called 
out, "  My  door."  A  tall,  good-looking  woman  came  to  tho  bar, 
wfao  BoaM  a  low  curiaey  on  being  presented  to  the  Mi^or.  '-  My 
dasr,"  rapekted  Tntter,  "the  aoatb  aide."  "The  particular, 
'  she  aali.    "In  couise,"  said  hi.    8o  the  toon  ap- 
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peared  with  a  bottle  of  Madeira,  which  was  of  each  qn&tily  t) 
the  Miy'or,  having  tasted  it,  winked  at  the  prize-fighter,  and  the 
latter  laughed,  tmd  rnhbed  bis  hands. 

"  Now,"  said  the  Major,  "  do  you  mind  telling  me  whether  this 
Hawker  is  here  alone  ?  " 

"He  don't  live  here.  He  only  cornea  here  of  a  day,  and 
Bometimes  stays  till  lale.  This  cvemng  a  pretty  young  lady — yes, 
a  lady — come  and  inquired  for  him  in  my  bar,  and  1  was  Btrook 
all  of  a  heap  to  see  such  a  creature  in  such  a  place,  all  frightened 
oat  of  her  wits.  So  I  showed  her  through  in  a  minute,  and 
up  stairs  to  where  my  wife  sits,  and  she  waited  there  til]  he  come 
in.     And  she  hadn't  been  gone  ten  minutes  when  you  come." 

The  Miyor  swore  aloud,  witliout  equivocation  or  di^nise. 
"Ah,"  he  said,  "  if  I  had  not  met  Barton!  Pray,  Trottisr,  have 
yon  any  idea  where  Hawker  liTes  ?  " 

"  Not  the  least  in  the  world,  fui-ther  than  It's  somewhere 
Hompstead   way.      That's    a    thing    he    evidently    don't    want 

"  Do  you  think  it  likely  that  he  and  that  young  lady  live  in  the 
some  hoase  ?  I  need  not  disguise  &om  you  that  I  am  come  aft«r 
her,  to  endeavour  to  get  her  back  to  her  family." 

"  I  know  they  don't  live  in  the  same  house,"  sud  Trotter, 
"  because  I  heai^  her  say  to-night,  before  she  went  away,  '  Do 
look  Tound,  George,'  she  says,  'at  my  house  for  t«n  roinates, 
hefore  you  go  home.'  " 

"You  have  done  me  a  great  kindness,"  said  the  Mi^or,  "in 
what  you  have  told  me.     I  don't  know  how  to  thank  you." 

"  It's  only  one,"  said  the  prize-fighter,  "  in  return  for  a  many 
you  done  mo  ;  and  you  are  welcome  to  it,  sir.  Now,  I  expect 
you'd  like  to  see  this  young  gent ;  so  follow  me  if  yon  pleaae." 

Through  many  passages,  past  many  doors,  he  followed  bim, 
until  they  left  the  noise  of  ths  revelry  behind,  and  at  last,  at  the 
end  of  a  long  dark  passage,  the  prize-fighter  suddenly  threw  open 
a  door,  and  announced— "  Major  Buckley  I  " 

There  were  four  men  playing  at  cards,  and  the  one  oppoGit«  to 
him  was  George  Hawker.  The  Miyor  saw  at  a  glance,  almost 
before  any  one  bad  time  to  speak,  that  George  was  losing  mooey, 
and  that  the  other  three  were  confederates. 

The  prize-fighter  went  up  to  the  table  and  seized  the  cards ; 
then,  ajler  a  momentary  examination,  threw  botli  packs  in  the 

"  When  genie  play  cards  in  my  house,  I  expect  them  to  use  the 
cards  I  provides  at  the  bar,  and  not  private  packs,  whether  maiked 
or  not.    Mr.  Hawker,  I  warned  you  befbre  about  this ;  you'll  losa 
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Bixpenc«  you're  wortli,  and  then  yon  will  say  it  tru  done  at 

f  faoose,  quite  forgetting  to  mention  that  I  tramed  you  of  it 
jeatedly." 

But  Qeorge  took  no  notice  of  him.  *'  Beolly,  Mtgor  Buckley," 
be  begui,  "  thia  is  rather—" 

"&ther  an  intrusion,  you  would  say — eh,  Mr.  Hawker?" 
said  the  Mig'or  ;  "  so  it  ia,  but  the  urgency  of  my  buginesB  moat 
be  tny  apology.     Can  you  give  me  a  few  words  alone  ?  " 

Geoi^e  rose  and  came  ont  with  them.  The  prize-fighter 
showed  them  into  another  room,  and  tiie  M^or  asked  bmi  to 
stand  in  the  passage,  and  see  that  no  one  was  listening ;  "  yoD 
Bee,  John,"  be  added,  "we  are  very  anxions  not  to  be  orer- 
heiri." 

"  I  am  not  at  all  particular  myself,"  said  George  Hawker.  "I 
have  nothing  to  conceal." 

"  Ton  nill  alter  yonr  mind  before  I  have  done,  sir,"  said  the 

George  didn't  like  the  look  of  affairs. — How  came  it  that  the 
Major  and  the  prize-fighter  knew  one  another  so  well?  What  did 
the  former  mean  by  all  thia  secrecy  ?  He  determined  to  put  a 
hold  iace  on  the  matter. 

"  Miss  Thornton  is  li\-ing  with  youj  sir,  I  believe  ?  "  began  the 
U^or. 

"  Not  at  all,  Eir  ;  Miss  Thornton  is  in  lodgings  of  her  own.  I 
haTe  the  privilege  of  seemg  her  for  a  few  hoars  every  day.  In 
fact,  I  may  go  as  far  as  to  say  that  I  am  engaged  to  be  manied 
to  her,  and  that  that  anspicious  event  is  to  come  off  on  Thursday 
week." 

"  May  I  ask  you  to  favour  me  with  her  direction  ? ' '  said  the  Major. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  disoblige  you,  Major  Cuckiey,  bat  I  must  really 
decline,"  answered  George.  "  I  am  not  nnaware  bow  disinclined 
her  binDy  are  to  the  connexion ;  and,  as  I  cannot  but  believe  that 
you  come  on  their  behalf,  I  cannot  think  that  an  interview  would 
be  u^thing  hut  prejudicial  to  my  interest.  I  must  remind  yon, 
too,  that  Miss  Thornton  is  of  age,  and  her  own  miEtresa  in  every 
way." 

While  George  had  been  speaking,  it  passed  through  the 
M^or'a  mind  :  "  What  a  checkmate  it  would  be,  if  I  were  to 
withhold  the  infonaation  I  have,  and  set  the  runners  on  him,  here  I 
I  might  save  the  girl,  and  further  the  ends  of  justice ;  but  my 
hands  ore  tied  by  the  promise  I  gave  that  woman, — how  un- 
fortunate I  " 

"Then,  Mr.  Hawker,"  be  said  aloud,  "I  am  to  ondentand 

it  yott  refuse  me  thia  address  ?  " 
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"  I  am  necessitated  to  refase  it  most  poeitjvel^.  air." 

"  I  am  Hony  for  it,  I  leave  it  to  your  conseienoe.  Now,  I 
have  got  a  piece  of  bteUigenoe  to  give  yon,  which  I  fear  irill  be 
somewhat  unpalatable— I  got  yoor  address  at  this  place  from  a 
woman  of  the  name  of  Madge—" 

"  Yoo  did  !  "  eidaimed  George. 

"  Who  waa  turned  out  of  doors  by  yonr  father,  the  night  hefore 
last,  in  conaequence,  I  miderstood,  of  some  misdeeds  of  hers 
having  come  to  light.  Slie  came  immediately  to  my  honsc,  and 
offered  to  give  me  your  direction,  on  condition  of  my  paasuig  my 
word  of  honour  to  deliver  yoa  this  meseaga :  '  that  the  forgery 
(£500  was  the  sum  mentioned,  I  think)  was  discovered,  and  that 
the  Bank  was  going  to  prosecute.'  I  of  course  form  no  judgment 
fta  to  the  tmtb  or  falsehood  of  this  :  I  leave  yon  to  take  your  own 
measorea  about  it— only  I  once  again  ask  you  whether  you 
give  me  an  interview  with  Miss  Thornton  ?  " 

George  had  courage  enough  left  to  say  hoarsely  and 
"No  I" 

"  Then,"  replied  the  Major,  "  I  must  call  yon  to  witness  thu  I 
have  performed  my  errand  to  yon  faithfiilly.  I  beg,  also,  that  yon 
will  carry  all  our  kindest  remombrancea  to  Miss  Thornton,  and  tetl 
her  that  her  poor  father  waa  struck  with  paralysta  when  he  missed 
her,  and  that  he  is  not  ejected  to  live  many  weeks.  .\ntl  I  wish 
you  good  night." 

He  passed  out,  and  down  the  stairs ;  as  be  passed  the  pnbhc 
parlour-door,  he  beard  a  man  bawling  out  a  song,  two  or  three 
lines  of  which  be  beard,  and  which  made  him  blush  to  the  tips  of 
his  ears,  old  soldier  as  he  was. 

As  he  walked  up  the  street,  he  soliloquised :  "  A  pretty  mess 
I've  made  of  it — done  him  aU  tlie  service  I  could,  and  not  helped 
her  a  bit — I  see  there  is  no  chance  of  seeing  her,  though  I  shall 
tiy.  I  will  go  round  Hampstead  to-morrow,  though  that  is  a  j>oor 
chance.  In  Paris,  now,  or  Vienna,  one  could  find  her  direct' 
What  a  pity  we  have  no  pohoe  1  " 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

SACEB,    KSD  WHAT   HAFFK^lEP 


Georob  Baweer  just  waited  till  he  heard  the  retiring  footsteps 
of  the  M^jor,  and  then,  leaving  the  house,  held  liis  way  rapidly 
towards  Mary's  lodgings,  which  were  in  Hsmpstead ;  bat  fi 
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lie  would  ho  too  late  to  gain  Bdmittiuice,  altered  his  codtm  when 
he  ns  dose  to  the  bouse,  and  went  to  hia  owa  hoaee,  which  wu 
not  more  than  a  few  hnndred  jarda  distant.  In  the  morning  he 
went  to  her,  and  she  ran  down  the  ganltn  to  meet  him  before  the 
■errant  had  time  to  open  the  door,  looking  so  pretly  and  bright. 
"Ah.  George  1"  said  she,  "you  never  came  last  night,  after  all 
TOOT  promisee.  I  shall  he  glad  when  it's  all  over,  Qeorge,  and  wa 
«r«  together  for  good." 

"It  won't  be  long  first,  m;  dear,"  he  answered;  "we  must 
manage  to  get  through  that  time  as  well  as  we  can,  and  then 
we'll  begin  to  sound  the  old  folks,  ^on  see  I  am  oome  to 
hrtaktMl." 

"  I  expected  yon,"  she  said ;  "  come  iu  and  ws  will  have  such 
■  pleasant  chat,  and  alter  tliat  you  must  take  me  down  the  town, 
Qeorge,  and  we  will  see  the  carriages." 

"  Now,  my  lore,"  said  George ;  "  I've  got  to  lell  yon  something 
that  will  »ex  you ;  but  you  mnat  not  ho  down-hearted  abont  it, 
you  know.  The  fact  is,  that  your  friends,  as  tbey  call  themselves, 
moving  heaven  and  earth  to  get  yon  back,  by  getting  me  oat  of 
the  way,  hare  hit  on  the  expedient  of  spreading  false  repoila 
■bout  me,  and  iesuing  scandals  against  me.  They  found  out  my 
address  at  the  Nag's  Head,  and  came  there  after  me  not  half  an 
hour  eiter  yon  were  gone,  and  I  only  got  out  of  their  way  by  good 
luck.  You  ought  to  give  me  credit  for  not  giving  any  living  soul 
the  secret  of  our  whereabouts,  so  that  all  I  have  got  to  do  ia  to 
kMp  qniet  here  until  onr  little  bnaincss  is  setlled,  and  then 
I  shall  be  able  to  fece  them  boldly  again,  and  set  everything 
strught." 

"  How  cmell  "  she  said  ;  "howunjusti  I  will  never  believa 
anything  against  you,  George."  I 

"  I  am  snre  of  that,  my  darling  ;  "  he  said,  kissing  her.  "  So^l 
DOW,  there  is  another  matter  I  must  speak  about,  thongh  I  doa'f  fl 
like  to, — I  am  getting  short  of  money,  love."  '  f 

"  I  have  got  nearly  a  hundred  pounds,  George,"  she  said ; 
"  and,  as  I  told  yon,  I  have  five  thousand  pounds  in  the  funds, 
which  I  can  sell  out  at  any  time  I  like." 

"We  shall  do  well,  then,  my  PoDy.  Now  let  ns  go  for  a 
walk." 

All  that  week  George  stayed  with  her  quietly,  till  the  time  of 
residence  aecessary  before  they  could  be  married  was  expired. 
He  knew  that  be  was  treading  on  a  mine,  which  at  any  time 
might  burst  and  blow  hia  clumsy  schemes  to  the  wind.  But 
eiitmmstanoea  were  in  hia  favour,  and  the  time  camo  to  an  end  at 
rank  hard  all  the  time  vrithout  letting  Uary  sotrpeot  it 
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but  afterwards,  when  it  was  all  over,  wondered  &t  his  seire  s 
Bclf-posseasioQ  tbroagb  all  those  trriag  daya,  when  he  was  forc«d 
el^rnallj  to  have  a  smile  or  a  laugh  ready,  and  could  not  hear  a 
st^p  behind  him  witliout  tbinkiag  of  an  officer,  or  look  over  his 
bead  without  tbinkmg  he  saw  a  gallows  in  tbe  air. 

It  was  during  this  time  that  he  nursed  in  his  lieari  a  feeling  ot 
desperate  hatred  and  revenge  against  William  Lee,  which  almost 
heoame  the  leading  paaaion  of  his  life.  He  saw,  or  tboogbt  h« 
saw,  that  this  man  wa3  the  author  of  all  the  troublea  tliat  were 
gathering  so  thick  around  his  head,  and  vowed,  if  chanoe  threw 
the  man  in  his  way  again,  that  he  would  take  ample  and  feai^ 
vengeance,  let  it  cost  what  it  might.  And  tliongh  this  feeling 
may  have  aometimea  grown  cold,  yet  he  never  (as  we  ahall  see), 
to  the  last  day  forgot  or  forgave  the  injuries  this  man  had  done 

Maty  was  as  innocent  of  bnsineas  as  a  child,  and  George  found 
little  diffioalt^'  in  pcraoading  her,  that  the  best  thing  she  could  do 
under  present  ciroomstanceg,  was  to  sell  out  the  money  she  had 
in  the  funds,  and  place  it  tn  a  btmk,  to  be  drawn  on  as  occasion 
shoold  require  ;  aaying  that  they  should  be  bo  long  perhaps,  before 
they  had  any  other  ^d  to  depend  on,  that  they  might  find  it 
necessary  to  undertake  some  business  for  a  living,  in  which  cas«, 
it  would  lie  a^i  well  to  havu  tLeir  money  under  command  at  a 
moment's  notice. 

There  was,  not  far  from  the  bank,  an  old  Stock-broker,  who 
bad  known  her  father  and  herself  for  many  years,  and  was  well 
acquainted  with  all  their  affairs,  though  they  had  but  little  inter- 
course by  letter.  To  him  she  repaired,  and,  merely  informing 
him  that  she  was  going  to  marry  without  her  father's  consent, 
begged  him  to  manage  the  bnsiness  for  her ;  wliich  he,  compli- 
menting her  upon  her  good  fortune  in  choosing  a  time  when  the 
funds  were  so  high,  immediately  undertook ;  at  the  same  time 
recommended  her  to  a  banker,  where  she  might  open  an  accounL 

On  the  same  day  that  this  Lusineaa  was  conclnded,  a  licence 
was  procured,  and  their  wedding  fixed  for  the  nest  day.  "  Now," 
thought  George,  as  he  leapt  into  bed  on  that  night,  "  let  oidy 
to-morrow  get  over  safely,  and  I  can  begin  to  see  my  way  out  of 
the  wood  again." 

And  in  the  morning  they  were  married  in  Hampstead  church. 
Parson,  clerk,  pew-opener,  and  beadle,  all  remarked  what  a  haud- 
■ome  yonng  eonple  they  were,  and  how  happy  they  ought  to  be ; 
and  the  paraon  departed,  and  the  beadle  shut  up  the  cborch,  and 
the  mice  came  out  again,  and  ate  the  Bibles,  and  the  happy  pair 
vallud  away  down  the  road,  bound  together  by  a  strong  chain. 
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yrideh  Dothisg  conld  loose  but  deatb.  They  went  to  Brighton. 
U&17  bad  eaid  eho  woold  eo  like  to  eee  the  sea ;  and  the  mommg 
aAer  titej  arrived  there — the  morning  after  their  wedding — Moiy 
wTotd  an  affectionate  penitential  letter  to  her  father,  telling  him 
that  ahe  was  married,  and  prajing  hia  forgiveness. 

They  were  quite  gar  at  Brighton,  and  she  recovered  her  epirita 
wonderiiilly  at  fimt.  George  soon  made  actjuaintances,  who  aoon 
Bot  Tery  feroiliar,  after  the  manner  of  their  Innd, — greasy,  t&wdij, 
bedizened  bucks, — never  asleep,  always  proposing  a  game  of  cards, 
d«uys  carrying  off  her  hnshand.  Mary  hated  them,  while  ahe  was 
nt  tiioes  proud  to  see  her  hugband  in  ench  fine  company. 

Such  were  the  eagles  that  gathered  round  the  carcass  of  George 
Hawker;  and  at  last  these  eagles  began  to  bring  the  ken-birda 
with  them,  who  frightened  onr  poor  litUe  dove  with  the  amplitude 
and  splendour  of  Uieir  feathers,  and  their  harsh,  strange  notes. 
Geoi^e  knew  the  character  of  those  women  weU  enough ;  bnt 
already  he  cared  little  enough  about  hia  wife,  even  before  they  bad 
been  a  month  married,  going  on  the  principle  that  the  sooner  she 
leaned  to  take  care  of  herself,  the  better  for  her ;  and  after  they 
had  been  married  little  moi'e  than  a  month,  Mary  thought  she 
began  to  see  a  change  in  her  husband's  behaviour  t^  her. 

He  grew  sullen  and  morose,  even  to  her.  Every  day  almost  he 
woold  come  to  her  with  a  scowl  upon  his  face ;  and  when  she 
asked  if  he  was  angry  with  ber,  would  say,  "  No,  that  he  wasn't 
angry  with  her ;  but  that  things  were  going  wrong — altogether 
wrong ;  and  if  they  didn't  mend,  he  couldn't  see  his  way  out  of  it 
ftt  all."  I 

Bat  one  night  he  came  home  cheerful  and  hilarious,  thougb  I 
rather  the  worse  for  liquor.     He  showed  ber  a  roll  of  notes  which  ] 
be  bad  won  at  ronlette — over  a   hundred  pounds — and  added, 
"  Tb&t  shall  be  the  game  for  me  in  future,  Polly ;  all  square  and 
above  board  there." 

"  My  dear  George,  I  wish  you'd  give  up  gambling." 

"  So  1  will,  some  of  these  fine  days,  my  dear.  I  only  do  it  to  J 
poas  the  time.    It's  cursed  dull  having  nothing  to  do."  I 

"  To-morrow  is  the  great  day  at  the  races,  George.  I  wiab  yoB  1 
would  lake  me ;  I  never  saw  a  horse-race."  1 

■'  Ay.  to  be  sure,"  said  he ;  "  we'll  go,  and,  what's  more,  we1ll 
go  alnie.  I  won't  have  you  seen  in  public  with  those  dowdjf 
drabs."  \ 

So  they  went  alone.     Such  a  glorious  day  as  it  was — the  last  , 
bappy  day  she  spent  for  very  long  I     How  dehghlfu]  it  was,  all 
this  rusb  and  crush,  and  shouting  and  hubbub  Rround,  while  yon 
yrwe  s«t«d  in  a  phMton,  secuie  above  the  turmoil  I    What  delight  J 
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to  see  all  the  beautiful  women  in  the  carriages,  and,  grandest  si^ 
of  all,  which  etmck  awe  aad  admiration  into  Mary's  heaji^,  was  the 
great  Prince  himself,  that  noble  gentleman,  in  a  gutter-Bided  hat, 
and  a  wig  eo  fearfully  natural  that  Mary  secretly  longed  to  pull  h' 
hair. 

But  princes  and  duchessea  were  alike  forgotten  when  the  o 
was  cleared  for  the  great  event  of  the  day,  and,  one  by  one 
sleek  beauties  came  floating  along,  above  the  crowd,  towards  (i 
starting-post.     Then  George,  leaving  Mary  in  the  phaeton  to  the 
care  of  their  landlady,  pushed  his  way  among  the  crowd,  and,  by 
dint  of  hard  squeezing,  got  against  the  rail.     He  had  never  set 
such  horses  as  these ;  he  bad  never  known  what  first-class  hon 
racing  was.     Here  was  a  new  passion  for  him,  which,  like  all  i 
others,  should  only  by  its  perversion  end  in  his  ruin. 

Ho  had  got  some  money  on  one  of  the  horses,  thongb  bs,9| 
course,  hod  never  seen  it.  There  was  a  cheer  all  along  the  V 
and  a  dark  bay  fled  past  towarda  the  starting-post,  seeming  raf 
to  belong  to  the  air  than  the  ground.  "By  George,"  he  a 
alond,  as  the  blood  mount«d  to  his  face,  and  tingled  in  his  e 
"  I  never  saw  snch  a  sight  as  that  before." 

He  was  ashamed  of  having  spoken  alond  in  his  excitement,  but 
a  groom  who  stood  by  said,  for  his  consolation, — 

"I  don't  suppose  yon  ever  did,  sir,  nor  no  man  else.  That's 
young  Velocipede,  and  that's  Chifihoy  a-ridin'  him.  You'll  see 
that  horse  woik  over  for  everything  next  year." 

But  now  the  horses  come  down,  five  of  them  abreast,  at  a  walk, 
amid  a  dead  silence  &om  the  crowd,  tliree  of  them  steady  old 
stagers,  but  two  jumping  and  pulling.  "  Back,  Velocipede  ;  bacl^ 
Lara  I  "  says  the  starter ;  down  goes  the  flag,  titey  dart  away,  and 
then  there  is  a  low  hum  of  conversation,  until  a  murmur  is  heard 
down  the  oonrse,  which  swells  into  a  roar  as  yon  notice  it.  The 
horses  are  coming.  One  of  the  royal  hnutsmon  gallops  by,  and 
then,  aa  the  noiae  cornea  up  towards  you,  yon  can  hear  the  mad- 
dening rush  of  the  horses'  feet  upon  the  turf,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  a  bay  and  a  chestnut  rush  past  in  the  last  fierce  struggle, 
and  no  man  knows  yet  who  has  won. 

Then  the  crowd  poured  once  more  over  the  turf,  and  surged 
and  cheered  round  the  winning  horses.  Soon  it  came  ont  that 
Velocipede  had  won,  and  Qeorgo,  turning  round  delighted,  stood 
face  to  face  with  a  gipsy  woman. 

Bbe  hod  ber  hood  low  on  her  head,  so  that  be  could  not  see  her 
fitco,  hut  she  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "  Let  me  ttH  your  fortnoe." 

"  It  IB  told  already,  mother,"  said  George.  "  Velocipede  hai 
won ;  yon  won't  tell  me  any  better  news  thou  that  this  day,  I  tooit." 
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"No,  George  Hawker.  I  slian't,"  replied  the  gipsy,  and,  raising 
hood  for  &n  betant,  she  diEcovered  to  his  otter  omazcmont  the 
coontenance  of  SJadge. 

"  Will  yon  let  me  tell  yoar  fortime  now,  my  boy?  "  she  aaJd. 

"  What,  Madge,  old  girl  I  By  Jove,  yon  shtdl.  Well,  wbo'd  ] 
»'  thought  of  seeing  yon  hero  ?  " 

"I'to  been  following  yoa,  and  looking  for  yon  ever  eo  long," 
she  said.  "  They  at  ihe  Nog's  Head  didn't  know  where  yon  were 
gone,  and  if  I  hadn't  been  a  gipsy,  and  o"  good  family,  I'd  nerer 
have  found  yon." 

"Yon're  a  good  old  woman,"  he  said.  "I  suppose  yon'TO 
some  news  for  me  ?  " 

"  I  haTe,"  she  answered  ;  *'  come  away  afU'r  me." 

He  followed  her  into  a  booth,  and  they  sat  down.  She  bega 
the  oODversation. 

*'  Are  you  married  ?  "  she  asked. 

"Ay;  a  month  since." 

"  Aiid  yon've  got  her  money  ?  " 

"  Yee,"  he  said  ;  "  but  I've  been  walking  into  it." 

"  Make  the  most  of  it,"  said  Uadge.     "  Yonr  father's  dead." 

"  Dead  I " 

"  Ay,  dead.  And  what's  worse,  lad,  he  lived  long  enough  to  I 
alter  his  will." 

"  Oh,  Lord !     What  do  yon  mean  ?  " 

"  I  mean,"  she  said,  "  that  he  has  left  all  his  money  to  yonr  \ 
consin.  He  found  ont  eveiytbing.  all  in  a  minute,  as  it  were; 
and  ho  brought  a  now  will  home  from  Exeter,  and  I  witnessed  it. 
And  he  turned  me  ont  of  doors,  and,  neit  morning,  after  I  waa 
gone,  he  was  found  dead  in  his  bed.  I  got  to  London,  and  fonnd 
no  trace  of  you  there,  tJU,  by  an  accident,  I  beard  that  you  had 
been  seen  down  here,  so  I  came  on.  I've  got  my  living  by  casling 
Jbrtins,  and  begging,  and  cadging,  and  snch  like.  Sometimes  I've 
slept  in  a  bam.  and  sometimes  in  a  hedge,  but  I've  fonght  my  way 
to  you,  tmo  and  faithful,  through  it  all,  you  see."  ■ 

"  So  he's  gone,"  said  George,  between  his  teeth,  "  and  his  J 
money  with  bun.    l^at'sawfnl.    What  anunnattiral  old  Tillaiul"  I 

"  He  got  it  into  his  head  at  last,  George,  that  you  weren't  his  I 
Km  at  all." 

"  The  Innatic  I — and  what  put  tliat  into  his  bead  ?  " 

"He  knew  yon  weren't  hia  wif^i'a  son,  yon  see,  and  he  had  I 
beaid  some  stories  about  me  before  I  came  to  live  with  hira,  and  I 
•o,  at  the  last,  be  took  io  saying  he'd  nought  to  do  with  you." 

Then  yon  mean  to  say " 

That  yon  are  my  boy,"  she  said,  "my  own  boy.     Why,  lad,  J 
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who  bnt  thy  own  mother  would  a'  done  for  thee  what  I  haver 
And  thon  never  thinking  of  it  all  tbeee  years  I     Blind  lad  I  " 

"  Good  God  t "  said  George.  "  And  if  I  had  only  known  that 
before,  how  differently  I'd  have  gone  on.  How  I'd  have  sneaked 
luad  truckled,  and  fetched  and  carried  for  him  I  Bali,  it'a  enongh 
to  drive  one  mad.  All  this  hide-and-seek  work  don't  pay,  old 
woman.  Yoa  and  I  are  bowled  out  with  it.  How  easy  f«r  you 
to  have  given  me  a  hint  of  tlua  years  ago,  to  make  me  careful  I 
But  yon  delight  in  mystery  and  conglomeration,  and  yon  always 
will.  There — I  ain't  ungrateful,  but  wben  I  think  of  what  we've 
lost,  no  wonder  I  get  wild.  And  what  the  devil  am  I  to  do 
now?" 

"  You've  got  the  girl's  money  to  go  on  with,"  she  said. 

"  Not  80  very  much  of  it,"  lie  replied.  "  I  tell  you  Tva  been 
playing  like — never  mind  what,  thta  last  month,  and  I've  lost 
every  night.  Then  I've  got  another  woman  in  tow,  that  costs 
— oh  curse  her,  what  don't  she  cost,  what  with  money  and 
bother  1 — In  short,  if  I  don't  get  something  from  somewhere,  in 
a  few  months  I  shall  he  in  Qneer  Streets.  What  chance  is  there 
of  the  parson's  dying  ?  " 

"It  don't  matter  much  to  yon  when  he  dies,  I  expect,"  said 
she,  "  for  you  may  depend  that  those  that's  got  hold  of  him  won't 
let  his  money  come  into  your  bonds.  He's  altered  his  will,  , 
may  depend  on  it." 

"  Do  yon  really  think  so  ?  " 

"  I  shootd  think  it  more  probable  than  not.     You  see  that  d 
matter  with  the  Bank  is  known  all  over  the  country,  although  they~ 
don't  seem  mcUned  to  push  it  against  yon,  for  some  reason.     Yet 
it's  hardly  likely  that  the  Vicar  would  let  his  money  go  lo  a  man 
who  couldn't  be  seen  for  fear  of  a  rope." 

"You're  a  raven,  old  woman,"  he  said.  "What  am  I J 
do?" 

"  Give  np  play,  to  begin  with." 

"Well?" 

"  Start  some  husiaesa  with  what's  left." 

"  Ha,  lia  I  Well,  I'll  tliink  oC  it.  You  must  want  some  money, 
old  girl !     Heru's  a  fipuocoto." 

"  I  don't  want  money,  my  boy  ;  I'm  ail  right,"  she  said. 

"  Oh,  nonsense ;  take  it." 

"I  won't,"  she  answered,     "Give  me  a  kias,  George." 

He  kiased  her  forehead,  and  bent  down  bis  bead  reflecting. 
When  he  looked  up  she  was  gone. 

He  ran  out  of  the  booth  and  looked  right  and  left,  hnt  saw  her 
nowhere.     Then  he  went  sulkily  back  to  his  wife.     He  hardly 
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noticed  her,  bat  said  it  was  time  to  go  home.  All  tiie  way  back, 
and  afl«r  they  had  reached  their  lodgings,  be  kept  tfas  euna 
moody  silence,  aud  she,  frightened  at  acme  unheard -of-ealamity, 
forbore  to  qaestion  bim.  But  when  she  was  going  to  bed  she 
could  withhold  her  anxiety  no  longer,  and  said  to  him, — 

"  Ob,  George,  yon  have  got  some  ba4  news  ;  let  me  share  it 
with  7on.  If  it  is  anyt^g  about  my  father,  I  implore  yon  to 
teU  me.  How  is  it  I  have  got  no  answer  to  the  letter  I  wrote  a 
monib  ago  ?  " 

He  answered  her  aavagely,  "  I  don't  know  anjrtliing  about  your 
father,  aud  I  don't  care.  I've  got  bad  news,  d — d  bad  news,  if 
that  will  make  yon  sleep  the  sonnder.  And,  once  for  all,  you'll 
find  it  best,  when  jou  see  me  snlky,  not  to  give  me  any  of 
joar  tantmmB  in  addition.     Mind  that." 

Ho  had  never  spoken  to  her  like  that  before.  Bhe  wiml  to  her 
bed  crashed  and  miserable,  and  spent  the  night  m  crying,  while 
be  wont  forth  and  spent  the  night  with  some  of  his  new  companions, 
plajing  wildly  and  losing  recklessly,  till  the  smnmer  morning  son 
■treamed  through  the  shatters,  and  shone  npon  him  desperate 
and  nigfa  penniless,  ripe  for  a  &11  lower  than  any  he  bad  bad  aa 
^^yet 

I    Lh 

■   !»' 

^V  And  be  who  reads  these  pages  will,  I  hope,  hare  tittle  sympathy 
with  the  minor  details  of  the  life  of  i^uch  a  man  as  George 
Hawker. 

Some  may  think  that  ^e  has  been  punished  enongh  already, 
far  leaTiDg  her  qniet  happy  home  to  go  away  with  each  a  t 
"Bbe  most  have  learnt  abe'ady,"  such  would  say,  "Ibat  he  c 
Dotbing  for  her.  Let  bar  leave  ber  money  benind,  and  go  back 
to  ber  tatber  to  make  snob  amends  as  she  may  tar  the  misery  the 
has  oaosed  bim."  Alas,  my  dear  madam,  who  woold  r^oioe  bt 
•neb  a  t«rminatioa  of  ber  tnniUei  more  than  myaolf  ?  But  it  U  not 
br  me  to  mete  ont  degreea  of  ptmiahmeDt.  I  am  trying  with  tbe 
beet  of  my  poor  abilities  to  write  a  true  history  of  cortain  people 
wfaota  I  knew.    And  I,  no  more  tbao  any  other  bmsan  creature. 
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THB  BMS  or  KABTS  KXPBDITIOK. 

jMt  Ds  hurry  over  what  is  to  follow.     I  who  knew  her  so  wH  eaa 
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can  see  the  conBeqnencea  that  will  follow  on  any  one  act  of  foUy-fl 
selfiEbneas,  such  as  this  poor  foolish  girl  hae  committed.  Wo 
most  wait  and  watch,  judgmg  witli  aU  charity.  Let  ;ou  and  me 
go  on  with  her  even  to  the  very  end. 

Good  men  draw  together  very  elowly.  Yet  it  is  one  of  tbe 
greatest  happinesses  one  is  capable  of,  to  introuaoe  two  suoh  to 
one  another,  and  see  how  aoon  the;  become  friends.  But  bail 
men  congregate  like  crows  or  jackals,  and  when  a  new  one 
appears,  he  is  received  into  tha  pack  without  question,  aa  aoou  aa 
he  baa  given  proof  enfficient  of  being  a  rascal. 

Ibis  was  the  case  with  George  Hawker.  His  facility  for 
making  acquaintance  with  rogues  and  blacklegs  was  perfectly 
marveUoas.  Any  gentleman  of  this  clasa  seemed  to  recognise 
him  instinctively,  and  became  fiimillar  immediately.  So  that  soon 
hs  had  round  him  sncb  a  circle  of  friends  as  would  liave  gone 
hard  to  send  to  the  dogs  the  moa't  honourable  and  virtuous  young 
man  in  the  three  kingdoms. 

When  &  new  boy  goes  to  school,  his  way  is  smoothed  very 
mnoh  at  first  by  the  oakes  and  pocket-money  he  brings  with  him. 
Till  these  are  gone  he  must  be  a  weak  boy  indeed  who  cannot  (at 
a  small  school)  find  some  one  to  fight  his  battles  and  fetch  and 
carry  for  htm.  Thaukerny  baa  thought  of  this  (what  does  he  not 
think  of?)  m  his  litUe  book,  "Dr.  Birch,"  where  a  young 
sycophant  is  represented  saying  to  his  &iend,  who  has  just 
received  a  hamper,  "  Hurrah,  old  fellow,  I'll  Imd  you  my  kni/e." 
This  was  considered  so  true  to  nature,  on  board  a  ship  in  which  I 
once  made  a  long  voyage,  that  it  passed  into  a  poverb  with  na, 
and  if  any  one  was  seen  indulging  in  a  luxury  out  of  the  way  at 
dinner, — say  an  eitra  bottle  of  wine  out  of  his  private  store, — 
lialf-a-doeen  would  cry  out  at  once,  "  Hurrah,  old  fellow,  I'll  lend 
you  my  knife  :  "  a  modest  way  of  requesting  to  be  asked  to  tak« 
a  glass  of  wine  better  than  that  supplied  by  the  steward. 

lu  tbe  same  way,  George  Hawker  was  treated  by  the  men  b« 
had  got  round  him  as  a  man  who  had  a  little  property  that  he  had 
not  got  rid  of,  and  as  ons  who  was  to  be  used  wiUi  some  cinlily,  until 
bis  money  was  gone,  and  he  sank  down  to  the  level  of  the  rest  ol 
them — to  the  level  of  living  by  hia  wits,  if  they  were  sharp  onongh 
to  make  a  card  or  billiard  sharper ;  or  otherwise  to  find  his  level 
among  tbe  proscribed  of  society,  let  that  be  what  it  might. 

And  George's  wits  were  not  of  the  fijst  order,  or  tbe  second ; 
and  his  manners  and  education  were  certainly  not  tbosa  of  a 
gentleman,  or  likely  to  be  useful  in  attracting  such  unwary 
peraona  as  these  Arabs  of  the  mstropolia  preyed  upon.  So  it 
nappened  that  when  all  his  money  was  played  away,  whiab  < 
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to  pass  m  a  month  or  two,  the  higher  and  cleverer  class  of  rascala 
began  to  look  ancomiuonlj  txtld  apan  him. 

At  first  poor  cniflbed  Mary  ased  to  entertaia  of  an  evening 
Bomti  of  the  eiile  among  the  card-sharpen  of  London— men  wltc 
actually  could  have  Bpoken  to  a  gentleman  in  a  public  place,  ' 
not  have  got  kicked.  These  men  were  polite,  and  rather  a£ 
able,  and  one  of  them,  a  Captain  Saxon,  was  bo  deferential  to  h 
and  seemed  bo  entirely  to  tmdorstand  her  position,  that  e 
veiy  fond  of  him,  and  was  always  pleaaed  to  see  him  at  her 
honfie. 

Tbongh,  indeed,  she  saw  but  little  of  any  men  who  came  there, 
KXai  eStei  any  of  them  arrived,  she  naed  to  receive  a  signal  & 
George,  which  she  dared  not  disobey,  to  go  to  htd.  And  w 
ahe  uy  there,  lonely  and  sleepless,  she  could  deUct,  from  t 
absence  of  conversation,  save  now  and  tlien  a  low,  fierce  c 
that  they  were  playing  desperately,  and  at  such  times  she  would 
lie  trembling  and  crying.  Once  or  twice,  during  the  time  she 
remembered  these  meetings,  they  were  rudely  broken  upon  by 
oaths  and  blows,  and  on  one  particnlar  occasion,  she  heard  one  of 
the  gameatera,  when  infnriatcd,  call  her  husband  "  a  d — d  swindlmg 
dog  of  a  folder." 

In  these  times,  which  lasted  but  a  fen  months,  she  began  to 
refiect  what  a  fool  she  had  been,  sud  how  to  gratify  her  fancy  si 
had  thrown  from  her  everything  soLd  and  worth  keeping  in 
world.     Bhe  had  brought  beraeU  to  confess,  in  bitterness  i 
snguiEh,  that  be  did  not  lova  her,  and  never  bad,  and  that  s' 
a  miserable  unhappy  dupe.     But,  nolwitbatacding,  she  loved  I 
alill,  though  she  dreaded  the  sight  of  him,  for  she  got  little  from 
him  now  but  oaths  aud  taunts. 

It  was  soon  after  their  return  from  Brighton  that  he  broke  outy 
first  on  some  trivial  occaaiuti,  and  cursed  lier  aloud.  Be  said  1 
hated  the  sight  of  her  pale  face,  for  it  always  reminded  him  o 
rain  and  misery ;  that  be  had  the  greatest  Batis&ction  in  t«llinf 
her  that  he  was  utterly  ruined  ;  that  his  father  was  dead,  and  b 
left  his  money  elsewhere,  and  that  her  father  was  little  better; 
that  she  would  soon  be  in  the  workhouse ;  aud,  in  fine,  said 
evnything  that  his  fierce,  wild,  brutal  temper  could  suggest. 

Bbe  never  tompted  another  outbreak  of  the  kind  ;  that  one 
too  horrible  for  her,  and  crushed  her  spirit  at  once.     She  o; 
tried  by  mildnees  and  submission  to  deprecate  his  rage. 
every  day  be  ctune  bouie  looking  ilercer  aud  wilder ;  as  time  u 
on  bar  heart  sank  within  her,  and  she  dreaded  something  mora 
(baifdl  than  she  had  eKperienced  yet. 

As  I  said,  afur  a  month  or  two,  bis  first  companions  began  to 
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drop  off,  or  only  came,  bnllyiag  and  swe&ring,  to  demand  K 
And  DOW  anotliOT  cIogb  of  men  began  (o  take  their  place,  the  siglit 
of  whom  made  her  blood  cold — worse  dressed  than  Uie  others,  and 
worse  mannered,  with  stnmge,  fool  oatha  od  their  Ups.  And  then, 
after  a  time,  two  rofiinns,  wotgo  looking  than  any  of  the  others, 
began  to  come  there,  of  whom  the  one  she  dreaded  moEt  vaa 
called  Mai ti and. 

He  was  always  very  civil  to  lior;  but  there  waa  something 
aboat  him,  his  lowering,  evil  face,  and  wild  looks,  which  mada 
him  a  living  nightmare  to  her.  She  knew  he  was  flying  from 
JDslJce,  by  the  way  he  came  and  went,  and  by  the  precaution 
always  taken  when  he  was  there.  But  when  he  came  to  live  in 
the  room  over  theirs,  and  when,  by  lletening  at  odd  times,  she 
fonnd  that  bo  and  ber  husband  were  engaged  in  some  great 
villainy,  the  nature  of  which  she  could  not  understand,  then  she 
saw  that  there  was  nothing  to  do,  but  in  sheer  desperation  to  sit 
down  and  wait  the  catastrophe. 

About  this  time  she  made  another  discovery,  tliat  she  was 
penniless,  and  hod  been  so  some  lime.  George  had  given  her 
money  from  time  to  time  to  carry  on  household  expenses,  and  she 
contrived  to  make  these  sums  answer  well  enough.  Bat  one  day, 
determined  to  know  the  worst,  she  asked  him,  at  the  risk  of  another 
explosion,  how  their  account  stood  at  the  bank  ?  He  replied,  in  the 
best  of  his  humours,  apparently,  "  that  the  five  thousand  they  had 
had  there  had  been  overdrawn  Bome  six  weeks,  and  that,  if  it  hadn't 
been  for  his  exertions  in  various  ways,  she'd  have  been  starred 
out  before  now." 

"  All  gone ! "  she  said ;  "  and  where  to  ?  " 

"  To  the  devil,"  he  answered.     "  And  you  may  go  after  il 

"  And  what  are  we  to  do  now,  George  ?  " 

"The  best  we  can." 

"  But  the  baby,  George  ?     I  shall  lie-in  in  three  months." 

"  You  must  take  your  chance,  and  the  baby  too.  As  long  as 
there's  any  money  going  you'll  get  some  of  it.  If  you  wrote  to 
your  father  you  might  get  some." 

"  rU  never  do  that."  she  said. 

"  Won't  you  ?  "  said  he ;  "  I'll  starve  you  into  it  when  money 
gets  scarce." 

Things  remained  like  this  till  it  come  to  be  nearly  t«n  months 
from  their  marriage.  Maiy  hod  never  written  home  but  once,  &om 
Brighton,  and  then,  as  we  know,  the  answer  hod  miscarried  ;  so 
she,  conceiving  she  was  cast  off  by  her  &ther,  had  never  attempted 
to  communicate  with  him  again.  The  time  drew  nigh  that  she 
should  be  confined,  and  she  got  very  sick  and  ill,  and  still  the 
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UaitUnd  lived  in  the  honso,  and  he  and  Oeorge  Epent  much  1 
of  their  time  awaj  together  at  night. 

Yet  poor  M1U7  had  a  Eriend  who  stayed  by  her  tbrongb  it  all- 
Captain  Saxon,  the  great  billiard  sharper.  Many  a  weary  hour, 
when  she  was  watching  np  onxiouti  and  ill,  for  her  hosband,  UuB 
man  woold  come  and  sit  with  her,  talking  agreeably  and  well  about 
many  things ;  but  chiefly  ahoat  tha  life  he  used  to  lead  before  lie 
fell  so  low  as  ho  was  then.  1 

He  Hied  to  gay,  "  Mrs.  Hawker,  you  cannot  tell  what  a  reliefs 
sod  pleasure  it  is  to  me  t^  have  a  lady  to  talk  to  again.  Yoa  f 
mnst  conceive  how  a  man  brought  up  like  myself  misses  it." 

"Surely,  Captain  Saxon,"  she  would  say,  "you  have  some 
relatione  left.     Why  not  go  back  to  them  ?  " 

"  They  wouldn't  own  me,"  he  said.  "  I  Kmashed  evciTthing, 
a  fine  fortune  amongst  other  things,  by  my  goings  on  ;  and  they 
Tery  properly  cast  mo  off,  I  never  got  beyond  the  law,  though. 
Many  well-knoau  men  speak  to  me  now,  bat  they  won't  play  witli 
me,  Uiongb  ;  I  am  loo  good.  And  so  you  see  I  play  dark  to  win 
from  young  fellows,  and  I  am  miied  up  with  a  lot  of  Gooundrek. 
&  man  brought  an  action  against  me  the  other  day  to  recover  two 
hundred  poands  I  won  of  him,  but  he  couldn't  do  anything.  And 
the  judge  said,  that  though  the  law  couldn't  touch  me,  yet  I  was 
mixed  up  notoriously  with  a  gang  of  sharpers.  That  was  a  pleasant 
thing  to  hear  in  court,  wasn't  it  1 — but  txue." 

"  It  has  oden  surprised  me  to  see  how  temperate  you  are,  Cap- 
tain Boson,"  sho  said. 

" I  am  forced  to  be,"  he  said ;  "I  must  keep  my  hand  steady. 
Bee  there  ;  it's  as  firm  as  a  rock.  No ;  the  consoUtion  of  drink 
is  denied  me ;  I  have  somcthmg  to  live  ior  still.  I'll  tell  yon  a 
secret.  I've  insured  my  hfe  vcty  high  in  favour  of  my  hitle  Bister 
whom  I  mined,  and  who  is  out  as  a  govemesE.  If  I  don't  pay  np 
to  the  last,  yon  see,  or  if  I  commit  suicide,  she'll  lose  the  money. 
I  pay  very  high,  I  oasm'e  you.  On  one  occasion  not  a  year  ago, 
I  played  for  the  money  to  pay  the  premium  only  two  nights  before 
it  would  have  been  too  late.  There  was  touch  and  go  for  you  I 
Bat  my  band  was  as  steady  as  a  rook,  and  after  the  last  game  was 
over  I  fainted." 

"  Good  Lord,"  she  said,  "  what  a  tenille  lifu  1  But  suppose 
joa  fkll  into  sickness  and  poverty.  Then  you  may  fall  into 
uroar,  and  she  will  lose  everything  after  all." 

Ha  laughed  alond.  A  strange  wild  laugh.  "  No,"  sud  he ; 
"I  am  safe  there,  if  physioians  are  to  be  believed.  Sometimes, 
when  I  am  falling  asleep,  my  heart  begins  to  £ntter  and  whirl, 
mA  I  sit  up  in  bed,  breathless  and  perspiiing  tiQ  it  grows  still 
10 
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again.  Then  I  langli  to  myself,  and  my,  '  Not  thii  time  I 
but  it  can't  he  long  now.'  Those  palpitations,  Mrs.  Hawker,  are 
growicg  worse  and  worse  ^acb  month.  I  have  got  a  desperate 
incorable  heart  complaint,  that  will  cany  me  off,  sodden  and 
sure,  without  warning,  I  hopa  to  a  hotter  sort  of  world  than  this." 

"  I  am  sorry  for  you,  Captain  Saxon,"  she  said,  sobbing,  "  so 
very,  very  aorty  for  you  I  " 

"  I  thank  you  kindly,  my  good  friend,"  he  replied.  "  It's  long 
since  I  bad  so  good  a  biend  as  yon.  Now  change  the  sobject.  I 
want  to  talk  to  you  about  yourself.  You  are  going  to  be  con- 
fined." 

"  In  a  few  days,  I  fear,"  she  said. 

"  Have  yon  money  ?  " 

"  Uy  husband  soems  to  have  money  enough  at  present,  h 
have  none  to  fall  back  apon." 

"  What  friends  have  yon  ?  " 

"  None  that  I  can  apply  to." 

"  H'm,"  he  said.  "  Well,  yon  must  make  use  of  me,  i 
far  as  1  con  manage  it,  of  my  purse  too,  in  case  of  on  emer^ 
I  moan,  yoa  know,  Mrs.  Hawker,"  he  added,  looking  fall  at  hoe, 
"  to  make  this  offer  to  yon  as  I  wonld  to  my  own  Bist«r.  Don't 
in  Qod's  name  refuse  my  protection,  snch  as  it  is,  from  any  mis- 
taken motives  of  jealonsy.  Now  t«Il  me,  as  honestly  as  you  dare, 
how  do  you  believe  your  husband  gets  his  living  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  the  least  idea,  but  1  fear  the  worst." 

"  Yon  do  right,"  he  said.  "  Forewarned  is  forearmed,  and,  lit 
the  risk  of  frightening  yon,  I  must  hid  yon  prepare  for  the  worst. 
Althoagh  I  know  nothing  ahout  what  he  is  engaged  In,  yet  I 
know  that  the  man  Moitland,  who  lives  above,  and  who  you  say  Is 
your  husband's  constant  companion,  is  a  desperate  man.  If  any- 
thing happens,  apply  to  me  straightway,  and  I  will  do  all  I  can. 
My  principal  hope  is  in  putting  yon  in  commonication  with  your 
friends.  Could  yon  not  trust  me  witb  your  stoiy,  that  we  might 
take  advice  together?  " 

Bbe  told  him  all  from  beginning  to  the  end,  and  at  the  last  she 
eaid,  "  If  the  worst  should  come,  whatever  that  may  be,  I  mmLl 
write  for  help  to  Major  Bnckley,  for  the  soke  of  the  child  that  i* 
to  come." 

"  M^or  Bnckley  I " — he  naked  eagerly, — "  do  you  mean  J 
Buckley  of  the  — th  ?  '* 

"  The  some  man,"  she  replied,  "  my  kindest  friend." 

"  Oh,  Lord  I  "  li«  said,  growing  pile,  "  I've  got  one  of  ^ 
spasms  coming  on.    A  glass  of  water,  my  dear  lady,  in  QoS'» 
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He  held  both  hmxls  nn  bifi  heart,  and  Ifty  bftck  in  bts  cliair  a 
little,  with  livid  lips,  g^ing  for  bre&th.  B7  degreeB  bis  nbit« 
bands  dropped  upon  bis  Inp,  and  he  said  with  a  sigb,  "  Neiirer 
still,  old  biend,  nearer  than  ever.     Ifot  fhr  oCTnow." 

But  he  soon  recovered  and  said,  "Mrs,  Hawker,  il  yon  ever  see 
that  man  B\ickley  again,  tell  bim  that  yon  saw  Charley  Biddolph, 
who  was  once  his  friend,  fallen  to  be  the  consort  of  rogues  and 
UiieYes,  cast  off  by  every  one,  and  dj'ing  of  a  heart  complaint ;  hot 
tell  him  he  conld  not  die  withouteending  a  tender  love  to  his  good 
old  coinrade,  an<]  that  he  remembered  him  and  loved  bim  to  the 
very  end." 

"And  I  shall  say  too,"  said  Mary,  "  whan  all  neglected  me,  and 
forgot  me,  this  Charles  Biddolph  helped  and  cheered  me;  and 
when  I  was  fkllcu  to  the  lowest,  that  be  was  still  to  me  a  conrteons 
gentleman,  and  a  (aithfal  adviser ;  &nd  that  but  for  bim  and  his 
goodness  I  should  have  sunk  into  desperation  long  ago.  Be  sure 
Uiat  I  will  say  this  too." 

The  door  opened,  and  George  Hairker  came  in. 

"  Good  evening.  Captain  Saion,"  said  he.  "  My  wife  seems  to 
make  herself  more  agreeable  to  yon  than  slie  does  to  me.  I  hope 
yon  are  pleased  with  her.  However,  yon  are  welcome  to  be.  I 
thank  God  I  ain't  jealons.     Where's  Maitland  ?  " 

"  He  baa  not  be«n  here  to-night,  George,"  she  said,  timidly. 

"  Cnrae  him,  then.  Give  me  a  candle ;  I'm  going  np-stsirs. 
Don't  go  on  my  accoimt,  Captain  Bazon.  Well,  if  yon  will,  good 
'?ht." 

Saxon  bode  him  goo<l  nrght,  and  went.     George  went  np  into 

'iUand's  room,  vrbere  Mary  wan  never  admitted  ;  and  soon  she 
'  him  hammer,  hammering  at  metal,  overhead.     She  was  too    ■ 
to  that  sound  to  take  notice  of  it ;  so  she  went  to  bed)  bnt    ' 
lay  long  awake,  thinking  of  poor  Captain  Saxon. 

Less  than  a  we«k  after  that  she  was  confined.  She  had  a  boy, 
and  that  gave  hor  new  life.  Poorly  prowded  for  as  that  child 
iras,  be  coold  not  have  been  more  tenderly  nursed  or  more  priced 
')ttd  loved,  if  be  had  been  bom  in  the  palace,  with  bis  M^csty's 
tight  honourable  ministers  in  the  anto-room,  drinking  dry  Silleij 
h  hononr  of  the  event. 

Now  she  could  endure  what  was  to  come  better.  And  less  than 
I  month  after,  just  as  she  was  getting  well  again,  nil  bcr  strength 
and  courage  were  needed.     The  end  came. 

She  was  sitting  before  the  fire,  abont  ten  o'clool;  at  night,  nurs- 
ing ber  baby,  when  she  beard  the  streetiloor  openod  by  a  key; 
SDd  the  next  moment  her  husband  and  Maitland  were  in  the  room. 

"  Sit  quiet,  now,  or  I'll  knock  your  brwns  ont  with  the  poker," 


■  i^on  t 
kppbt. 

mS 

■  used  t 


I 


181  THE.EECaLLEOTIONS  OP 

eaid  Owrge ;  and,  seizing  a  china  ornament  Irom  the  c 
piece,  he  thrust  it  bto  the  fire,  and  heaped  the  coals  ofer  it. 

"  We're  caught  like  rats,  jou  fool,  if  they  have  tracked  us," 
B&i6  Maitland  ;  "  and  nothing  but  your  consummate  foUy  to  thank 
for  it.  I  deserve  iionging  for  mixing  myself  up  nitb  such  a  man 
in  a  thing  like  this.  Now,  are  yon  coming  ;  or  do  yon  want  half- 
an-hour  lo  wish  jour  wife  good-hye  ?  " 

George  never  answered  that  question.  There  was  a  noise  of 
breaking  glass  down-stairs,  and  a  moment  after  a  sound  of  several 
feet  on  the  stair. 

"  Make  a  fight  for  it,"  said  MaitJand,  "  if  yon  can  do  nothing 
else.     Make  for  the  back-door," 

But  George  stood  aghast,  while  Mary  trembled  in  every  limb. 
The  door  was  burst  open,  and  a  tall  man  coming  in  said,  "  In  the 
King's  name,  1  arrest  you,  George  Hawker  and  William  Mnitland, 
for  coining." 

Mutland  throw  himself  upon  the  mau,  and  they  fell  crashing 
over  the  table.  George  dashed  at  the  door,  but  was  met  by  two 
others.  For  a  minute  there  was  a  wild  scene  of  confhsion  and 
straggling,  while  Mary  crouched  against  the  wall  with  the  child, 
shut  her  eyes,  and  tried  to  pmy.  ^Vhen  she  looked  round  again 
she  saw  her  husband  and  Maitland  securely  handcuffed,  and  the 
tall  man,  who  first  came  in,  wiping  the  blood  &om  a  deep  oat  in 
his  forehead,  said, 

"  There  is  nothing  against  this  woman,  is  there,  Sanders  ?  " 

"Nothing,  sir,  eicept  that  she  is  the  prisoner  Hawker's  wife." 

"Poor  woman  I  "  said  the  tall  man.  "She  has  been  lately 
confined,  t«o.  I  don't  think  it  will  he  necessary  to  take  her  into 
custody.  Take  away  tho  prisoners ;  1  shflil  stay  here  and 
search." 

He  began  his  search  by  taking  the  tonga  and  pulling  the  fire  to 
pieces.  Soon  he  came  to  the  remnants  of  the  china  ornament 
which  George  hod  thrown  in ;  and,  after  a  little  more  rakiiig,  two 
or  three  round  pieces  of  metal  fell  ont  of  the  grate. 

"A  very  green  trick,"  he  remarked.  "Well,  they  must  stay 
there  to  cool  before  I  can  touch  tbem ; "  and  turning  to  Mary  said, 
"  Could  you  oblige  me  with  come  sticking- plaatfir  ?  Your  bus- 
hand's  confederate  has  given  me  an  ugly  blow." 

She  got  some,  and  put  it  &□  for  hun.  "  Ob,  sirt  "  she  said, 
"  Can  you  tell  me  what  this  is  all  about  ?  " 

"  Easy,  ma'am,"  said  he.  "  Maitland  is  one  of  the  most  noto- 
rions  coiners  in  England,  and  your  husband  is  his  confederate  and 
assistant.  We've  been  watching,  just  to  get  a  case  that  there 
would  he  no  troahte  about,  and  we've  got  it. ' 
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"And  if  it  is  proved?"  ebe  asked,  trembUnc. 

He  looked  Terj  seiionB.  "Mrs.  Kawker,  I  know  yonr  histoiy, 
BB  well  SB  jour  hasbeiid's,  the  same  as  if  yon  told  it  to  me.  So  I 
am  Sony  to  give  a  lady  who  is  m  misforttme  more  pain  tbaa  I  can 
help ;  bat  yon  know  coining  is  a  hanging  matter." 

She  rocked  herself  wUdJy  to  and  &o,  and  the  chair  where  she 
sat,  sqneezing  the  child  against  her  bosom  till  he  cried.  Sbe 
soothed  him  again  without  a  word,  and  then  said  to  the  officer,  who 
was  searching  eTeiy  nook  and  cranny  in  the  room : 

"  Bttail  yon  be  obliged  to  turn  me  out  of  here,  or  may  I  stay  a 
few  nights  9  " 

"Ton  can  stay  as  long  as  you  please,  madam."  ho  said; 
"  that's  a  matter  with  yonr  landlady,  not  me.  Bat  if  I  waa  you 
I'd  communicate  with  my  friends,  and  get  some  money  to  hare  tny 
bnsband  defended." 

"They'd  sooner  pay  for  the  rope  to  hang  him,"  ahe  said. 
"  You  seem  a  kind  and  pitifol  aort  of  man ;  tell  me  boneetly,  is 
there  any  chance  for  him  ?  " 

"  Honestly,  none.  There  ]By  be  some  chance  of  his  life  ;  but 
there  is  evidence  enough  on  this  one  charge,  leave  alone  others, 
mind  you,  to  convict  twenty  men.  'Why,  we've  evidence  of  two 
forgeries  conmiitted  on  tiis  father  before  ever  he  married  you ;  so 
that,  if  he  is  acqnitted  on  this  charge,  he'll  be  arrested  for  another 
onteide  the  court." 

All  night  long  she  sat  up  nursing  the  child  before  the  fire,  which 
from  time  to  time  sbe  replenished.  The  officers  in  possession 
slept  on  sofas,  and  dozed  in  chairs  ;  but  when  the  day  broke  sbe 
was  BtUl  there,  pale  and  Uioughtful,  sitting  much  In  the  same 
place  and  attitude  as  she  did  before  all  this  happened,  the  night 
before,  which  seemed  to  her  like  a  year  ago,  so  great  was  the 
change  since  then.  "  So,"  tlioaght  she,  "  he  was  nothing  but  a 
villain  after  all.     He  bad  mereJy  gained  her  heart  for  money's 

le,  and  cast  her  off  when  it  was  gone.  What  a  miserable  fool 
bad  been,  and  how  rightly  served  now,  to  be  left  penniless  in 
world  t " 

enmless,  but  not  friendless.  She  remembered  Captain  Saxon, 
determined  to  go  to  Lim  and  ask  his  advice.  So  when  the 
strange  weird  morning  had  crept  on,  to  such  time  as  tlie  accuBtomed 
crowd  began  to  eoige  through  the  street,  she  put  ou  her  bonnet, 
tnd  went  away  for  the  first  time  to  se«k  him  at  his  lodgings,  in  a 
street,  leading  off  Piccadilly. 

answered  tlie  door.      "  The  Captain  was  gone," 
atogne,  and  nonldu't  bu  back  yet  for  a  fortnight. 
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She  hardly  thoogbt  it  worth  while.  All  the  woild  seemed  to  hi 
deaertod  her  noiv ;  but  she  esM,  more  in  absence  of  mind  than  for 
any  other  reaaon,  "Tell  him  that  Mrs.  Hawker  called,  if  yoa 
please." 

"Mr.  Hawker  I"  the  old  woman  said;  "  there's  a  letter  for  yon, 
ma'am,  I  believe :  and  somethlag  paiticolar  l«o,  'cause  he  told  me 
to  keep  it  in  my  desk  till  you  called.    Just  et^p  in,  if  you  please," 

Mary  followed  her  in,  and  she  prodnoed  a  letter  directed  to  Mtj. 
Hawker.  When  Mary  opened  it,  which  ahe  did  in  the  street,  after 
the  door  was  shut,  the  first  thing  she  saw  was  a  bank-note  for  fire 
poondB,  and  behind  it  was  the  following  note : — 

>'  I  am  forced  to  go  to  Boulogne,  at  a  moment's  notice,  witb  a 
man  whom  I  must  not  lose  eight  of.  Should  yon  have  occasion  to 
apply  to  me  during  my  absence  (which  is  fearfully  probable),  I 
have  left  this,  begging  yonr  acceptance  of  it,  in  the  same  spirit  as 
that  in  which  it  was  offered  ;  and  I  pray  you  to  accept  Uua  piece  of 
advice  at  the  same  time : — 

"  Apply  instantly  to  your  friends,  and  go  back  to  them  at  once. 
Don't  stop  about  London  on  any  excuse.  You  have  never  known 
what  it  is  to  be  without  money  yet ;  take  care  yon  never  do.  When 
a  man  or  a  woman  la  poor  and  hungry,  there  is  a  troop  of  derila 
who  always  follow  such,  whispering  all  sorts  of  things  to  them. 
They  are  all,  or  neai'ly  all,  known  to  me :  take  care  you  do  not 
make  their  acquaintance. 

"  Yours  most  affectionately, 

"  Charlks  Biddulpb.'"^ 

What  a  strange  letter,  she  thought.     He  must  be  mad. 
there  was  method  in  his  madnees,  too.     Devils  such  as  he  apol 
of  had  leant  over  her  chair  and  whispered  to  her  before  now,  plain 
to  be  beard.     Bnt  that  was  in  the  old  times,  when  she  sat  brood- 
ing alone  over  the  fire  at  night.     She  was  no  longer  alone  now, 
and  tbey  bad  ffod — fled,  scared  at  the  face  of  a  baby. 

She  went  home  and  spoke  to  the  landlady.  Bnt  tittle  was  owing, 
and  that  she  had  money  enough  to  pay  without  the  five  pounds  that 
the  kind  gambler  hod  given  her.  However,  when  she  asked  the 
landlady  whether  she  could  stay  there  a  week  or  two  longer,  the 
woman  prayed  her  with  tears  to  begone  ;  that  she  and  her  husband 
had  brought  trouble  enough  on  them  already. 

But  there  was  atiU  a  week  loft  of  their  old  tenancy,  bo  sbo  held 
possession  in  spite  of  the  landlady  ;  and  &um  the  police -offiuere, 
who  were  still  about  the  place,  she  heard  that  the  two  prisoners 
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oommitW  for  tnal,  and  that  tliat  trial  would  take  place  ] 
r)j  in  the  week  at  the  Old  Bailey.  [ 

Three  days  before  the  trial  sbe  hud  to  lea™  the  lodgings,  with  I 
bnt  littl«  more  thait  two  pouada  iu  the  world.  For  those  three  days 
she  got  lodging  as  she  could  in  ooSee-hoases  and  euch  places, 
always  meeting,  howerer,  with  that  sort  of  kiodneas  and  sympath; 
&om  the  women  beloQging  to  theu  which  coold  not  be  bought  for 
money.  Bhe  was  in  such  a  doll  state  of  despair,  that  she  waa 
happUy  insensible  to  all  Bmoller  discomforts,  and  on  the  day  of  the 
fedal  she  endeavoured  to  push  into  the  court  with  her  child  in  her 
snua. 

The  crowd  was  too  dense,  and  the  heat  was  too  great  for  her, 
so  sbe  came  outside  and  sat  on  some  steps  on  one  side  of  a 
passage.  Once  she  had  to  move  as  a  great  personage  come  up, 
and  then  one  of  the  officers  said— 

"  Come,  my  good  woman,  you  mustn't  sit  there,  you  know, 
lliat's  the  judge's  private  door." 

"I  beg  pardon,"  she  said,  "and  I  mill  move,  if  you  wish  ma. 
Bat  they  are  trying  my  husband  for  coining,  and  the  court  is  too 
hot  &>r  Uie  child.  If  you  will  lut  rue  sit  there,  I  will  bo  sore  to 
get  out  of  the  way  when  my  lord  comes  past." 

The  man  looked  at  her  as  if  it  was  a  case  somewhat  oat  of  bia 
experience,  and  went  away.  Soon,  however,  be  came  hack  again, 
and  alter  staring  at  her  a  short  time,  said — 

"  Do  you  want  anything,  miasis  ?     Anything  I  can  get  ?  " 
"  I  am  macb  obLged  to  you,  notiiing,"  she  said  ;  "  hot  if  you 
can  tell  me  how  the  trial  is  gobg  oo,  I  shall  bo  obliged  to  you." 

Ho  shook  his  head  and  went  away,  and  when  be  relumed, 

telling  her  that  the  judge  was  sunmiing  up,  he  hade  her  follow 

bim,  and  found  her  a  place  in  a  quiet  part  of  the  court.     She 

ooiild  see  ber  husband  and  Moitland  standing  in  the  dock,  quite 

ifilosd  to  her,  and  before  them  the  judge  was  calmly,  slowly,  and 

.^istincUy  giving  the  jury  the  history  of  the  case  from  hegimiiog 

end.     Hhe  waa  too  much  bewildered  and  desperate  to  listen  to 

but  she  was  attracted  hy  the  buzz  of  conversation  which  aroaa 

su  the  jury  retired.     They  seemed  gone  a  bare  minuto  to  her, 

'hen  ahe  heard  and  understood  that  the  prisoners  were  found 

Then  she  heard  Maitlaud  sentenced  to  death,  and  George 

lawlur  condemned  to  he  transported  beyond  the  seas  for  the 

of  his  natural  life,  iu  consideration  of  his  youth ;  so  she 

rought  herself  to  underatand  that  the  game  was  played  out,  and 

led  to  go. 

a  officer  who  had  been  kind  to  her  stopped  her,  and  asked 

where  she  was  going  ?  "    She  answered,  "  To  Devoiuilure," 
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and  passed  on,  Imt  almost  inunediately  pushed  back  to  Hm  fl 
the  crowd,  which  was  pouring  out  of  the  doora,  and  thanked  1 
for  bis  kindness  to  her.     Thea  she  went  oat  with  the  croird  i^ 
the  atreet,  and  almoat  instinctiyely  struck  westward.  

Through  the  western  streets,  roaring  with  carriages,  crowded 
with  foot  passengers,  like  one  in  a  dream ;  past  the  tiieatres,  and 
the  arches,  and  all  the  great,  rich  world,  bnsy  seeking  its  after- 
noon pleasnre :  through  the  long  snbnrbs,  getting  more  scattered 
&s  she  went  on,  and  so  out  on  to  the  dosty  brood  western  high- 
way :  a  lonely  wanderer,  with  only  one  thought  in  her  throbbing 
head,  to  reach  saah  home  as  v/aa  left  her  before  she  died. 

At  the  first  quiet  spot  she  came  to  she  sat  down  and  toro 
herself  to  think.  Two  hundred  miles  to  go,  and  fifteen  shillj 
to  keep  her.  Never  mind,  she  conld  beg ;  she  had  heard  % 
some  made  a  trade  of  begging,  and  did  well ;  bard  if  she  shot 
die  on  the  road.  So  she  pashed  on  through  the  evening  towi 
tile  sinking  stm,  till  the  milestones  passed  slower  and  slower,  and 
then  she  found  shelter  in  a  tramps'  lodging-house,  and  got  what 
rest  she  could.  In  a  week  she  was  at  Tannitm.  Then  the 
weather,  which  had  hitherto  been  fair  and  pleasant,  broke  up, 
and  still  she  held  on  (with  the  rain  beatbg  fiom  the  westward  in 
ber  face,  ns  thongh  to  stay  her  fiom  ber  retiige),  dizzy  and  con- 
fused, but  detormined  still,  along  the  miry  high-road. 

Sho  had  learnt  fi'om  a  gipsy  woman,  with  whom  she  had  walked 
in  company  for  some  hours,  how  to  carry  her  child  across  her 
back,  slung  in  her  sbawl.  So,  with  ber  breast  bare  to  the  stomi, 
she  fought  her  way  over  the  high  bleak  downs,  glad  and  happy 
when  the  boy  ceased  his  wailing,  and  lay  warm  and  sheltered 
behind  her,  swathed  b  every  poor  rag  she  could  spare  from  ber 
nnmbed  and  dripping  body. 

Late  on  a  wild  rainy  night  she  reached  Exeler,  utterly  penni- 
less, and  wet  to  the  skin.  She  bad  had  nothing  to  eat  since  noon, 
and  her  breast  was  fiiiliog  for  wont  of  nourishment  and  over- 
ciertion.  Still  it  was  only  twenty  miles  further.  Surely,  she 
thought,  God  had  not  saved  her  through  two  hundred  such  miles, 
to  perish  at  last.  The  child  was  dry  and  warm,  and  feat  asleep, 
and  if  she  could  get  some  rest  in  one  of  the  doorways  in  the  lower 
part  of  the  town,  till  she  was  stronger,  she  conld  fight  her  way  on 
to  DmmBlon ;  so  she  held  on  to  St.  Thomas's,  and  finding  an  archway 
drier  than  the  others,  sat  down,  and  took  the  child  upon  her  lap. 

Best ! — rest  was  a  fiction ;  she  was  better  walking — such  aches, 
and  cramps,  and  pains  in  ever^-  joint  I  She  would  get  op  and 
posh  on,  and  yet  minute  after  minute  went  by,  and  she  could 
not  summon  courage. 
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She  was  ut&g  vitfa  her  beautiful  face  in  Uie  light  of  a  lamp. 
A  woQtaji  well  &iid  bandeomety  dressed  wns  passing  rapidly  througb 
tie  rain,  but  on  seeing  her  stopped  and  said — 

"  M;  poor  girl,  why  do  yon  eit  there  in  the  dunp  entry  such  a 
night  09  this?" 

"  I  am  cold,  hnnj^,  rained ;  that's  why  I  sit  under  the  arch," 
replied  Mary,  rising  up. 

"  Come  home  with  me,"  said  the  womim :  "  I  will  take  care  of 

"  I  am  going  to  my  fiiends,"  replied  ehe. 

"  Are  you  sure  they  will  ho  glad  to  see  yon,  my  dear  !  "  said  ■ 
the  woman,  "with  that  pretty  little  pledge  at  your  boBom?" 

"  I  care  no^,"  said  Mary.     "  I  told  you  1  was  despi^ate." 

"  Desperate,  my  pretty  love,"  aaid  the  woman ;  "  a  girl  \ 
beauty  like  yours  ehonld  never  he  desperate  ;  come  with  me." 

Muy  stepped  forward  and  atmck  her,  so  fall  and  true  that  the 
woman  reeled  backwards,  and  slood  whimpering  and  astonished. 

"Out!  you  folsejade,"  said  Mary;  "you  are  one  of  those  devils 
that  Saxon  told  me  of,  who  com«  whispermg,  and  peering,  and 
crowding  behind  those  who  are  peDUtless  and  deserted;  but  I  have 
fiiced  you,  and  struck  you,  and  I  tel!  you  to  go  back  to  your  master 
and  say  that  I  am  not  for  him." 

The  woman  went  crying  and  frightened  down  the  street,  think- 
ing that  she  had  been  plying  her  infamous  trade  on  a  Itmatic  ;  hut 
Mary  sat  down  again  and  nursed  the  child. 

But  the  wind  changed  a  little,  and  the  rain  began  to  beat  in  on 
her  shelter ;  she  arose,  and  went  down  the  street  to  seek  a  new 

She  foimd  a  deep  arch,  well  sheltered,  and,  what  was  belter,  a 
tamp  inside,  so  that  she  could  sit  on  the  stone  step,  and  see  her 
baby'a  face.  Pointy  quarters,  truly  I  She  went  to  take  possession, 
and  started  back  with  a  scream. 

What  delasion  was  this  ?  There,  under  the  lamp,  on  the  step, 
sat  a  woman,  her  own  image,  norsing  a  baby  so  like  her  own  that 
she  looked  down  at  her  bosom  to  see  if  it  was  safe.  It  must  be  a 
fency  of  her  own  disordered  brain ;  but  no— for  when  she  gathered 
up  her  courage,  and  walked  towards  it,  a  woman  she  knew  well  | 
started  up,  and,  laughing  wildly,  cried  out, 

"Ha!  ha  I  Mary  Thornton." 

"  Ellen  Lee  ?  "  said  Mary,  aghast. 

"  That's  me,  dear,"  replied  tho  other ;  "  you're  welcome,  my  ' 
lote,  welcome  to  the  cold  stones,  and  wet  streets,  and  to  hunger 
and  drunkenness,  and  evil  words,  and  the  abomination  of  desola- 
iioa.    That's  what  we  all  come  to,  mj  dear.    Is  that  hia  child  t " 


"  Hush,  1 
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le  ?  "  said  Mar}'.     "  Thia  is  Goorgo  Hawker'a  child." 


Y  dear  I 


Eaid  the  other ; 


I 


c  mention  1; 
3C'ietT,  joa  know.  This  is  Lis  too — a  for  fiiier  aa& 
than  yours.  Cis  Jewell  had  oci)  of  his  too,  a  poor  little  rat  ot'  a 
thing  that  died,  and  now  the  minx  is  flaunting  ahont  the  High- 
street  every  night,  ia  her  silks  and  ber  feathers  as  hold  as  hrsss. 
I  hope  you'll  have  notliing  to  say  to  her ;  you  and  I  will  keeyi 
koase  together.  They  are  looking  after  me  to  put  me  in  the 
madhouse.     You'll  come  too,  of  course," 

"  God  have  mercy  on  you,  poor  Nelly !  "  said  Maiy. 

"  Exactly  so,  my  dear,"  the  poor  lunatic  replied.  "  Of  com^e 
Ho  win.  But  about  him  you  luiow.  You  heard  the  tenos  of  his 
bargain?" 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  aak&d  Mary, 

"  Why,  about  him  yon  know,  G H ,  Aladge  the  witch's 

son.     He  sold  himself  to  the  deuce,  my  dear,  on  condition  of 
mining  a  poor  girl  every  year.     And  he  has  kept  his  contract 

hitherto.    If  he  don't,  yon  kiow come  here,  I  want  to  whisper 

to  you," 

The  poor  girl  whispered  rapidly  in  her  ear ;  but  Mary  broke 
away  &om  her  and  fled  rapidly  down  the  street,  poor  Elkn  shout- 
ing after  her,  "  Ha,  ha  I  the  parson's  daughter,  too— ha,  ha  I  " 

"  Let  me  get  out  of  this  town,  0  Lord  I  "  she  prayed  most 
eamoatly,  "if  I  die  in  the  fields."  And  so  she  sped  on,  and 
paused  not  till  she  was  full  two  mlloa  out  of  the  town  towards 
home,  leaning  on  the  parapet  of  the  noble  bridge  that  even  then 
crossed  the  river  Eie. 

The  night  had  cleared  up,  and  a  soft  and  gentle  westerly  breeze 
was  ruffling  the  broad  waters  of  the  river,  where  they  slept  deep, 
dark,  and  full  above  the  weir.  Just  below  where  they  broke  over 
the  low  rocky  barrier,  the  rising  moon  showed  a  hundTed  silver 
spangles  among  the  broken  eddiea. 

The  cool  breeze  and  the  calm  scene  quieted  and  soothed  her, 
and,  for  the  first  time  for  many  days,  she  began  to  think. 

Bhe  was  going  back,  but  to  what  ?  To  a  desolated  heme,  to  a 
heart-broken  lather,  to  the  jeers  and  taunts  of  her  noighboors. 
The  wife  of  a.  convicted  felon,  what  hope  was  left  for  her  in  thia 
world  ?  None.  And  that  child  that  was  sleeping  bo  quietly  on 
hor  bosom,  what  a  niark  was  sot  on  him  from  thia  time  forward  I— 
the  son  of  Hawker  the  coiner  I  Would  it  not  be  better  if  they 
both  were  lying  bulow  there  in  the  cohl  still  water,  at  rest  ? 

But  site  laughed  aloud.  "  Ttiis  Is  the  last  of  tlie  devila  ho  talked 
of,"  said  she.  "  I  have  bught  the  others  and  beat  them.  I  wm't 
yield  to  this  one." 
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Sba  pEQBed  abashed,  hi  a  man  on  horseback  was  stimiliag  ' 
Wore  ner  as  she  tamed.  Had  she  not  beea  so  deeply  engaged 
in  her  ovn  Ihoaghts  she  might  have  beard  bim  merrilj  idiistling 
as  be  approached  from  the  town,  but  sbs  heard  bim  not,  and  was 
first  aware  of  bis  presence  when  be  Btood  eihintly  regarding  her, 
Dot  two  yards  off. 

"  My  girl,"  he  said,  "  [  fear  yoa're  in  a  had  way.     I  don't  like 
to  see  a  young  woman,  pretty  as  I  can  see  you  are  even  noWt  J 
standing  on  a  bridge,  with  a  baby,  tolkmg  to  herself." 

"Ton  mistake  me,"  she  said,  "I  was  not  going  to  do  that;  I^ 
yias  resting  and  thinking." 

"  Where  are  yon  going  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  To  Crediton,"  she  mphed.  "  Once  there,  I  should  almost  fancy 
myself  safe.*' 

"See  here,"  be  said;  "my  waggon  is  commg  up  behind- 
con  give  yon  a  liit  aa  far  as  there.     Are  yon  hongry?  " 
"  Ah,"  the  said,  "  if  you  knew.     If  you  only  Imew  I  " 
They  wiuted  for  the  waggon's  coming  up,  for  they  could  he< 
the  horses'  bells  chiming  cheeril;  across  the  valley.     "I  had  a 
only  daughter  went  away  once,"  be  said.     "  But,  glory  to  Ciod  t 
I  got  her  bock  again,  tliougb  she  brought  a  child  with  ber.     And 
I've  grown  to  be  fonder  of  that  poor  little  base-bom  one  than 
anything  in  this  world.    So  cheer  up." 

"I  am  married,"  she  said;  "  this  is  my  lawful  boy,  tbough  it 
wore  better,  perhaps,  he  had  never  been  bora." 

"  Don't  say  that,  my  girl,"  sud  the  old  former,  for  snob  she 
took  bim  to  be,  "  bnt  thank  Qod  you  haven't  been  deceived  likd 
BO  many  are." 

The  waggon  came  ap  and  waa  stopped.  Ho  made  ber  taks 
8Qch  refreHhment  as  was  to  be  got,  and  then  get  in  and  lie  quiet 
among  the  straw  till  in  the  grey  moming  they  reached  Crediton, 
Tbe  weather  had  grown  bod  again,  and  long  before  sunrise,  after 
thanking  and  blessing  her  benefactor,  poor  Mary  struck  ofi'  once 
more,  with  what  strength  she  had  left,  along  the  deep  red  It  " 
through  the  driving  rain. 


CHAPTEH  XVIL 

EXODUS. 


Bo*  let  ua  turn  and  see  what  has  been  going  forward  in 
jiarsonage  this  long  weary  year.     Not  much  that  is  noteworthy,  ] 


I 
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fear.  The  chronicle  of  a  year's  sickness  and  imhappineaB,  would 
lie  rather  unmtereeting,  bo  I  mast  get  on  as  quick  ts  1  can. 

The  Vicar  only  slowly  revived  from  the  fit  in  which  he  fell  on 
the  mormng  of  Mary's  departure  to  find  himself  hopelessly 
paralytic,  onable  to  wallc  without  support,  and  barely  able  to 
nrticulate  distinctly.  It  was  when  he  was  in  this  state,  bemg  led 
np  and  down  the  garden  by  the  Doctor  and  Frank  Maberly,  the 
former  of  whom  was  trying  to  attract  his  attention  to  some  of  their 
old  fiiToarites,  the  flowers,  that  Miss  Thornton  came  to  hira  with 
the  letter  which  Mary  had  written  from  Brighton,  immediately 
afl^r  their  marriage. 

It  was,  on  the  whole,  a  great  relief  for  the  Vicar.  He  had 
dreadiHl  to  hear  worse  than  this.  They  hod  kept  from  him  all 
knowledge  of  Hawker's  forgery  on  his  likthcr,  which  had  been 
oommtmicated  to  them  by  Mi^or  Bnckley.  So  that  bo  began  to 
prepare  his  mind  for  the  reception  of  George  Hawker  as  a  son-in- 
law,  and  to  force  himself  to  like  him.  So  with  shaking  palsied 
hand  he  wrote : — 

"  Dear  Girl, — In  sickness  or  sorrow,  remember  that  I  am  still 
yoni  father.  I  hope  you  will  not  atop  long  in  London,  but  come 
back  and  stay  near  me.  We  must  forget  all  that  has  passed,  and 
make  the  best  of  it. — John  Thornton." 

Miss  Thornton  wrote  :^ 

"  My  dearest  foolish  Mary, — -How  could  you  leave  us  like  that, 
my  love  1  Oh,  if  yon  had  only  let  as  know  what  waa  going  on,  I 
could  have  told  yon  such  things,  my  dear.  Sut  now  yon  will 
never  know  them,  I  hope.  I  hope  Mr.  Hawker  will  use  yon 
kindly.  Your  father  hopes  that  you  and  he  may  come  down  and 
live  near  him,  but  we  know  that  is  impossible.  If  your  father 
were  to  know  of  your  husband's  fearful  delinquencies,  it  would  kill 
him  at  once.  But  when  trouble  comes  on  you,  my  love,  as  it 
most  in  the  end,  remember  thai  there  is  still  a  happy  bome  loft 
you  here." 

These  letters  she  never  received.  George  burnt  them  without 
giving  them  to  her,  so  that  for  b  year  she  remained  under  the  im- 
pression that  they  had  cast  her  off.  So  only  at  tho  last  did  she, 
as  the  sole  hope  of  warding  off  pover^  and  miaeiy  from  her  child, 
determine  to  cast  herself  npon  their  mercy. 

The  year  had  nearly  passed,  when  the  Vicar  had  another  stroke, 
a  stroke  that  rendered  him  cliiidish  and  belpleas,  and  preclndod 
all  possibility  of  his  lea\-ing  his  bed  again.  Miss  Thornton  found 
that  it  was  necesaaty  to  have  a  man  servant  in  the  house  now,  to 
move  him,  and  so  on.  So  one  evening,  when  Miyor  anJ  Mrs. 
Buckley  and  tho  Doctor  bad  come  down  to  ait  with  her,  alut 
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did    tiie;    know  a    man    who    could    imderUko    the 
bnsiiiess?  " 

said  the  Doctor.     "  I  know  a  man  who  would  Bait  you 
exactly.     A  strcxng  knave  enough.     Ad  old  soldier." 

"  I  don't  think  we  ehould  like  a  Boldier  in  the  hoDso,  Doctor," 
aaid  Miss  Thornton.  "  Thej  use  each  very  odd  langns^e  Bome- 
times,  yon  know." 

"  TluB  man  never  swears,"  said  the  Doctor. 

"  But  soldiers  are  apt  to  drink  eometimea,  yon  know,  Doctor," 
said  Miss  Thornton.     "  And  that  wouldn't  do  in  this  case." 

"  I'tb  known  the  man  all  mj  life,"  said  the  Doctor  with  i 
ticoi.     "  And  I  never  saw  him  dnuik." 

"He  seems  &nltlesa,  Doctor,"  mid  tbo  M^or,  Emiling. 

"  No,  he  is  not  ftinltless,  bnt  be  has  his  qualifications  for  th«  1 
office,  nevertheless.  He  can  read  passably,  and  might  amuse  our 
poor  old  friend  in  that  way.  H«  is  not  evil  tempered,  though 
hasty,  and  I  think  he  would  be  tender  and  kindly  to  the  old  man. 
He  had  a  father  once  himself,  tbia  man,  and  he  nursed  him  to  hia 
lat«st  day,  as  well  as  he  vtis  able^  aller  his  mother  had  left  them 
and  gone  on  the  road  to  destruction.  And  my  man  has  picked  np 
some  knowledge  of  medicine  too,  and  might  ho  a  useful  adly  to  the 
physician." 

"A  paragon  I  "  said  Mrs.  Buckley,  laughing,  "Now  let  ua 
hear  his  faults,  dear  Doctor." 

*'  They  are  many,"  ho  replied.  "  I  don't  deny.  But  not  such 
as  to  make  him  an  meligible  person  in  this  matter.  To  begin 
with,  he  is  a  fool — -a  dreaming  fool,  who  once  mixed  himself  np 
with  politics,  and  went  on  the  assumption  that  truth  would  prevaU 
against  hnmbng.  And  when  be  found  bis  mistake,  this  fellow, 
instead  of  staying  at  his  poet,  as  a  man  should,  ho  got  disgoat^d, 
and  beat  a  cowardly  retreat,  leaving  hia  dnty  unfulfilled.  When 
I  look  at  one  side  of  this  man's  life,  I  wonder  why  such  usdesB 
fellows  as  he  were  bora  into  the  world.  But  I  opine  that  every 
man  is  of  some  use,  and  that  my  &iend  may  still  have  manhood 
enough  left  in  him  to  move  an  old  paralytic  man  in  his  bed." 

"  And  his  name,  Doctor  ?  Yoti  must  tell  ns  that,"  satd  Mrs. 
Buckley,  looking  sadly  at  him. 

"lam  that  man,"  said  the  Doctor,  rising.  "Dear  Miss 
Thornton,  yon  will  allow  me  to  come  down  and  stay  with  yon.  I 
shall  be  so  glad  to  be  of  any  use  to  my  old  friend,  and  I  am  so 
ntierlj  useless  now." 

What  could  she  say,  but  "  yes,"  with  a  thousand  thanks,  &r 
more  than  she  could  express  ?  So  he  took  np  his  quarters  at  the 
Viunge  and  helped  her  in  the  laVonr  of  love. 


us 
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The  Simila;  nionting  ftft«r  he  came  to  stay  there,  be  wa 
dovn  stairs,  sbortlj  after  daybreak,  to  take  a  walk  in  the  fresh 
morning  air,  when  on  the  staircase  he  met  Miss  Thointon,  and  she, 
patting  sixpence  into  his  hand,  said, 

"  My  dear  Doctor,  I  looked  ont  of  window  jast  now,  and  saw  a 
tmmper  vomoii  sitting  on  the  door-step.  She  has  Mack  hair  and 
a  babj,  like  a  gipt^.  And  I  am  so  nervons  about  gipsies,  yon 
know.     Would  jo«  give  her  that  and  tell  her  to  go  away  !  " 

The  Docltjr  stepped  dovm  with  the  sixpence  in  his  band  to  do  as 
he  was  bid.  Misa  Thornton  followed  him.  He  opened  the  front 
door,  and  there  sure  enough  sat  a  woman,  her  bair,  wet  with  the 
laet  night's  rain,  knotted  loosely  np  behind  her  hatlesa  head.  She 
eat  npon  the  door-step  rocking  herself  to  and  fro,  partly  it  would 
seem  from  disquietude,  and  partly  to  soothe  the  baby  which  was 
lying  on  her  lap  crying.  Her  back  wag  towards  him,  and  the 
Doctor  only  bad  time  to  notice  that  she  was  young,  when  h» 
began, — 

s  Sunday 


k  to  It 

I: 


"  My  good  soul,  yon  mustn't  sit  there,  yon  know. 
morning,  and " 

No  more.     He  had  lime  to  say  no  more.     Mary  rose  from 
step  and  looked  at  him. 

"  Yon  are  right,  sir,  I  have  no  business  here.     But  if  yon 
toll  him  that  I  ooly  came  back  for  the  child's  sake,  he  wQl  hear  me, 
I  couldn't  leave  it  in  the  workhouse,  you  know." 

Hiss  Thornton  ran  forward,  Laughing  wildly,  and  hugged  her  to 
her  honest  heart.  "My  darlingl"sbe  aaid,  "  My  own  darling! 
I  knew  she  would  find  her  bome  at  last.  In  tronble  and  in 
sorrow  I  told  her  where  she  was  to  come.  Oh  happy  trouble,  that 
has  brought  our  darling  back  to  as  I  " 

"Aunt  I  aunt  I  "  said  Mary,  "don't  kill  me.  Scold  me  a  little, 
aunt  dear,  only  a  Uttle." 

"Scold  you,  my  darling!  Never,  never!  Scold  yon  on  thia 
happy  Sabbath  mom  1     Oh  I  nerer,  my  love." 

And  the  fooUsbnesa  of  these  two  women  was  so  great  that  the 
Doctor  had  to  go  for  a  walk.  Riglit  down  the  garden,  round  the 
cow-yard,  and  in  by  the  back  -way  to  tbe  kitchen,  where  be  met 
Frank,  and  told  him  what  had  happened.  And  there  they  were  at 
it  again.  Miss  Thornton  kneeling,  wiping  poor  Mary's  blistered 
feot  before  the  firo  ;  while  tbe  maid,  foolishly  giggbng,  bad  got 
pomestion  of  tbe  baby,  and  was  talking  more  aETectionate  nonseiise 
to  it  than  ever  baby  heard  in  this  world  before. 

Horyhcld  out  her  hand  to  him,  and  when  he  gave  her  hie  vast 
brown  paw,  what  does  she  do,  bnt  put  it  to  bar  lips  and  Idsa  it  ? — 

if  there  was  not  enongb  without  tbkt.    And,  io  make  m&ttus 
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voree,  she  quoted  Scripture,  oad   said,  "  Foraeinach  as  ye  have 
done  it  unto  the  teoBt  of  tbefio,  ye  bnvo  done  it  imU>  me."    Bo  our 
good  Doctor  bad  nothing  left  but  to  break  Uirongh  that  cloak  of 
cjniciBiu  vhich  he  delighted  to  wear  (Lord  knows  why),  and  to 
)ass  her  on  the  cheek,  and  to  tell  how  happy  ehe  had  made  them 
by  coming  back,  let  circumstances  be  what  tiey  might- 
Then  she  told  them,  with  bursts  of  wild  weeping,  what  thou  ■ 
circnmstances  were.     And  at  last,  when  they  were  all   quiete^fiJ 
MJSB  Thornton  boldly  Tolunteered  to  go  up  and  tell  the  Vicar  thutl 
his  darling  was  retamed. 

So  she  went  op,  and  Maiy  and  the  Doctor  waited  at  the  bed- 
room  door  and  listened.  The  poor  old  man  was  far  gone  heyond 
feeling  joy  or  grief  to  any  great  extent.  When  Mies  Thornton 
Tused  him  in  bis  bed,  and  told  him  that  he  mnst  brace  np  bis 
nerves  to  hear  aome  good  news,  be  smiled  a  weary  smile,  and 
Mary  looking  in  saw  that  ho  was  eo  altered  that  ehe  hardly  knew 

"  I  know,"  he  said,  lisping  and  heBitating  painfully,  "  what  yon 
aro  going  t«  tell  me,  siater.  Slie  is  come  home.  I  knew  aha 
would  oome  at  last.  Pleoae  tell  her  to  come  to  mo  at  once ;  bnt 
I  can't  see  him  yet.  1  must  get  stronger  first."  So  Mary  went 
in  to  him,  and  Miss  Thornton  came  oat  and  closed  the  door.  And 
when  Mary  come  donn  stairs  soon  afterwards  she  conld  not  talk  to 
them,  bnt  remained  a  long  time  silent,  crying  bitterly. 

The  good  news  soon  got  np  to  Mtyor  Buckley's,  and  so  after 
cbnrch  they  saw  him  striding  np  the  path,    leading  the  pon;  J 
carrying  his  wife  and  baby.     And  while  they  were    still  hitqcl 
welcoming  tmr  back,  came  a  ring  at  the  door,  and  a  lond  Toios,  a 
asking  if  the  owner  of  it  might  come  in.  I 

Who  bnt  Tom  Troubridge  I  Who  else  was  there  to  raiae  her 
fonr  good  feet  off  the  ground,  and  kiss  her  on  both  cheeks,  and 
call  her  his  darling  little  sister  I  Who  else  was  there  who  coold 
have  changed  their  tears  into  laughter  so  quick  that  their  merri- 
ment was  waited  np  to  the  Vicar's  room,  and  made  him  ring  his 
bell,  nnd  tell  them  to  send  Tom  np  to  him  1  And  who  bnt  Tom 
coold  have  lit  the  old  man's  face  np  with  a  smile,  vrith  the  hiatoi; 
of  a  new  colt,  that  my  lord's  more  Thetis  bad  dropped  last  week  1 

That  was  her  welcome  home.  To  the  home  ahe  had  dreaded 
coming  to,  eipecting  to  be  received  with  scorn  and  reproaches,  tha 
home  she  had  meant  to  coma  to  only  as  a  penitent,  to  leave  her 
child  there  and  go  forth  into  the  world  to  die.  And  here  she  fotmd 
herself  the  bononred  gucst^treat^d  oa  one  who  had  been  away  on 
a  journey,  whom  tbey  bad  been  waiting  and  praying  &r  all  the 
time,  u»  who  came  back  to  tbea  sooner  than  expected.    Kone  _ 
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hold  the  forco  of  domestic  affection  so  cheap  &9  those  who  vicA 
it  moat  nidel;.  How  many  proud  unhappy  booIb  are  there  at  this 
moment,  Toluniarily  abeeoting  themselves  Irom  all  that  love  them 
in  the  world,  becaaee  they  dread  sneers  and  cold  looks  at  home  I 
And  how  many  of  these,  going  liack,  would  find  only  tearsof  joy  to 
welcome  them,  and  bear  that  ever  since  their  absence  they  had 
been  spoken  of  with  kindness  and  tetidemesB,  and  lovod,  p«rhape, 
above  all  the  others  I 

Jitter  dinner,  when  the  women  were  abne  together,  Urs. 
Buckley  began, — 

"  Now,  my  dear  Mary,  yaii  mnat  hear  all  the  news.  My 
husband  baa  had  a  letter  from  Stockbridge." 

"  Ah,  dear  old  Jim  I  "  stud  Mary ;  "  and  how  ie  he  ?  " 

"  He  and  Hamljn  are  quite  well,"  said  Mrs.  Bnckley,  "  and 
eettled.  He  has  written  snch  &n  acconnt  of  that  country  to  Major 
Bnckley,  that  he,  half  persuaded  before,  is  now  wholly  determined 
to  go  there  himself." 

"I  heard  of  this  before,"  said  Mary.  "Am  I  to  loee  yon, 
then,  at  once?" 

"  We  shall  see,"  said  Mrs.  Bnckley  ;  "  I  have  my  ideas.  Now, 
who  do  yon  think  is  going  beside  ?  " 

"  Half  Devonshire,  I  should  think,"  said  Maiy  ;  "  at  least,  all 
whom  I  core  about." 

"  It  vronld  seem  so,  indeed,  my  poor  girl,"  said  Mt8.  Buckley  : 
"  for  your  cousin  Tronbridge  has  made  up  bis  mind  to  come." 

"  There  was  a  time  when  I  could  have  stopped  him,"  ahe 
thought;  "but  that  is  gone  by  now."  And  she  answered  Mrs. 
Bnckley : — 

"  Aunt  and  I  wUl  stay  here,  and  think  of  you  all.  Shall  we 
ever  hear  from  you  ?  It  is  the  other  aide  of  tho  worid,  is  it 
not  ?  " 

"  It  ifi  a  long  way  ;  but  we  must  wiut,  and  see  how  things  tnm 
out.  We  may  not  have  to  separate  after  all.  See,  my  dear ;  are 
you  fully  aware  of  your  father's  statfi  ?  I  fear  you  havo  only  come 
home  to  see  the  last  of  bim.  He  probably  will  be  gone  before  this 
month  is  out.  Yon  see  the  state  he  is  in.  And  whea  be  is  gone, 
have  yoa  reflected  what  to  do  ?  " 

Muy,  weeping  bitterly,  said,  "  No ;  only  that  she  could  never 
live  in  Dnmiston,  or  anywbera  where  she  was  known." 

"  That  is  wise,  my  love,"  eud  Mrs.  Buckley,  "  under  the  cir- 
cumstances.   Have  yoa  made  np  your  mind  where  to  go,  Uias 
Thornton,  whea  you  have  to  leave  the  Vicarage  lor  a  new  t 
cumbent  ?  " 

"  I  have  made  ap  my  mind,"  answered  Miss  Thoraton,  " 
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irherever  Mary  goes,  if  it  be  to  the  other  end  of  the  earth.  We 
will  he  Kuth  and  Naomi,  m;  dear.  Yod  would  uevet  get  oa 
witiioat  me." 

"  That  ia  what  I  say,"  said  Mrs.  Buckley.  "  Never  leave  her. 
Why  not  come  away  out  of  all  tmhappy  aasociations,  and  &om  the 
uom  and  pity  of  yoni  neighhouis,  to  live  safe  and  happy  with  all 
tlie  beet  frieode  yon  have  in  the  world  ?  " 

"  What  do  yon  mean  7  "  said  Msiy.  "  Ab,  if  we  conld  only 
do  60 ! " 

"Come  away  with  ns,"  said  Mra.  Buckley,  with  aniination; 
"  come  away  with  ue,  and  begin  a  new  life.  There  h  Tronbridgu 
looking  high  and  low  for  a  partner  with  five  tlionsaud  pounds. 
Why  should  not  Miss  Thornton  and  yourself  be  bis  partners  ?  " 

"  Ah  me  I  "  said  ilisa  Thornton.  "  And  think  of  the  voyage  I 
Bnt  I  shall  not  decide  on  anything ;  Mary  shall  decide." 

Scarcely  more  than  a  week  elapsed  &om  the  day  that  Mary 
came  home,  when  there  came  a  third  messenger  for  old  John 
Thornton,  and  one  so  peremptory  that  he  arose  and  followed  it  in 
the  dead  of  nigbt.  So,  when  tiiey  came  to  bis  bedside  in  the 
morning,  they  found  hiu  body  there,  laid  as  it  was  when  he 
wished  them  good  night,  but  cold  and  dead.  He  himself  was 
gone,  and  nothing  remained  bnt  to  bnry  his  body  decently  beside 
his  wife's,  in  the  old  churchyard,  and  to  shed  some  tears,  at  tba 
thooght  that  never,  by  the  tieBide,  or  m  the  solemn  old  church, 
they  should  hear  that  kindly  voice  e^&ia. 

And  then  came  the  disturbance  of  household  goods,  and  tha 
mpture  of  life-old  associatioiis.  And  although  they  were  begged 
by  the  new  comer  not  to  hurry  or  incommode  IhemBelves,  yet  ttiey 
too  wished  to  be  gone  from  the  house  whence  everything  they 
loved  hod  departed. 

Their  kind  true  friend  Frank  was  presented  with  the  living,  and 
they  accepted  Mrs.  Buckley's  invitation  to  stay  at  their  house  till 
they  should  have  decided  what  to  do.  It  was  two  montba  yet 
before  the  M^or  intended  to  sail,  and  long  before  tboso  two 
months  were  poet,  Mary  and  Miss  Thornton  bod  determined  that 
they  would  not  rend  asunder  the  but  ties  they  bad  this  side  of  the 
grave,  but  would  cast  in  their  lot  with  the  others,  and  cross  the 
weaiy  sea  with  them  towards  a  more  hopeful  land. 

Ona  mors  scene,  and  we  have  done  with  the  Old  World  for 
many  a  year.  B<nue  of  these  our  friends  will  never  see  it  more, 
and  tltoee  who  do  will  come  back  with  new  thoughts  and  aseocia- 
ti(ms,  as  strangers  to  a  strange  land.  Only  those  who  have  done 
mkam  how  much  effort  it  takes  to  say,  "I  will  go  away  to  a  haul 
11 
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where  none  know  me  or  care  for  me,  tuid  leave  for  ever  all  that  I 
know  and  love."  And  few  know  the  feeLng  which  comeB  upon 
all  men  after  it  is  done, — the  feeling  of  isolatjon,  almoet  ol 
terror,  at  having  gone  so  far  oat  of  the  bounds  of  ordinary  Ij* 
the  feeling  of  self-distmst  and  cowardice  at  being  alone  j 
friendless  in  the  world,  like  a  child  in  the  dark. 

A  golden  summer's  evemng  ia  fading  into  a  soft  cload 
summer's  night,  and  Doctor  Klalhaas  stands  npon  Mount  T 
oomhe,  lookmg  across  the  trees,  across  the  glassy  harbour,  i 
the  tall  men-of-war,  out  beyond  the  silver  line  of  surf  on  ^ 
breakwater,  to  where  a  tall  ship  is  rapidly  spreading  her  whitfl 
wings,  and  speeding  away  each  moment  more  rapidly  before  a  fiiir 
wind,  towards  the  south-west.  He  watches  it  growing  more  dim, 
minute  by  minute,  in  distance  and  in  darkness,  till  he  can  see  no 
louger ;  then  brushing  a  tear  fi-om  his  eye  he  says  aloud  :- — 

"There  goea  my  English  microcosm.  All  my  new  English 
friends  with  whom  I  was  going  to  pass  the  rest  of  my  life,  peaceful 
and  contented,  as  a  village  surgeon.  Pretty  dream,  two  years 
long  I  Truly  man  hath  no  sere  abiding  place  here.  I  will  go 
ba<^  to  Prussia,  and  see  if  they  are  all  dead,  or  only  sleeping." 

So  he  turned  down  the  Bleep  path  under  the  darkening  trees, 
lowarda  where  he  could  see  the  tewn  lights  along  the  quays, 
among  the  crowded  masts. 
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A  Ksw  heaven  and  a  new  earth  I  Tier  beyond  tier,  height  abova 
height,  the  great  wooded  ranges  go  rolling  away  westward,  till  on 
the  lofly  sky-line  they  are  crowned  with  a  gleam  of  everlasting 
snow.  To  the  eastward  they  sink  down,  breaking  into  isolated 
forest-fringed  peaks,  and  rook-crowned  eminences,  till  with  rapidly 
■tnightening  lines  they  fade  into  the  broad  grey  pluns,  hayond 
which  the  Southern  Ocean  is  Ttsible  by  the  white  sea-bftze  npon 
the  sky. 

All  creation  is  new  and  strange.  The  trees,  sorpassing  in  eiza 
the  largest  English  oaka,  are  of  a  species  we  bare  never  ssen 
befiire.  The  graoeful  Bbrubs,  the  bright-ooloured  flowers,  ay,  th* 
wry  grass  itself,  are  of  species  unknown  in  Europe ;  while  flaming 
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lories  auU  trUliaiit  parroqneta  fly  wbistUug,  not  onniasically, 
throagb  the  gloouy  foreat,  and  over  head  in  the  higher  fields  of 
air,  still  lit  ap  by  the  I&st  rays  of  the  Gon,  countless  cockatoos 
wheel  and  scream  ia  noisy  joy,  as  we  may  see  tlie  gulls  do  about 
an  English  beadland. 

To  the  northward  a  great  glen,  linking  suddenly  from  the  saddle 
on  trhich  wo  stsnd,  stretches  away  in  long  viBte,  mitU  it  joins  ■ 
broader  valley,  throagb  which  we  can  dimly  see  a  Aill-fed  rivet 
winding  along  in  gleaming  reaches,  throngh  level  meadow  land, 
interspersed  with  chunps  of  timber. 

We  are  in  Anstralia.     Three  hundred  and  fifty  miles  south  of  ^ 
Sydney,  on  tho  great  watershed  which  divides  the  Bellomy  fi 
the  Marybamong,  since  better  knorwn  as  tlie  Snowy-river  i 

As  the  sun  was  going  down  on  the  scene  I  have  been  describing, 
Jamea  Stoclibridge  and  I,  Geotfrj*  Hamlyn,  reined  up  our  homes 
on  the  ridge  above-mentioned,  and  gazed  down  the  long  golly 
vhioh  lay  stretched  at  our  feet.  Only  the  tallest  trees  stood  with 
their  higher  bongha  glowing  with  the  gold  of  the  departing  dayi 
and  we  stood  undetermined  which  ronte  to  pnrsne,  and  half  in- 
clined to  camp  at  the  next  waterhole  wo  should  see.  We  had 
lost  eome  cattle,  and  among  others  a  valuable  imported  bull,  which 
wo  wtM  very  anxious  to  recover.  For  five  days  we  had  been 
passing  ou  iroTa  run  to  run,  making  inquiries  without  success,  and 
weore  now  fiity  long  miles  from  bonne  in  a  southerly  direction.  Wa 
were  beyond  the  bounds  of  oil  settlement ;  the  last  station  we  had 
been  at  was  twenty  miles  to  (he  north  of  us,  and  the  occupiers  of 
it,  as  they  had  told  ns  the  ut^bt  Ijefare,  had  only  taken  up  their 
country  about  ten  weeks,  and  ivere  as  yet  the  farthest  pioneers  to 
the  eouthward. 

At  this  time  Stockbridge  and  I  Lad  been  settled  in  our  new  borne 
about  two  years,  and  were  beginning  to  get  comfortable  and  oon- 
t«nled.  We  had  had  but  little  trouble  with  the  blacks,  and  havinit 
iAken  possession  of  a  fine  piece  of  country,  were  fiourishing  and 
whU  to  do. 

We  bad  never  heard  from  home  bat  once,  and  that  was  from 
Tom  Troubridge,  soon  after  our  departure,  tellmg  us  that  if  wa 
succeeded  he  should  follow,  for  that  the  old  place  scorned  changed 
now  we  wore  gone.  We  had  neither  of  us  luft  any  near  relations 
behind  us,  and  already  we  began  to  think  that  wc  were  cut  off  for 
AVer  from  old  acquaintances  and  associations,  and  were  beginning 
to  be  resigned  1o  it. 

Let  us  return  to  where  be  and  I  were  standing  alone  in  the 
forest.    I  dismounted  to  set  right  eome  strap  or  another,  aod, 
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lark  ;  eh  ? — to  meet  yon  out  here,  all  promiscnous,  ia  the  {ani 
like  Prince  Artbnr  I  liVe  could  not  go  out  of  our  way  to  see  jrgi 
thongh  we  knew  where  jou  were  located,  for  we  must  hofTjrd 
and  get  a  piece  of  country  we  ba^e  been  told  of  on  the  next  rin 
We  are  going  to  aetUe  down  close  by  you,  you  see.  We'll  e 
a  new  Drnmston  in  the  wildemeBs." 

"This  is  s  happy  meeting,  indeed,  old  Tom,"  I  stud,  as  \ 
rode  towards  the  drays,  after  the  Major  and  James,     " 
have  happy  times,  now  we  have  got  some  of  oar  old  friends  n 
HB.     Who  is  come  with  yon  ?     How  ia  Mrs.  Buckley  J  "' 

"  Mrs.  Bnckley  is  as  weU  as  erer,  and  as  handEome.  My  pi 
little  consin,  Mary  Hawker,  and  old  Miss  Thoratoo  are  with  i 
the  poor  old  Vicar  is  dead." 

"Mary  Hawker  with  you?"  I  said.  "And  her  husband, 
Tom  ?  " 

"Hardly,  old  friend.  We  travel  in  better  company,"  eaid  he. 
"  George  Hawker  is  transported  for  life." 

"Alas,  poor  Mary  I  "  I  answered.     "And  what  for?" 

"Coining,"  he  answered.  "I'll  tell  yon  the  stoiy  another 
time.     To-night  let  ns  rejoice." 

I  conld  not  hut  watch  James,  who  was  riding  before  as,  to  see 
how  be  would  take  this  news.  The  Mi^or,  I  saw,  was  telling  him 
all  about  it,  but  James  seemed  to  take  it  quite  quietly,  only  nod- 
ding bis  head  as  the  other  went  on.  I  knew  how  he  would  feel 
for  his  old  love,  and  I  turned  and  said  to  Troubridge, — 

"Jim  will  be  very  sorry  to  hear  of  this.  I  wish  she  had 
married  him." 

"  That's  what  we  all  say,"  said  Tom.  "  I  am  sorry  for  poor 
Jim.  He  is  about  the  beet  uton  I  know,  take  bim  all  in  all.  If 
that  fellow  were  to  die,  she  might  have  him  yet,  Hamlyn." 

We  reached  tlie  drays.  There  sat  Mrs.  Buckley  on  a  log,  a 
noble,  happy  matron,  laughing  at  her  son  as  he  toddled  afaont, 
bosy  gathering  sticks  for  the  fire.  Beside  her  was  MS17,  paler 
anil  older-looking  than  when  we  had  seen  her  last,  with  her  child 
upon  her  lap,  looking  sad  and  worn.  But  a  aadder  sight  for  me 
was  old  Miss  Thornton,  silent  and  frightened,  glancing  uneasily 
round,  as  though  expecting  some  new  horror.  No  child  for  her 
to  cling  to  and  strive  for.  No  husband  to  watch  for  and  anticipate 
every  wish.  A  poor,  timid,  nervous  old  maid,  thrown  adrift  in 
her  old  age  upon  a  strange  sea  of  anomalous  wonders.  Every  old 
favourite  prejudice  torn  up  by  the  roots.  All  old  formulas  of  life 
scattered  to  the  winds  I 

She  told  me  in  confidence  that  evening  that  she  bad  been  in  sad 
trouble  all  day.    At  dinner-time  some  naked  blacks  hail  come  up 
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to  the  dray,  uid  had  frightened  and  shocked  her.  Then  Ihs  dray 
hod  been  nearly  upset,  and  her  hat  ernshed  among  the  treei.  A 
fftvourite  and  precious  hag,  which  aever  left  her,  had  been  dropped 
in  the  water ;  and  bei  Prayer-book,  a  parting  gifl  from  Lady  Eat«, 
had  been  utterly  spoiled.  A  hundred  petty  annoyances  and  griefs, 
which  Mary  barely  remarked,  and  whii^h  brave  Mrs.  Buckley,  in 
her  strong  deiOTmination  of  following  her  lord  to  the  ends  of  the 
earth,  and  of  being  as  moch  help  and  as  little  incnmhrauoe  to  him 
as  she  could,  bad  laogbed  at,  were  to  her  great  nisfortimes. 
Why,  the  very  lact,  as  she  told  me,  of  Bitting  on  the  top  of  a 
Ewinging  jotting  dray  was  enough  to  keep  her  b  a  contina^  state 
of  agony  and  terror,  so  that  when  she  ajjt  at  night,  and  sat  down, 
she  could  not  help  weepbg  silenlly,  dreading  leet  any  one  should 
see  hor. 

Suddenly,  Sfaiy  was  by  her  side,  kneeling  down. 

"  Aimt,"  she  said,  "  dearest  aunt,  don't  break  down.  It  is  all 
my  wicked  fault.  You  will  break  my  heart,  auntie  dear,  if  you 
cry  like  [that,  Wliy  did  ever  I  bring  you  on  this  hideous 
journey?  " 

"  How  conld  I  leave  you  in  your  tronble,  my  love  ?  "  said  Misa 
Thornton.  "  You  did  right  to  oomo,  my  love.  We  are  among  old 
friends.  We  have  come  too  far  for  trouble  to  reach  us.  We  ahall 
floon  have  a  happy  home  ngaiu  now,  and  all  wiU  be  well." 

So  she,  who  needed  so  much  comforting  herself,  courageously 
dried  her  tears  and  comforted*  MaJ7.  And  when  we  reached  the 
drays,  sbe  was  sitting  with  her  bands  folded  before  her  in  serene 
miaety. 

"Mary,"  Eaid  the  Mnjor,  "here  are  tvro  old  friends." 

He  had  no  time  to  say  more,  for  she,  recognising  Jim,  Hpring 
ap,  and,  running  to  him,  burst  into  hysterical  weeping. 

"Ob,  my  good  old  friend  I"  ebe  cried;  "oh,  my  dear  old 
friend  I  Oh,  to  meet  you  here  in  this  lonely  wilderness  I  Oh, 
Janus,  my  kind  old  brother  1  " 

I  saw  how  his  big  heart  yearned  to  comfort  his  old  swoetboart 
in  her  distress.  Not  a  selfish  thought  fouud  place  with  liim. 
3e  could  only  see  hia  old  love  injured  and  abandoned,  and  nought 
■sore. 

"  Ma»7,"  he  siud,  "  what  happiness  to  see  yon  among  all  your 
old  friends  come  to  live  among  us  sgoin  I  It  is  almost  too  good 
to  b«UeTe  in.  Believe  ma,  you  will  get  to  like  this  country  as 
well  M  old  Devon  soon,  though  it  looks  so  strange  just  now.  And 
wh&t  a  noble  boy,  too  t  We  will  make  him  the  best  bustunaa  in 
the  conntry  when  he  is  old  enough." 

Bo  he  took  the  child  of  his  rival  to  his  bosom,  and  when  tha 
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tnsocent  little  face  looked  into  his,  he  would  see  no  tilceiieBS  I. 
George  Hawker  there.  He  only  saw  the  motbor's  coDut«nanice  u 
be  knew  her  as  a  chUd  in  years  gone  by. 

"  Is  nobody  going  to  notice  me  or  my  hoy,  I  wonder  !  "  said 
Mrs.  Buckley.  "  Come  here  immediately,  Mr.  Stockhridge,  before 
we  qiurrel." 

In  a  Teiy  abort  time  all  onr  party  were  restored  to  their  eqiiani- 
mity,  and  were  laying  down  plans  for  pleasant  meetings  hereafter. 
And  long  alter  the  women  had  gone  to  bed  in  the  drays,  and  the 
moon  was  riding  high  in  the  heavens,  James  and  myself,  Tron- 
bridge  and  the  Miyor,  eat  before  the  fire ;  and  we  beard,  for  the 
first  time,  of  all  that  had  gone  on  since  we  left  England,  and  of 
all  poor  Mary's  troubles.  Then  each  man  rolled  himself  in  hia 
blanket,  and  slept  soundly  under  the  rustling  forest-boughs. 

In  the  bright  cool  morning,  ere  the  son  was  up,  and  Uie  belated 
opossum  had  run  hack  to  his  home  in  the  hollow  log,  James  and  I 
were  a-foot  looking  after  our  horses.  We  walked  silently  side  by 
side  for  a  few  mtnntes,  nntil  he  turned  and  siud  : — 

"  Jeff,  old  fellow,  of  course  you  will  go  on  with  them,  and  stay 
nntil  they  are  settled  ?  " 

"  Jim,  old  fellow,"  I  replied,  "  of  course  you  will  go  on  with 
them,  and  stay  till  tJiey  are  settled  ?  " 

He  pondered  a  few  moments,  and  then  said,  "  Well,  why  not? 
I  suppose  she  can  be  still  to  nae  what  she  always  was  7  Tes,  I 
will  go  with  them." 

When  we  'returned  to  the  dray  we  found  them  all  astir,  pre- 
paring for  a  start.  Mrs.  Buckley,  with  her  gown  tucked  up,  was 
preparing  breakfast,  as  if  she  had  been  used  to  the  thing  all  her 
life.  She  had  an  imperial  sort  of  way  of  manceuvring  a  frying- 
pan,  which  did  one  good  to  see.  It  is  my  behef,  that  if  that 
woman  had  been  called  upon  to  groom  a  horse,  she'd  have  done  it 
in  a  ladylike  way. 

While  James  went  among  the  party  to  announce  his  intention 
of  going  on  with  them,  I  had  an  opportunity  of  looking  at  the  son 
and  heir  of  all  the  Buckleys.  He  was  a  sturdy,  handsome  child 
about  five  years  old,  and  was  now  standing  apart  from  the  others, 
watching  a  bullook-driver  yoking-up  his  beast.  I  am  very  fond  of 
children,  and  take  great  interest  in  studying  their  charactars  ;  so 
I  stood,  not  unomuaed,  behind  this  yoongster,  as  he  stood  looking 
with  awe  and  astonishment  at  the  man,  as  be  managed  the  great, 
formidable  beasts,  and  brought  each  one  into  bis  place ;  not,  how- 
ever, without  more  oaths  than  one  would  care  to  repeat.  Suddenly 
the  child,  turning  and  seeing  me  behind  him,  came  back,  and  took 
my  hand. 
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"  VHiy  is  be  so  angry  widi  them  ?  "  the  cliild  asked  At  tmet 
"Why  does  he  talk  to  them  like  that  ?  " 

"Ho  is  swenring  at  them,"  I  said,  "to  make  them  gtAnd  1 
their  places." 

"  Bnt  they  don't  nnderetand  him,"  eaid  the  boy.  "  ThatbUck 
and  vhite  one  ffonld  have  gone  where  he  wanted  it  in  a  mlniite  ; 
bnt  it  couldn't  nnderstand,  yon  know  ;  so  ho  hit  it  over  the  nose. 
Why  don't  ho  find  ont  how  they  talk  to  one  another  ?  Then  he'd 
a  them  much  better.  He  is  veiy  cruel," 
e  does  not  know  any  better,"  I  Goid.  "  Come  with  me  and 
get  some  fiowers." 

"  Will  yon  take  me  np  ?  "  he  said.  "  I  mustn't  run  about,  I 
fear  of  snakes." 

I  took  him  up,  and  we  went  to  gather  flowers. 

"  Tonr  name  is  Samuel  Buckley,  1  think,"  said  I. 

"  How  did  you  know  that  ?  " 

"  I  remember  you  when  yon  were  a  baby,"  I  said.  "  1  hope 
yon  may  grow  to  be  as  good  n  man  as  your  father,  my  lad.  See, 
there  is  mamma  calling  for  ne." 

"  And  bow  far  sonth  are  yon  going,  Major  ?  "  I  asked  at  breal 
last. 

" No  further  than  we  can  help,"  said  the  Mq'or.  " I  stayed  a" 
night  with  my  old  friend  Captain  Brentwood,  by  the  n'ay ;  and 
there  I  fonnd  a  man  who  knew  of  some  nnoccnpied  coonby  down 
here,  wliich  ho  had  seen  in  some  bush  expedition.  We  found  the 
ground  he  mentioned  taken  np ;  but  he  says  there  is  equally  good 
on  the  next  river,     I  hove  bought  him  and  his  information." 

"  We  saw  good  country  away  to  the  south  yesterday,"  I  paid. 
"  But  are  you  wise  to  trust  this  man  ?  Do  yon  know  anything 
about  him?" 

"  Brentwood  has  known  him  these  ten  years,  and  fmste  him 
entirely ;  though,  I  believe,  he  has  been  a  convict.  If  yon  are 
det«tmined  to  come  with  ns,  Stockbridge,  I  will  call  Iiim  np,  and 
examine  him  abont  the  route.  William  Lee,  just  step  here  a 
moment," 

A  swarthy  and  very  powerfully  built  man  came  np.  No  other 
than  the  man  I  have  spoken  of  under  that  name  before.  He  woe 
tpdie  unknown  either  to  James  or  myself,  although,  as  he  told  ns 
aftenrards,  he  had  recognised  ns  at  once,  but  kept  out  of  our  sight 
as  mnch  as  possible,  till  by  the  Moor's  summons  be  was  forced  to 
come  forward, 

"  What  route  to-day,  William  ?  "  asked  the  MEyor. 

"  Sonth  and  by  east  across  the  range.     Wa  ought  tc  get  donj 


to  tlie  river  by  n 
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So,  while  tbo  drays  were  getting  under  way,  the  Major,  Tod  _ 
JameB,  and  myadf  rode  np  to  the  saddle  where  we  had  stood  ilia 
night  before,  and  gazed  sonth-east  across  the  broad  prospect,  in 
the  direction  that  Uie  wanderers  were  to  go. 

"  That,"  said  the  Major,  "  to  the  right  there,  must  be  the  great 
glen  out  of  which  the  river  comes  ;  and  there,  please  Qod,  we  will 
rest  our  weary  bodies  and  build  our  hoose.  Odd,  isn't  it,  that  I 
should  have  been  saved  from  shot  and  shell  when  so  many  better 
men  were  put  away  in  the  trench,  to  come  and  end  my  days  in  a 
place  like  this  ?  Well,  I  think  we  shall  have  a  pleasant  life  of  it, 
walching  the  cattle  spread  further  across  the  plains  yearaiW  year, 
and  seeing  the  boy  grow  up  to  be  a  good  man.  At  all  events,  for 
weal  or  woe,  I  have  said  good-bye  to  old  England,  for  orer  and  a 
day." 

The  cattle  were  past,  and  the  drays  had  arrived  at  where  we 
stood.  With  many  a  hearty  farewell,  having  given  a  promise  to 
come  OTor  and  spend  Christmas -day  with  them,  I  tamed  my 
horse's  head  homewards  and  went  on  my  solitary  way. 


CIUFTEE  XIX. 


=:    A    NEW    HORSEBKE.U 


I  KUST  leave  them  to  go  their  way  towards  their  m 
foUow  my  own  fortunes  a  little,  for  that  aflemoon  I  met  with 
adventure  qnite  trifling  indeed,  but  which  is  not  altogether  without 
interest  in  this  story. 

I  rode  on  till  high  noon,  till  having  crossed  the  valley  of  tie 
BoHoury,  and  followed  up  one  of  its  tribntary  creeks,  I  had  come 
on  to  the  water  system  of  another  main  river,  and  the  rapid 
widening  of  the  goUy  whose  course  I  was  pursuing  assured  mo 
that  I  could  not  be  far  from  the  main  stream  itself.  At  length  I 
entered  a  broad  flat  intersected  by  a  deep  and  tortuous  creek,  and 
here  I  determined  to  camp  till  the  noon-day  heat  was  past,  before 
I  continued  my  jonmcy,  caloulatbg  thatloould  cnsily  reach  homo 
the  next  day. 

Having  watered  my  horse,  I  tamed  him  loose  for  a  graze,  and, 
making  such  a  dinner  as  was  possible  under  the  circnmataocee,  I 
Lt  a  pipe  and  lay  down  ou  the  long  grass,  under  the  flowering 
wattle-trees,  smoking,  and  watching  the  manceuvres  of  a  little 
tortoise,  who  was  disporting  lurasolf  in  the  WBt«tbole  before  me. 
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Getting  tired  of  that  I  la;  back  on  the  grass,  and  waUibed  tlii 
green  leaves  waving  and  JGhiTeriDg  agaiast  the  clear  lilae  eky, 
given  up  entirely  to  the  greateat  of  buuian  enJoymentB — the  afler- 
diimer  ptpo,  the  pipe  of  peace. 

Which  is  the  pleasanktst  pipe  in  the  day  ?  Wo  used  to  say  at 
hcone  that  a  man  shoolil  smoke  hat  f«ar  pipes  a-day  :  the  matatiiial, 
another  I  don't  speciiy,  the  post -prandial,  and  tlie  symposiaf  or 
convivial,  which  last  may  be  ii^nitely  subdivided,  according  to  the 
quantity  of  drink  taken.  Bat  in  Anstralia  this  diviaion  won't 
obtain,  particularly  when  you  are  on  the  tramp.  Just  when  yon 
wake  &om  a  dreamless  sleep  beneath  the  forest  boughs,  as  the 
east  begins  to  blaze,  and  the  magpie  gets  mosioal,  you  dash  to 
the  embers  of  last  night's  fire,  and  after  blowing  many  fire-aticks 
find  one  which  is  ali^t,  and  proceed  to  send  abroad  on  the  morn- 
ing breeze  the  scene  of  last  night's  dottle.  Then,  when  breakfast 
ia  over  and  the  horses  are  caught  up  and  saddled,  and  yon  are  jog- 
ging across  the  plain,  with  the  fi-iend  of  your  heart  beside  jou,  the 
bmnt  incense  once  more  goes  up,  and  conversation  is  mmecessaiy. 
At  ten  o'clock  when  yon  cross  the  creek  (yon  always  cross  a  creek 
about  ten  if  yon  are  in  a  good  country),  you  halt  and  smoke.  So 
after  dinner  in  the  lazy  noon-tide,  one  or  perhaps  two  pipes  are 
necessary,  with,  perhaps,  anotlier  about  four  in  the  afternoon,  and 
last,  and  perhaps  best  of  all,  are  the  three  or  foor  yon  smoke 
before  the  fire  at  night,  when  the  day  is  dying  and  the  opossums 
are  beginning  to  chatter  iu  the  twiiight.  So  that  yon  find  that  a 
fig  of  Barret's  twist,  Bovonteen  to  the  pound,  is  gone  in  the  mere 
hours  of  daylight,  without  counting  such  a  cBBualty  as  wnkiog  up 
cold  in  the  night,  and  going  at  it  again. 

So  I  lay  on  my  back  dreaming,  wondering  why  a  locust  who  was 
in  fllll  screech  close  by,  took  the  trouble  to  make  that  terrible  row 
when  it  was  so  hot,  and  hoping  that  his  sides  might  be  sore  witb 
the  exertion,  when  to  my  great  astonishment  I  beard  the  sonnd  of 
feet  brushing  through  the  grass  towards  me.  "  Black  fellow,"  I 
said  to  myself;  but  no,  those  were  shodden  feet  that  swept  along 
BO  wearily.  I  raised  myself  on  my  elbow,  with  my  hand  on  my 
pistol,  and  reconnoitred. 

There  approached  me  from  down  the  creek  a  man,  hardly 
Teaching  the  middle  size,  lean  and  active -looking,  narrow  in  the 
flanks,  thin  in  the  jaws,  his  knees  well  apart ;  with  a  keen  bright 
eye  in  his  bead.  His  clothes  looked  as  if  they  had  belonged  to 
ten  different  men ;  and  his  gait  was  heavy,  and  his  face  red,  as  if 
firom  a  long  hurried  walk;  but  I  said  at  once,  "  Here  comes  a 
riding  man,  at  all  events,  be  it  for  peace  or  war." 

'*  Good  day,  lad,"  said  1. 
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"Good clay,  sir." 

*'  You're  rather  off  the  tracks  for  a  foot-man,"  eaii  I.  "  Are 
yoB  looking  for  your  horse  ?  " 

"  Deuce  a  horse  have  I  got  to  my  name,  sir, — have  yon  got  i 
feed  of  anything  ?     I'm  nigh  starved." 

"  Ay,  sorely  :  the  tea's  cold  ;  put  it  on  the  embers  and  wonn  it 
a  bit;  here's  beef,  and  damper  too,  plenty." 

I  lit  BDother  pipe  and  vat«hed  his  meal.  I  like  feeding  a  real 
hongry  man ;  it's  almost  as  good  as  eating  oneself — sometimes 
better. 

When  the  edge  of  his  appetite  was  taken  off  he  began  to  talk  ; 
he  said  first — 

"  Got  a  station  anywheres  about  here,  sir  ?  " 

"  No,  I'm  Hamlyn  of  the  Diimongs,  away  by  Maneroo," 

"  Oh  I  ny ;  I  know  yon,  sir ;  which  way  have  you  come  tHIs 
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"  Southward  ;  I  crossed  the  Belloory  about  seven  o'clock." 

"  That,  indeed  I  You  haven't  seen  anything  of  three  bnllock 
drays  and  a  mob  of  cattle  going  south  ?  " 

",¥es  t     I  camped  with  aucb  a  lot  last  night  I  " 

"  Not  M^jor  Buckley's  lot  ?  " 

"The  same." 

"  And  how  far  were  they  on  ?  " 

"They  crossed  the  rango  at  daylight  this  moning; — they'ro 
thirty  miles  away  by  now." 

He  threw  his  hat  on  the  gronnd  with  ftn  oath  ;  "  I  shall  never 
oatoh  them  np.  I  daren't  cross  that  range  on  foot  into  the  new 
coimtry,  and  those  block  devils  lurking  round.  He  shouldn't  have 
left  me  like  that ; — all  my  own  (anlt,  though,  for  staying  behind  I 
No,  no,  he's  tnie  enough — all  my  ovm  fault.  But  I  wouldn't 
have  left  him  so,  neither ;  but,  perhaps,  he  don't  think  I'm  so  far 
behind." 

I  BBW  that  the  man  was  in  earnest,  for  his  eyes  were  swimming ; 
— be  was  too  dry  for  tear? ;  but  though  he  looked  a  desperate 
Bcomp,  I  couldn't  help  pitying  him  and  saying, — 

"  You  seem  vexed  you  couldn't  catch  them  np ;  were  yon  going 
along  with  the  Major,  then  ?  " 

"  No,  sir ;  I  wasn't  hired  with  him  ;  but  an  old  mate  of  mine. 
Bill  Lee,  is  gone  along  with  him  to  show  him  some  country,  and 
I  was  going  to  stick  to  him  and  see  if  the  M^or  would  t«ke  me ; 
we  haTcn't  been  parted  for  many  years,  not  Bill  and  I  haven't ; 
and  the  worst  of  it  is,  that  he'll  think  I've  slipped  away  &om  him, 
instead  of  following  him  fifty  inlle  on  foot  to  catch  him.  Well ! 
it  can't  be  helped  now ;  I  must  look  round  and  get  ft  job  some- 
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where  till  t  get  a  cbance  to  join  bim.     Were  yoa  traTelliiig  mdi 
them,  air?" 

"  No,  I'm  after  some  callle  I've  lost ;  a  fine  imported  boll,  too, 
— worse  lack  I  We'U  never  see  bim  agoiu,  I'm  ti&aid,  and  if  I 
do  find  them,  bow  I  am  to  get  them  bome  single -banded,  1  don't 
know." 

"Do  you  mean  a  sbort-horaed  Dnrbam  bull  witb  a  kej  brund? 
Wby,  if  that's  bim,  I  can  lay  you  on  to  liim  at  once  ;  he's  up  at 
Jamieaon'e,  bere  lo  the  nest.     I  was  staying  at  Wateon'a  last 
night,  and  one  of  JamieBon'a  men  stayed  in  the  hut — a  young 
baud ;  and,  talking  about  beasts,  bo  said  that  there  was  a  fine    , 
short-homed  bull  come  on  to  their  mn  witb  a  mob  of  heifers  and  • 
cows,  and  they  couldn't  make  out  who  they  belonged  to ;  th^  J 
were  all  different  brands."  ' 

"  That's  our  lot  for  a  Ibousand,"  eays  I ;  "  a  lot  of  slore  cattle 
wo  bought  this  year  from  the  Hunter,  and  haven't  brandtd  yel — 
more  shame  to  us." 

"  If  you  could  get  a  horse  and  saddle  from  Jamieson's,  sir," 
said  be,  "  I  could  give  you  a  hand  home  with  them :  I'd  like  to 
got  a  job  somehow,  and  I  am  well  used  to  cattle." 

"Done  with  you,"  sftid  I;  "  Jamieson's  isn't  ten  miles  from 
here,  and  we  can  do  that  to-night  if  we  look  sharp.  Come  along, 
my  lad." 

So  I  caught  up  the  boree,  and  away  we  went.  Btarting  at  right 
angles  with  the  sun,  which  was  nearly  overhead,  and  keeping  to 
the  left  of  him — holding  such  a  course,  an  be  got  lower,  that  an 
hour  and  half,  or  thereabouts,  before  setting,  he  should  be  in  my 
lace,  and  at  sundown  a  Uttlo  to  the  left;  which  is  the  best 
direction  I  can  give  yon  for  going  about  due  west  in  November, 
without  a  compass-^ which,  by  the  way,  you  always  ought  to  have. 

My  companion  was  foot-sortt,  so  I  went  slowly ;  he,  however, 
shambled  along  bravely  when  his  feet  got  warm.  He  was  a  talk- 
ative, Lively  man,  and  chattered  continually. 

"You've  got  a  nice  plac«  up  at  the  Dumongs,  sir,"  said  he; 
"  I  stayed  in  your  huts  one  night.  It's  the  conifortableet  bachelor 
slstion  on  this  side.     You've  got  a  smart  few  sheep,  1  expect?  " 

"  Twenty-five  thousand.    Do  you  know  these  parte  weU  7  " 

"  1  knew  that  country  of  yours  long  before  any  of  tt  was  took 
up," 

"  You've  been  a  long  while  in  the  country,  then  ? ' 

"  [  was  sent  out  when  I  was  eighteen ;  spared,  as  the  old  jadgf 
uid,  on  account  of  my  youth :  that's  eleven  years  ago." 

"  Spared,  eh  ?     It  was  something  senous,  then." 

"  uifling  enoDgb :  only  for  ba.Ting  a  rope  in  my  band/ 
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"  They  wouldu't  lag  a  maa  for  that,"  said  I. 

"Ay,  bat,"  lie  replied,  "there  waa  a  horse  at  the  emi  of  tlie 
rope.  I  ffua  brought  up  ia  a  training  atAble,  and  somehow  there's 
Bomuthiiig  in  the  fimell  of  a  stable  is  sore  to  send  a  man  wrong  if  he 
don't  take  oare.  I  got  betting  and  drinkin);,  too,  aa  young  chaps 
»rill,  and  lost  my  place,  and  got  from  had  to  worse  till  1  shook  a 
nag,  and  got  bowled  out  and  lagged.  That's  abont  my  historj-, 
sir;  will  yoa  give  me  a  job  now?"     And  be  looked  np,  laaghing. 

"  Ay,  why  not  ?  "  said  I.  "  Because  you  tried  hard  to  go  to 
the  devil  when  yon  were  young  and  foolish,  it  don't  follow  that 
you  aboiild  pursue  that  line  of  conduct  all  yonr  life.  You've  been 
in  11  training  stable,  eh  ?  If  you  can  break  horses,  I  may  find  you 
Bomethinglo  do." 

"I'll  break  horses  against  any  man  in  this  country — -though 
that's  not  saying  much,  for  I  ain't  seen  not  what  I  call  a  breaker 
eiuce  I've  been  hexe ;  as  for  riding,  I'd  ridden  seven  great  winners 
before  I  was  eighteen  ;  and  that's  wbat  ne'er  a  man  alive  can  say. 
Ah,  those  were  the  rosy  times  I     Ah  lor  old  Newmarket  I '' 

"  Arc  you  a  CambridgOBhire  man,  then  ?  " 

"Me?  Oh,  no;  I'm  a  Devonshire  man.  I  come  near  from 
where  Major  Buckley  lived  some  years.  Did  yoa  notice  a  pale, 
pretty -lookmg  woman,  was  with  him — Mrs.  Hawker  ?  " 

I  grew  all  attention.     "  Yes,"  I  said,  "  I  noticed  her." 

"I  knew  her  husband  well,"  he  said,  "  and  an  awful  rascal  ha 
was  :  he  was  lagged  for  ooining,  though  he  might  have  been  for 
half-a-dozen  thmgs  besides." 

"  Indeed  I  "  said  I ;  "  and  is  he  in  the  colony  ?  " 

"  No  ;  he's  over  the  water,  I  expect." 

"  In  Van  Dtemca's  Land,  you  mean  ?  " 

"Just  so,"  be  said;  "he  had  better  not  show  Bill  Lee  mi 
his  face,  or  there'll  bo  mischief." 

"  Lee  owes  him  a  grudge,  then  ?  " 

"Not  exactly  that,"  said   my  communicative  Griend, 
don't  think  that  Hawker  will  show  much  where  Lee  is." 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,"  I  thought  to  myseJf.  "  I  hope 
Haiy  may  not  have  some  tronblo  with  her  husband  bUU." 

"  What  ia  the  name  of  the  place  Major  Bnckley  comes  &om  ?  " 
I  inqaired. 

"  Drumston." 

"  And  you  belong  tJiere  too  ?  "  I  knew  very  well,  however, 
that  he  did  not,  or  I  most  have  known  him. 

"  No,"  be  answered  ;  "  Okehamptcpo  is  my  native  place.  But 
you  talk  a  little  Devon  yourself,  sir." 

The  oonversation  came  to  a  close,  for  we  beard  tho  barking  of 
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dogs,  and  sttw  the  atatioD  nbere  we  were  to  spend  the  tiiglit.  In  1 
the  moining  I  went  home,  and  my  new  ai-qaftintaiice,  who  ealle<l  J 
himself  Dick,  along  with  me.  Finding  that  he  vas  a  Crat-rafafrB 
rider,  and  gentle  and  handy  among  horses,  I  took  him  into  i 
»enice  permanently,  and  aoon  got  to  like  him  very  well. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

A  WABM  OHBISTUAS   DAV. 

All  throngb  November  and  part  of  December,  I  and  our  8cot«ff 
overseer,  George  Kyle,  were  busy  aa  bees  among  the  sheep. 
Shearers  were  very  scarce,  and  the  poor  sheep  got  fearfidly 
"  lamahawkcd  "  by  Uie  new  haads,  who  had  been  a  very  short 
time  from  the  barracks.  Dick,  howeTer,  my  new  acquaintance, 
turned  out  a  valaablu  ally,  getting  throngh  more  eheep  and  taking 
off  his  fleece  better  than  any  man  in  the  shed.  Tlie  prisoners, 
of  conrse,  would  not  wark  effectually  without  extra  wages,  and 
Lhns  gave  a  deal  of  trouble ;  knowing  that  there  was  no  fear 
of  my  aending  them  to  the  magistrate  (fifty  miles  off)  during  such 
■  huey  time.  Howev^,  all  eritg  mnst  come  to  an  end  some  tims 
or  onoUier,  and  so  did  shearing,  though  it  was  neai'ly  Christmas 
before  our  wool  was  pressed  and  ready  for  the  drays. 

Then  came  a  breathing  time.  So  I  determined,  having  heard 
notliing  of  James,  to  go  over  and  spend  my  Christmas  with  the 
Bnckleys,  and  see  how  they  were  getting  on  at  their  new  station  ; 
and  about  noon  on  tlie  day  before  Boxiiig-day,  having  followed  the 
truck  maiie  by  their  drays  from  the  place  I  had  last  parted  with 
them,  I  reined  up  on  the  cliffs  above  a  noble  river,  and  could  see 
their  new  huts,  ecoice  «  quarter  of  a  mile  off,  on  the  other  side  of 
the  stream. 

They  say  that  Christmaa-day  ia  the  hottest  day  in  the  year  in 
those  coontries,  bat  some  days  in  Jantiary  are,  I  think,  generally 
hotter.  To-day,  however,  was  as  hot  as  a  salamander  could  wish- 
All  the  vast  extent  of  yeUow  plain  to  the  eastward  quivered 
beneath  a  fiery  sky,  and  every  little  eminence  stood  like  an  island 
in  ft  Uke  of  mirage.  Used  as  I  had  got  to  this  phenomenon,  I 
was  often  tempted  that  morning  to  turn  a  few  hundred  yards  from 
my  rout«,  and  give  my  horse  a  <irink  at  one  of  the  broad  glassy 
pools  that  seemed  to  lie  right  and  lefl.  Once  the  faint  track  I 
«M  foUowing  beaded  straight  towards  one  of  these  apparent  sheet! 


I 


160  THE  BBOOLLEOTIOSS  OF 

of  water,  and  I  was  even  meditating  a  bathe,  but,  lo  1  when  I  n 
a  hundied  yards  or  so  off,  it  begaa  to  dwindle  and  disappear,  and 
I  found  nothing  but  the  same  endless  stretch  of  grass,  burnt  up  by 
the  midaommer  sun. 

For  many  miles  I  had  diGtingaiBbed  the  new  huts,  pkced  at  tha 
apex  of  a  great  capo  of  the  continent  of  timber  which  ran  down 
Gram  the  mountains  into  the  plains.  I  thought  they  bad  chosen  a 
atrange  place  for  their  habitation,  as  there  appeared  no  signs  of  a 
water-coQTBe  near  it  It  was  not  tiU  I  polled  up  within  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  of  my  destiaation  that  I  heard  a  hoarse  roar  as  if  from 
the  bowels  of  the  earth,  and  found  that  I  was  standing  on  the  edge 
of  a  glen  about  fonr  hundred  feet  deep,  tliroogh  which  a  magnifi- 
cent snow-fed  river  poured  ceaselessly,  here  Sashing  bright  amoug 
ban  of  rock,  there  lying  in  dark,  deep  reaches,  ondor  tall,  white- 
stemmed  trees. 

The  scene  was  so  beautiful  and  novel  that  I  paused  and  gazed 
at  it.  Across  the  glen,  behind  the  houses,  rose  up  a  dark  mass  of 
timbered  ranges,  getting  higher  and  steeper  as  far  aa  the  eye  could 
reach,  while  to  the  north-east  the  river's  course  might  be  traced 
through  the  plains  by  the  timber  that  fringed  the  water's  edge,  and 
BOmetunes  feathered  some  tributary  gully  almost  to  the  level  of  the 
flat  lofty  table-land.  Oo  either  side  of  it,  down  behind  down 
folded  one  over  the  other,  and,  bordered  by  great  forests,  led  the 
eye  towards  the  river's  source,  till  the  course  of  the  deep  valley 
could  no  longer  be  distingniahed,  lost  among  the  distant  ranges ; 
but  above  where  it  had  disappeared,  rose  a  tall  bine  peak  with 
streaks  of  snow. 

I  rode  down  a  steep  pathway,  and  crossed  a  broad  gravelly  ford. 
Aa  my  bon>e  stopped  to  drink  I  looked  delighted  np  the  vista  which 
opened  on  my  sight.  The  river,  partly  overshadowed  by  tall  trees, 
was  hurrying  and  spouting  through  upright  columns  of  basalt, 
which  stood  in  groups  everywhere  like  the  pillars  of  a  ruined  city ; 
in  some  places  solitary,  in  others,  clustered  together  like  fantastic 
buildings  :  while  a  hundred  ynrds  above  was  an  island,  dividing 
the  stream,  on  which,  towering  above  the  variety  of  low  green 
shrnbs  which  covered  it,  three  noble  fern  trees  held  their  plumes 
aloft,  shaking  with  the  conuusslon  of  the  falling  water. 

I  crossed  the  rivei.  A  gully,  deep  at  first,  hut  getting  rapidly 
shallower,  led  up  by  a  steep  ascent  to  tlie  table-laud  above,  and 
as  I  reached  the  summit  I  found  myself  at  Mty'or  Buckley's  Smat 
door.  They  had,  vritb  good  taet«,  left  such  trees  as  stood  near  the 
house — a  few  deep-ebadowed  Light- woods  and  black  wattlea,  which 
formed  pretty  groups  in  what  I  could  see  was  marked  out  for  a 
garden.     Behind,  the  land  began  to  riae,  at  first,  in  |iai'k-hk0 
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timWed  forest  glades,  and  fiirth^  bock,  closing  into  dense  dee 
ffoodlanda. 

"  What  a  lovely  place  they  will  make  of  thia  in  time  t  "  I  b 
to  inyaelf;  bat  I  had  not  mueli  time  for  cogitation,  A  load, 
cheerial  voice  shouted  ;  "  Hamlyn,  you  ari!  welcome  to  Batoona  1  " 
and  close  to  me  I  saw  the  M^jor,  carrying  Lis  aon  and  heir  in  hia 
anns  advancing  to  meet  me  &om  the  house-door. 

"You  are  welcome  to  Baroona  I  "  echoed  the  boy;    "i 
merry  Christmas  and  a  happy  New-year  to  yon  1  " 

I  went  into  the  houso  and  was  delighted  to  find  what  a  c 
a  few  weeks  of  busy,  quiet,  and  home  had  made  in  Uie 
what  draggle-tailed  and  disconsolate  troop  that  I  had  parted 
with  on  their  road.  Miss  Thornton,  with  her  black  mittens, 
wbit«  apron,  and  spectacles,  had  foond  herself  a  cool  comer  by 
the  empty  fire-place,  and  was  stitehing  away  happily  at  baby  linen. 
Mrs.  Bnckley,  in  the  character  of  a  dnchesa,  was  picking  raisins, 
and  Mary  was  helping  her ;  and,  as  I  entered,  laughing  loudly,  they 
greeted  me  kindly  with  all  the  old  sacred  good  wishes  of  the  season. 

"  I  very  mnch  pity  you,  Mr.  Hamlyn,"  said  Mrs.  Buckley,  "  at 
having  outlived  the  novelty  of  being  scorched  to  death  on 
Christmas-day.  My  dear  husband,  please  refresh  me  with  reading 
the  thermometer  I " 

"  One  hondred  and  nine  in  the  ahfttl^i"  replied  tlie  Major,  vlti 
a  chnckle. 

"  Ah,  dear  t  "  said  Mrs.  Bnckley.     "  If  the  dear  old  rhoumatk 
cTBatures  from  the  alma-bouse  at  Clere  could  only  spend  to-D 
with  ns,  how  it  would  warm  their  «ld  bouea  I     Fancy  how  they  are 
crouching  before  their  little  pinched  grate  just  now  1  " 

"Hardly  that,  Mrs.  Buckley,"  I  said  laughing;  "they  are  all 
snug  iu  bed  now.     It  is  three  o'clock  in  the  morning,  or  there- 
abouts, at  home,  you  must  remember.     Miss  Thorutou,  I  hope  yon  I 
have  got  over  your  journey." 

"  Yea,  and  I  can  laugh  at  all  my  mishaps  now,"  she  replied  J 
"  I  have  just  got  homely  and  comfortable  here,  but  we  must  make 
one  JOOK  move,  and  that  will  bo  the  last  for  me.  Mary  and  Mr. 
Troubridge  have  taken  up  their  conntiy  to  the  south-west,  and  oa 
soon  OS  be  bos  got  our  house  boitt,  we  are  going  to  live  there." 

"  It  is  not  for,  I  hope,"  said  I- 

"A  trifle:  not  more  than  ten  miles,"  said  Miss  Thornton; 
"they  coll  the  place  Toouarbin.  Msiy'a  run  joins  the  Miyor'a 
An  two  sides,  and  beyond  again,  we  already  have  neighboui's,  the 
Mayfords.  They  are  on  the  river  again  :  bat  we  are  ou  a  small 
CTMk  towards  the  ranges.  I  ahonld  like  to  have  bwn  on  tho 
riT«,  but  tliey  eay  we  ore  very  lucky." 
12 
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"  I  am  so  glad  to  see  yoa,"  said  Mary  ;  "  James  Stockbri^ 
said  ;oa  would  be  enre  to  come  ;  otherwise  we  fibonid  have  sent 
over  for  yon.     What  do  joa  think  of  my  boy  ?  " 

8he  produced  him  from  an  inner  room.  He  was  certainly  a 
beantiful  child,  though  very  smaU,  and  with  a  certain  painful  liJie- 
neaa  to  his  father,  which  even  I  could  see,  and  I  could  not  help 
comparing  him  onfavoarably,  in  my  own  mind,  with  that  noble  aix- 
ysar-old  Sam  Backley,  who  had  come  to  my  knee  where  I  sat,  and 
was  looking  in  my  face  as  if  to  make  a  request, 

"What  ia  it,  my  prince?"  1  asked. 

He  blnahed,  and  tamed  hta  handsome  gray  eyes  to  a  silver- 
handled  riding-whip  that  I  held  in  my  band.  "  I'll  take  such  cars 
of  it,"  ha  whispered,  and,  having  got  it,  was  soon  aatride  of  a 
stick,  foil  gallop  for  Banhnry  Cross. 

Jamea  and  Troubridge  came  in.  To  the  former  I  had  much  to 
tell  that  was  highly  satisfactory  about  our  shearing ;  and  from 
the  latter  1  had  much  to  hear  about  the  state  of  both  Lbe  new 
stations,  and  the  adveulures  of  a  journey  he  bad  had  back  to- 
wards Sydney  to  fetch  up  his  sheep.  Bnt  these  particulars  will  be 
but  little  interesting  to  an  English  reader,  and  perhaps  still  less 
so  to  aa  Australian.  I  am  writing  a  histoiy  of  the  people  them- 
aelves,  not  of  their  property.  I  will  only  say,  once  for  all,  that 
the  Me^of's  run  contained  very  little  short  of  60,000  acres  of 
splendidly  grassed  plain-land,  which  lie  took  up  originally  with 
merely  a  few  cattle,  and  about  8,000  sheep ;  bnt  which,  in  a  (ew 
years,  carried  28,000  sheep  comfortably.  Mrs.  Hawker  and 
Troubridge  had  tjnite  as  large  a  run  ;  but  a  great  deal  of  it  was 
rather  worthless  forest,  badly  grassed  ;  which  Tom,  in  bis  wisdom, 
like  a  great  many  other  new  chums,  had  thought  superior  to  the 
bleak  plains  on  account  of  the  shelter.  Yet,  notwithstanding  this 
disadvantage,  they  were  never,  after  a  year  or  two,  with  less  than 
15,000  sheep,  and  a  tolerable  head  of  cattle.  In  short,  in  a  very 
few  years,  botli  the  Major  and  Troubridge,  by  mere  power  of  accu- 
mulation, became  very  wealthy  people. 

Christmas  morn  rose  bright ;  but  ere  the  sun  bad  time  to  wreak 
bia  fury  upon  ns,  every  soul  io  the  household  was  abroad,  under 
the  shade  of  the  lightwood  trees,  to  hear  the  Mt^or  read  the 
Litany. 

A  elmige  group  we  were.  The  M^or  stood  with  bis  back 
against  a  tres-stem,  and  all  his  congregation  were  ranged  aronnd 
turn.  To  his  right  stood  Miss  Thornton,  her  arms  folded  placidly 
before  ber ;  and  with  her,  Mary  and  Mrs.  Bucklev,  ia  front  of 
whom  sat  the  two  boys  :  Sam,  the  elder,  trying  to  keep  Charles, 
tlvo  younger,  quiet,     Ntixt,  goiog  round  the  circle,  stood  the  old 
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bonsekeeper,  Benuit  o(  the  Backle^B  for  ttiu-ty  years  ;  who  now 
looked  ae^ance  off  her  Prayer-book  to  Bee  Uint  the  two  convict- 
women  nnder  ber  charge  were  behaving  with  decorum.  Next,  and 
exactly  opposite  the  M^or,  were  two  free  Bervante  :  one  a  broad, 
brawny,  athletic -looking  man,  witi,  I  thought,  not  a  bad  coaal«n- 
aace  ;  and  the  other  a  tall,  handsotne,  foolish -looking  DeTonshiro 
lad.  The  rornid  was  completed  by  five  convict  man-eerriints, 
Blanding  vacantly  looking  abont  them ;  and  Tom,  Jamea,  and 
myself,  who  were  next  the  Major. 

Tba  service,  which  be  read  in  a  clear  manly  voice,  was  bood  over, 

►  and  we  retomcd  to  the  booso  in  groups.     I  threw  myself  in  tlte 
way  of  the  two  free  aervantd,  and  asked, — 
"  Pray,  wliich  of  you  is  William  Lee  ?  " — for  I  had  forgotten    I 
iim. 
The  abort  thickset  man  I  had  noticed  before  touched  hia  bat 
Knd  said  that  he  was.     That  touching  of  the  hat  ia  a  very  rare 
pieceof  courtesy  &om  working  men  in  Anstralia.     The  convicts 
are  forced  to  do  it,  and  bo  the  free  men  make  it  a  point  of  honoar 
not  to  do  BO. 

"  Oh  1  "  Baid  I,  "  I  have  got  a  groom  who  calla  himself  Dick, 
I  found  him  sorefooted  in  the  hash  the  day  I  met  the  Mi^or.  Ue 
was  trying  to  pick  yon  np.  Ue  aeked  me  to  tell  yon  that  he  was 
afraid  to  cross  the  range  alone  on  account  of  tbo  blacks,  or  be 
wonld  have  come  up  with  yon.  He  seemed  auxions  lest  yon  should 
think  it  was  hie  fault." 

"Poorchapl"  said  Lee.     "  What  a  faithful  little  fellow  it  is  I 
Would  it  be  asking  a  liberty  if  yon  would  take  back  a  letter  for   { 
me,  air  !  " 

I  said,  "  No,  certainly  not." 

"  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  sir,"  he  said.  "  I  am  glad  Dick 
has  got  with  a  gentUman." 

That  letter  was  of  some  importance  to  me,  though  I  did  not 
know  it  till  after,  but  I  may  as  well  say  why  now.  Lee  had  been 
K  favourito  een-ant  of  my  father's,  and  when  hs  got  into  trouble 
my  father  had  paid  a  counsel  to  defend  him.  Lee  never  forgot 
thiB,  and  this  letter  to  Dick  waa  aliortly  to  the  effect  that  I  was 
one  of  the  right  tort,  and  waa  to  be  taken  care  of,  which  injunc- 
tion Dick  obeyed  to  the  very  letter,  doing  mo  services  for  pore 
good  will,  which  could  not  have  been  bought  for  a  thonaand 
■■year. 

AAer  breakfitBt  arose  the  quesUon,  "  What  is  to  be  done  ?  " 
"Tiich  l^oabridge  replied   to    by    saying ;    "  What  could   any 

isible  man  do  such  weather  as  this,  but  get  into  the  water  and 

pOwrer" 
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"  Shall  it  be,  ■  All  hands  to  bathe,'  then  f  "  said  the  U^or.^H 

"  Ton  won't  be  without  company,"  said  Mrs.  Bnokley, "  Bar  tha 
black  fellows  are  camped  in  the  bend,  and  they  spend  most  of  their 
time  in  the  water  snch  a  da;  as  this." 

So  Jamea  and  Troobridge  started  for  the  river  with  their  ioweU, 
the  Miyor  and  I  promising  to  follow  them  immediately,  for  I 
wanted  to  boh  at  my  horse,  and  the  Mc^or  had  also  something  to 
do  in  the  paddock.     So  we  walked  together. 

"  Mtyor,"  said  I,  when  we  bad  gone  alittle  way,  "  do  joa never 
fee]  aDxious  about  Mary  Hawker's  hasband  appearing  aad  giving 
trouble  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no  1  "  said  ho.  "  Ttie  man  is  safo  in  Van  Diemen's 
Land.  Besides,  what  could  he  gain  ?  I,  for  one,  without  con- 
solting  her,  shoold  find  means  to  pack  him  off  again.  There  is 
no  fear." 

"  By  the  bye.  Major,"  I  said,  "  have  yon  heard  from  onr  friend 
Doctor  Mnlhaua  since  yonr  arrival  ?  I  suppose  he  is  at  Dnunston 
stiU  ?  '■ 

"Oh  dear,  no  1"  said  ho.  "He  ia  gone  back  to  Germany. 
He  is  going  to  settle  there  agai^.  He  was  so  sickened  of  England 
when  all  his  friends  left,  that  he  determined  to  go  home.  1  ondor- 
atood  that  ha  had  some  sort  of  patrimony  there,  on  which  he  will 
end  his  days.  Wberevsr  he  goes,  God  go  with  him,  fur  he  is  a 
noble  fellow  I  " 

"  Amen,"  I  answered.  And  soon  after,  having  got  towels,  we 
proceeded  to  the  river ;  making  for  a  long  reach  a  litUe  below 
where  I  had  crossed  the  night  before. 

"Look  there  I  "said  the  IT^or.  "There's  a  bit  for  one  of 
your  pmnlera  1     I  wish  Wilkie  or  Martin  were  here." 

I  agreed  with  him.  Had  Etty  been  on  the  spot  he  would  have 
got  a  hint  for  one  of  bis  finest  pictures  ;  and  though  I  can  give  but 
UtUe  idea  of  it  in  wiitmg,  let  me  tij.  Before  na  was  a  long  reach 
of  deep,  still  water,  unbroken  by  a  ripple,  so  hemmed  in  on  all 
sides  by  walls  of  deep  green  black  wattle,  t«a-tree,  and  delicate 
silver  acacia,  that  the  water  seamed  to  flow  in  a  deep  shoreless  rift 
of  the  forest,  above  which  the  taller  forest  trees  towered  np  two 
hnndred  feet,  hiding  the  lofty  cliffs,  which  had  here  receded  a  little 
back  from  the  river.  ] 

The  piotaro  bad  a  centre,  and  a  strange  one.  A  little  ledge  of 
rock  ran  out  into  di3ep  water,  and  upon  it,  rising  from  a  heap  of 
light-coloured  clothing,  Uke  a  white  pillar,  in  the  midst  of  the 
sombre  green  foliage,  rose  the  naked  carcass  of  Thomas  Tron- 
bridge,  Esq.,  preparing  for  a  header,  wbUo  at  his  feet  were  grouped 
three  or  fonr  black  fellows,  one  of  whom  aa  we  watched  slid  off 
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the  rock  like  an  otter.  The  re&ch  was  covered  vith  black  heads 
belonging  to  the  savages,  who  were  swimming  in  all  directions, 
while  gronps  of  all  ages  and  both  sexes  atood  aboot  on  the  bank 
in  Mother  Natnre"a  Ml  drees. 

We  had  a  glorious  bathe,  and  then  eat  on  the  rock,  Bmokmg, 
talking,  and  watching  the  varions  mancenvres  of  the  blacks.  Aa 
old  lady,  apparently  about  eighty,  with  a  head  as  white  as  Enow, 
topping  her  black  body  (a  flourbog  cobbler,  as  her  tribe  would  call 
her),  was  punting  a  canoe  along  in  the  shallow  water  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  river.  She  was  entirely  without  clothes,  and 
in  spite  of  bcr  decrepitude  stood  upright  in  the  cockleshell,  hand- 
ling it  with  great  dexterity.  When  she  was  a  little  above  us,  she 
made  way  on  her  barque,  and  shot  into  tlia  deep  water  in  the 
middle  of  the  stream,  evidently  with  th*  intention  of  speaking  to  us. 
As,  however,  she  was  just  half-way  across,  floating  helplcB%,  un- 
able to  rea«h  the  bottom  with  the  speaj  she  had  used  as  apuntpolo 
in  the  shallower  water,  a  mlscbievons  bla<;k  imp  canted  her  ovefi 
and  souse  she  went  into  the  river.  It  was  amazing  to  see  how 
boldly  and  well  the  old  woman  struck  out  for  the  shore,  keeping 
her  white  head  well  out  of  the  water ;  and  having  reached  dry  laud 
once  more,  sat  down  on  her  haunches,  and  began  scolding  with  a 
volubility  and  power  which  wonid  soon  have  silenced  the  loudest 
tongue  in  old  Billingsgate. 

Her  anger,  so  far  from  wearing  out,  grow  on  what  fed  it ;  so 
that  ber  long-drawn  yell^,  which  seemed  like  parentheses  in  her 
jabbering  discourse,  were  getting  eath  minnte  more  and  more  acute, 
and  wo  were  just  thinking  about  movbg  homewards,  whea  a  voice 
behind  os  sang  out, — 

"  Hallo,  M^or  I  Having  a  little  music,  eb  ?  What  a  sweet 
song  that  old  girl  is  singing  I  I  must  vrrito  it  down  from  dicta- 
tion, and  translate  it,  as  Walter  Scott  used  to  do  with  the  old 
wires'  ballads  in  Scotland." 

"  I  have  no  donbt  it  would  be  qnit«  Ossianio — equal  to  any  of 
the  abusive  scenes  in  Homer.  But,  my  dear  Harding,  how  are 
you  ?  You  arc  come  to  eat  your  Christraaa  dinner  with  ua,  I 
hope?" 

"~  "  That  samo  thing,  M^jor,"  answered  the  new  comer.     "  Trou- 
Ige  and  Stockbridge,  bow  are  you  ?    This,  I  presume,  is  your 
Hamlyn?" 

We  went  back  to  the  house,  Harding.  I  found,  was  half-owner 
of  ft  station  to  the  north-east,  on  Oxford  man,  a  great  band  at 
aky-Urking,  and  an  inveterate  writer  of  songs.  He  was  good- 
looking  too,  and  gentlemanlike,  in  Uet,  a  very  ple^ant  companion 
*■  ersry  way. 
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DJDDer  was  to  be  at  six  o'clock,  in  imitation  of  home  lionrs ;  ImS 
we  did  not  find  the  day  hang  heavy  on  oar  hands,  there  was  eo 
much  to  be  spoken  of  b^  all  of  ns.  And  when  that  important 
meal  was  over  we  gathered  in  the  open  air  in  front  of  the  honse, 
bent  npon  making  Chriatmaa  cheer. 

"  What  is  your  last  new  song,  eh,  Harding?  "  Bud  the  Jiiajor; 
"  now  is  the  time  to  ventilato  it." 

"  I've  been  too  busy  shearing  for  song-writing,  Kfajor." 

Soon  after  this  we  went  in.  and  there  we  sat  tiU  nearly  ten 
o'clook,  laaghing,  joking,  slaging,  and  drinking  pnnch.  Mary 
sal  between  James  Stockbridge  and  Tom,  and  tiiey  three  spoke 
together  so  exclusively  and  so  low,  that  the  rest  of  na  were  quite 
forgotten.  Mary  was  smiling  and  laughing,  first  at  one  and  then 
at  the  other,  in  her  old  way,  and  now  and  then  as  I  glanced  at  her 
I  coold  hardly  help  sighing.  But  I  soon  remembered  certain 
resolutions  I  had  oiade,  and  tried  not  to  notice  the  trio,  but  to 
make  myself  agreeable  to  the  others.  Still  my  eyes  wandered 
towards  them  again  intaitively.  I  thought  Mary  had  never  looked 
ao  beautiful  before.  Her  complexion  was  very  fnll,  as  though  she 
were  blushing  at  something  one  of  them  had  said  to  her,  and  while 
I  watched  I  saw  James  rise  aad  go  to  a  jug  of  fiowers,  and  bring 
back  a  wreath  of  scarlet  Kennedia,  saying : — 

"  Do  us  a  favour  on  Christmas  night,  Mary ;  twine  this  in  yonr 
hair." 

6he  blnshed  deeper  than  before,  but  she  did  it,  and  Tom  helped 
her.  There  was  no  harm  in  that,  you  say,  for  was  he  not  her 
cousin  ?  But  still  I  could  not  help  saying  to  myself,  "  Oh,  Mary, 
Mary,  if  you  were  a  widow,  how  long  would  yon  stay  so  ?  " 

"  What  a  gathering  it  is,  t«  be  sure  !  "  said  Mrs.  Buckley  !- 
"all   the  old  Dmmstonians  who  are  alive  collected  nnder 
roof." 

"Except  the  Doctor,"  said  the  Major. 

"  Ah,  yes,  dear  Doctor  Mdhaus.    I  am  so  sod  eometimed' 
think  that  we  shall  never  see  him  again." 

"  I  miss  him  more  than  any  one,"  said  the  Mejor.  "  I  have 
no  one  to  contradict  me  now," 

"  I  shall  have  to  take  that  duty  upon  me,  then,"  said  Us  wife. 

"  Hark  1  there  is  Lee  oome  back  from  the  sheep  station.  Yes, 
tliat  must  be  his  horse.  Call  him  in  and  give  him  a  glass  of  grog. 
1  was  sorry  to  send  him  out  Ic-day." 

"  He  is  coming  to  make  his  report,"  sud  Mrs.  Bnokloy ;  "  there 
is  his  heavy  tramp  outside  the  door." 

The  door  was  opened,  and  the  new  comer  advanced  to^ere  the 
glare  of  the  candles  fell  npon  his  Caae. 
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Had  the  Getttlctnaii  in  Block  himself  advanced  out  of  the  diu-k- 
ti«§s  at  that  moment,  with  his  blue  bag  on  his  cinii  and  his  hnnille 
of  docoments  in  bis  hand.wa  shonld  not  have  leapt  to  onr  feet  and 
cried  ont  more  Enddenly  than  we  did  then.  For  Doctor  Molhans 
stood  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  looking  ftroond  bim  with  a  bland 
smile. 


CHAPTKB  XXI. 


mC  BTOOKBBIIME    BBOINH    TO    TAltH    ANOTHEE  VIEW  OP    MATTKBB. 

Hr  stood  in  the  candle-light,  smiling  blandly,  vhUe  we  alt  stayed 

for  an  tnsUnt,  a^r  our  firet  ezclamatioD,  speechless  with  utonish- 

The  Mqor  was  the  first  who  showed  signs  of  consoionBnees,  lor 
I  veiily  bcliere  that  one  half  of  the  company  at  least  belioTed 
him  to  he  a  ghost.  "  Yon  are  th«  man,"  said  the  Major,  "  who 
in  the  fieah  called  himself  Maximilian  Mulhans  I  Why  are  jon 
come  to  ti^nble  ne,  0  spirit  ? — not  that  wo  shouldn't  be  glad  lo 
see  yon  if  you  were  aUve,  j'on  know,  but — my  dear  old  frimd,  how 
are  you  ?  " 

Then  we  crowded  ronnd  him,  all  speaking  at  once  and  trying  to 
shake  hands  with  him.  Still  he  remained  silent,  and  smiled.  I, 
looking  into  his  eyes,  saw  that  they  were  swimming,  end  divined 
why  be  would  not  trust  himself  to  speak.  No  one  hat^d  a  show 
of  emotion  more  than  the  Doctor,  and  yet  his  brave  warm  heart 
wonLd  oiten  flood  his  eyes  in  splto  of  himself. 

He  walked  ronnd  to  the  fire-place,  and,  leaning  against  the 
board  that  answered  for  a  chimney-piece,  stood  looking  at  ns  with 
beaming  eyes,  while  we  anxiously  waited  for  htm  to  speak. 

"  Ah  I  "  he  said  at  length,  with  a  deep  sigb,  "  this  does  me 
good.  I  have  not  made  my  jonmey  in  vain.  A  man  who  tries  to 
Uro  in  this  world  without  love  must,  if  he  is  not  a  fool,  commit 
I  suicide  in  a  year.  I  went  to  my  own  home,  and  my  own  dogs 
barked  at  me.  Those  I  had  raised  out  of  the  gutter,  and  set  on 
borsebBck,  splashed  mud  on  me  as  I  walked.  I  will  go  back,  I 
eaidi  to  the  httle  Engli^  family  who  loved  and  respected  me  for 
my  own  sake,  though  they  bo  at  the  eada  of  the  eatih.  So  I  left 
those  who  should  have  loved  me  with  an  ill-conoealed  amile  on 
their  faces,  and  when  I  come  here  I  am  welcomed  with  tears  of 
joy  from  Iboee  I  have  not  known  £ve  years.  Bah  I  Here  is  my 
home,  Buckley :  let  ob  live  and  die  with  yon." 
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"  Live  I  "  eaid  the  Major — "  ay,  whUe  there's  a  pl&ce  to  I 
in ;  don't  talk  abont  dying  yet,  though, — we'll  think  of  that  pre- 
Hontly.  I  can't  fiod  words  enough  to  give  him  welcome.  Wife^ 
can  you?  " 

"  Not  I,  indeed,"  she  said ;  "  and  what  need  ?  He  can  see  a 
wanner  welcome  in  our  faces  than  an  boor's  clumsy  talk  could  give 
him.  I  say,  Doctor,  you  are  welcome,  now  and  for  ever.  Will 
that  serve  you,  hoshand  ?  " 

I  could  not  help  looking  at  Hiss  Thornton.  She  eat  silently 
fitaiing  at  him  through  it  oil,  with  her  hands  clasped  together, 
beating  them  npon  her  knee.  Kow,  when  all  waa  quiet,  and 
Urs.  Buckley  and  Mary  had  mn  off  to  the  kitchen  to  order  the 
Doctor  some  Eupper,  he  seemed  to  see  her  for  the  Krat  time,  and 
bowed  profoundly.  She  rose,  and,  looking  at  him  intently,  sat 
down  again. 

The  Doctor  had  eaten  his  supper,  and  Mrs.  Buckley  had  made 
him  Bometbtng  to  drink  with  her  own  bands ;  the  Doctor  had  lit 
his  pipe,  and  we  bad  gathered  round  the  empty  fire-place,  when 
the  M^or  eaid, — 

"Now,  Doctor,  do  tell  na  your  adventnTes,  and  how  you  have 
managed  to  drop  open  us  from  the  ekies  on  Christmas -day." 

"Soon  told,  my  friend,"  bo  answered,  "See  here.  I  went 
back  to  Germany  because  all  ties  in  EngLmd  were  broken.  I 
went  to  Lord  C :  I  said,  '  I  will  go  back  and  see  the  palin- 
genesis of  my  country ;  I  wilt  see  whai,  they  are  doing,  now  the 
French  are  in  the  dost.'  Ue  said,  '  Go,  and  God  speed  yon  t '  I 
went.  What  did  I  find  ?  Beggars  on  horseback  everywhere, 
riding  post-haste  to  the  devU — not  as  good  horsemen,  either,  but 
as  tailors  of  Brentford,  and  crowding  one  another  into  the  mud  to 
Bee  who  wonld  he  there  first.  '  Let  mo  get  out  of  this  before  they 
ride  over  me,'  said  1.  So  I  came  forth  to  England,  took  ship,  and 
here  I  am." 

"  A  moat  lucid  and  entirely  satisfactory  explanation  of  what  you 
haTe  been  abost,  I  must  say,"  answered  the  ll^or ;  "  however,  I 
mnst  be  content." 

At  this  moment  little  Sam,  who  hod  made  his  escape  in  the 
confusion,  came  running  in,  breathless.  "Papal  Papal"  said 
he,  "  Lee  has  oome  home  with  a  snake  seven  feet  long."  Leewoa 
at  the  door  with  the  reptile  in  bia  hand — a  black  snake,  with  a 
deep  salmon- oolonred  belly,  deadly  venomous,  as  I  knew.  All  the 
party  went  out  to  look  at  it,  except  the  Doctor  and  Kiss  Tbomtonf 
who  stayed  at  the  fire-place, 

"Mind  your  hands,  Lee  I  "  I  heard  James  say;  "  thougli  1 
brat«  is  dead,  you  might  prick  your  fingers  with  him." 
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I  was  behind  all  the  others,  waiting  to  look  at  the  snake,  which 
was  somevhat  of  a  Urge  one,  anil  vorih  seeing,  bo  I  conld  not  help 
overhearing  the  conversation  of  Mies  Tboniton  and  the  BocUir,  and 
having  beard  the  first  of  it  my  ema  grew  bo  unnaturally  quickened, 
that  I  conld  not  for  the  life  of  me  avoid  hearing  the  whole,  thongh 
I  was  ashamed  of  playing  eaveeflropper. 

"  My  God,  sir !  "  I  heard  her  Bay,  "  what  new  madness  is  this  ? 
Why  do  you  persiist  in  separating  yourself  from  jour  family  in  this 
manner?  " 

"No  madness  at  all,  my  dear  madam,"  he  answered;  "you 
would  have  done  the  same  under  the  cironmetsncee.  My  brother 
was  civil,  but  I  saw  he  would  rather  have  me  away  and  continns 
his  stewardship.    And  so  I  let  him." 

Uias  Thornton  pat  another  qnestion  which  I  did  not  catch,  and 
the  aeuBo  of  which  I  could  not  supply,  but  I  heard  bis  anEwer 
plmnly :  it  was, — 

"  Of  oonrse  I  did,  my  dear  lady,  and,  just  na  you  may  suppose, 
when  1  walked  np  the  Bitter  Saal,  there  was  a  buzz  and  a  giggle, 

and  not  one  held  oat  his  bond  save  noble  Ton  H ;  long  life  to 

him  I  " 

"  Bnt ?  "  said  Miss  Thornton,  mentioning  somebody,  whose 

name  I  conld  not  cat«h, 

"  I  saw  him  bend  over  to  M- as  I  came  up  to  the  Presence, 

and  they  boUi  laughed.  I  saw  a  shght  was  intended,  made  my 
devoirs,  and  backed  off.  The  next  day  he  sent  for  me,  bnt  I  was 
off  and  away.    I  heard  of  it  before  I  left  England." 

"  And  will  yoa  never  go  back  ?  "  she  said. 

"  Wlien  I  can  with  honour,  not  before  ;  and  that  will  never  t 
till  be  is  dead,  I  fear  ;  and  his  life  is  as  good  as  mine. 
for  natural  history,  and  quiet  domestic  life,  and  happiness  with  a 
English  friends  1     Now,  am  I  wise  or  not  ?  " 

"  I  fear  not,"  she  said. 

The  Doctor  langbed,  and  taking  her  band,  kissed  it  gaUAntiji] 
by  liis  time  we  had  all  turned  round,  and  were  coming  in.  - 

"Now,  Doctor,"  said  the  Major,  "  if  yoa  have  done  flirting  wWj  J 
Miss  Thornton,  look  at  this  snaJio."  ■  i 

"A  noble  beast,  indeed,"  said  theDoctor.  "Friend,"  ho  added 
to  Lee,  "  if  you  don't  want  him,  I  will  take  him  off  yoar  bands  for 
a  nun  of  money.     He  sbail  be  pickled,  as  I  live." 

"  He  is  very  venomous,  sir,"  said  Lee.  "  The  blacks  eat  'em, 
it's  true,  but  they  always  cut  the  head  off  first.  I'd  take  the 
bead  off,  sir,  before  I  ventured  to  taste  him," 

We  all  laughed  at  Lee's  supposing  that  the  Doctor  meant  to  make 
n  meal  of  the  deadly  serpent,  and  Lee  laughed  as  loudly  aa  anybody. 
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"  Ton  Bee,  eir,"  he  saM,  "  I've  aJways  heard  tliat  yoa  Fremh 
gents  ate  ftoga,  so  I  dido't  know  as  snakes  would  come  amiss," 

"  Pray  don't  take  me  for  a  Frenchman,  my  good  lad,"  said  the 
Doctor ;  "  and  as  for  froga,  they  are  as  good  as  chickens." 

"  Well,  I've  eaten  guaners  myself,"  said  Lee,  "  though  I  can't 
say  mach  for  them.     They're  aglier  than  snakes  any  way." 

Lee  was  made  to  sit  down  and  take  a  glass  of  grog.  So,  very 
shortly,  the  conversation  flowed,  on  into  its  old  channel,  and,  afW 
spending  a  long  and  pleasant  evening,  we  all  went  to  bed. 

James  and  I  slept  in  the  same  room  ;  aad,  when  we  were  going 
to  bed,  I  said, — 

"  James,  if  that  fellow  were  to  die,  there  would  be  a  chiuio«  for 
yon  yet." 

"  With  regard  to  what?  "  hs  asked. 

"Yon  know  well  enough,  you  old  humbag,"  I  said;  "with 
regard  to  Mary  Hawker,  ^wie  Thornton  1  " 

"I  doabt  it,  my  lad,"  ha  said.  "I  very  much  donbt  it  indeed  ; 
and,  perhaps,  you  have  heard  tkat  there  must  be  two  parties  to  a 
bargain,  so  that  even  if  ahe  wcje  willing  to  take  me,  I  very  much 
donbt  if  I  would  ask  her." 

"No  one  eoold  blame  you  for  that,"  I  said,  "afler  what  baa 
happened.  There  are  but  few  men  who  would  like  to  marry  the 
widow  of  a  coiner." 

"Yon  mistake  me,  Jeff.  Toa  mistake  me  altogether,"  he 
answered,  walking  up  and  down  the  room  with  one  boot  off. 
"  That  would  make  but  little  difference  to  me.  I've  no  relationa 
to  sing  out  about  a  mesalliance,  you  know.  No,  my  dear  old 
follow,  not  that;  but — Jeff,  Joffl  you  are  the  dearest  friend  I 
have  in  the  world." 

"Jim,  my  boy,"  I  answered,  "  I  love  you  like  a  brother.  What 
is  it?" 

"I  have  no  secrets  from  you,  Jeff,"  he  said;  "  so  I  don't 
mind  telling  yon."  Another  hesitation  1  I  grew  rather  aaxioua. 
"What  the  deuce  is  coming?"  I  thought.  "What  can  she 
have  been  up  to?  Go  on,  old  fellow,"  I  added  aloud;  "let's 
hear  all  about  it." 

He  stood  at  the  end  of  the  room,  looking  rather  sheepish. 
"  Why,  the  fact  is,  old  fellow,  that  I  begin  to  suspect  that  I  have 
outlived  any  little  attachment  I  b«l  in  that  quajter.  I've  been 
staying  in  the  house  two  months  with  her,  you  see  :  and,  in  fict  I 
—in  &ct  t  " — here  be  brought  up  short  again. 

"  James  Stockbridge,"  I  said,  sitting  up  in  bed,  "  yon  atrocious 
humbug;  two  months  ago  you  informed  roe,  with  a  sigh  like  a 
gnggj  pair  of  bellows,  that  her  image  could  only  bo  effaced  irna. 
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your  heart  by  death.  Yon  have  sedac«d  me,  whose  only  fatilt 
VB8  loving  yon  too  well  to  part  with  yon,  into  coming  Eiiteea 
thousand  miles  to  a  barbarona  land,  far  &om  lundred  and  coimby, 
on  the  plea  that  your  blighted  affections  made  England  lesa 
endurable  than — France,  I'U  say  for  argument ; — and  sow, 
having  had  two  months'  opportnoity  of  atodying  the  character  of 
the  beloved  one,  you  coolly  inform  me  that  the  whole  thing  was  a, 
mistake.     I  repeat  that  yon  are  a  hombng." 

"If  you  don't  hold  your  tongue,  and  that  quick,"  he  replied, 
"  I'll  send  tliiB  boot  at  yonr  ngly  Lead.     Now  then  t  " 

I  ducked,  fully  expecting  it  was  coming,  and  laughed  Bilently 
under  the  bed-clothee.  I  was  very  happy  to  bear  this — I  waa 
very  happy  to  hear  that  a  man,  whom  I  really  hied  so  weD,  had 
got  the  better  of  a  passion  for  a  woman  who  I  knew  was  utterly 
incapable  of  being  to  him  what  his  romantic  high'Sown  notions 
required  a  wife  to  he.  "If  this  happy  result,"  I  said  to  my~Be1f, 
"  can  be  rendered  the  more  sure  by  ridicule,  that  shall  not  be 
wanting.    Meanwhile,  I  will  ane  for  peace,  and  see  how  it  c 

I  rose  again  and  eaw  be  had  got  his  other  boot  half  off,  and 
watching  for  me.     "Jim,"  said  T,  "you  ain't  angry  because 
laughed  at  you,  are  yon  ?  " 

"  Angry  !  "  he  answered.     "  I  am  never  angiy  with  you, 
you  know  it.     I've  been  a  fool,  and  I  onght  to  be  laughed  at. 

"  Pooh  I  "  said  I,  "  no  more  a  fool  than  other  men  have  been 
before  you,  from  father  Adam  downwards." 

"  And  he  was  a  most  con — " 

"There,"  I  inteniipted :  "  don't  abuse  yonr  ancestcrs. 
me  why  you  have  changed  yonr  mind  bo  quick  ?  " 

"  That's  a  precious  hard  thing  to  do,  mind  yon,"  he  answered. 
"  A  thousand  trifling  circnmstances,  which  token  apart  are  aa 
worthless  straws,  when  they  are  bound  up  together  become  a 
respectable  trasi,  which  is  marketable,  and  ponderable.  Ho  it  is 
witb  tittle  traits  in  Mary's  character,  which  I  have  only  noticed 
Iftttdy,  nothing  separately  ;  yet,  wben  taken  together,  are,  to  say 
the  least,  different  to  what  I  had  imagined  while  my  eyee  were 
iilinded.  To  take  one  instance  among  £fly ;  there's  her  cousin 
Tom,  one  of  tbe  finest  fellows  that  ever  stepped  ;  but  sUll  I  don't 
like  to  see  ber,  a  married  woman,  allowing  him  to  pull  her  hair 
about,  and  twist  flowers  in  it." 

This  was  very  true,  but  I  tbonght  that  if  James  instead  of  Tom 
had  been  allowed  tbe  privilege  of  decorating  her  hair,  be  might 
have  looked  on  it  with  different  eyes.  James,  I  saw,  eared 
IHUe  about  her  to  be  very  jealons,  and  so  I  saw  that  there  was 
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of  any  coolneas  between  him  njid  Troubrtdge,  which  was  a  thin^ 
to  bo  rejoiced  at,  aa  a  quarrel  would  have  been  a  terrible  blow  on 
our  little  society. 

"Jim,"  said  I,  "I  have  got  Bomethiog  to  teU  yon.  Do  you 
knov,  I  believe  there  is  some  mystery  about  Doctor  Mnlliaus." 

"He  is  a  walking  mystery,"  said  Jim :  "but  he  is  a  noblo 
good  fellow,  though  unhappily  a  frog-eater." 

"  Ah  I  bnt  I  beliere  Misb  Thornton  knows  it." 

"Very  like,"  said  Jim,  yawning. 

I  told  him  all  the  conversation  I  overheard  that  evening. 

"  Are  you  sure  she  said  '  the  king  '  ?  "  he  asked. 

"Qnite  sure,"  I  said  ;  "now,  what  do  you  make  of  it!" 

"I  make  this  of  it,"  he  said  :  "that  it  is  no  earthly  business  of 
oars,  or  we  should  have  been  informed  of  it ;  and  if  I  were  you 
t  wouldn't  breathe  a  word  of  it  to  any  mortal  soul,  or  let  the 
Doctor  anspeot  that  you  overheard  anything.  Secrets  where 
kings  are  concerned  are  precious  saorod  things,  old  Jeff.  Good 
night  I " 


CHAPTER  XXn. 


S  EDDCATION. 

This  narrative  which  I  am  now  writing  is  neither  more  nor  less 
than  an  account  of  what  befel  certain  of  my  acquaintances  during 
a  period  ertendmg  over  nearly,  orquito,  twenty  years,  interspersed, 
and  let  us  hope  embellished,  with  descriptions  of  the  country  in 
which  tliese  eircumsUnces  took  plsce,  and  illnstrated  by  conver- 
sations well  known  to  me  bj  b-equent  repetition,  selected  aa 
throwing  light  upon  the  characters  of  the  persons  conoetnod. 
Episodes  there  are,  too,  which  I  have  thought  it  worth  while  to 
Inlroduoe,  as  being  more  or  less  interesting,  as  bearing  on  the 
manners  of  a  country  but  little  known,  out  of  which  materitUs  it  is 
difficnlt  to  select  those  most  proper  to  make  my  tale  coherent ; 
yot  it  has  been  my  object,  neither  to  dwell  on  the  one  hand 
unnecessarily  on  the  more  unimportant  passages,  nor  on  the  other 
hand  to  omit  anything  which  may  be  supposed  to  bear  on  the 
general  course  of  events. 

Now,  during  aU  the  time  above  mentioned,  I,  Geoffry  Hamlyn, 
have  happened  to  lead  a  most  uninteresting,  and  with  few  excep- 
tions prosperous  existence.  I  was  but  little  concerned,  save  aa  a 
hearer,  in  the  catalogue  of  exciting  accidents  and  offences  which  I 
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chronicle.  I  hwve  looked  on  with  the  deepest  iat«Test  at  the  lovs- 
makmg,  and  ended  a  bachelor ;  I  have  witnessed  the  fightmg  tSax 
off,  onl^  joining  the  battle  when  I  could  not  help  it,  yet  I  am  a 
Bleadj  old  fogey,  with  a.  mortal  horror  of  a  disturbance  of  any  sort. 
I  have  sat  druiking  with  the  winc-bibbers,  and  yet  at  sixty  my 
lund  is  as  steady  aa  a  rock.  Money  has  come  to  me  by  mere 
accmnuktion ;  I  have  token  more  pains  to  spend  it  tlian  to 
make  it ;  in  short,  all  throngh  my  life's  droani,  1  have  been  i 
Epectator  and  not  on  actor,  and  so  in  this  story  I  sbaJl  keep  my* 
self  as  moch  as  possible  in  the  backgronnd,  only  appearing 
personally  when  I  cannot  help  it. 

Acting  on  this  resolve  I  most  aon  make  my  congi,  and  bid  yon 
iarewell  for  a  few  years,  and  go  back  to  those  few  sheep  which 
James  Stockbridge  and  I  own  in  the  wilderness,  and  continue  the 
history  of  those  who  are  more  important  than  myself,  t  must 
push  on  too,  for  there  is  a  long  period  of  dull  stupid  proa- 
peri^  coming  to  our  friends  at  Baroooa  and  Toonarbin,  which  we 
must  get  over  aa  quickly  as  is  decent.  Little  Sam  Bnckley  also, 
thongh  at  present  a  most  delightful  child,  will  soon  be  u  mere 
nnint^resting  boy.  We  must  teach  him  to  read  and  write,  and 
ride,  and  what  not,  as  soon  as  possible,  and  see  if  we  can't  find  a 
young  lady — well,  I  won't  anticipate,  but  go  on.  Go  on,  did  I 
say?— jump  on,  rather — two  whole  years  at  once. 

See  Baroona  now.  Woold  yoa  know  it  ?  I  think  not.  That 
fast  where  we  spent  the  pleasant  Christmas-day  you  know  of  is 
degraded  bto  the  kitchen,  and  seems  moved  backward,  although 
it  stands  in  the  same  j4ace,  for  a  new  bouse  is  built  nearer  the 
river,  quite  overwhelmmg  the  old  slab  bat  in  its  grandeur — a  long 
low  wooden  house,  with  deep  cool  verandahs  all  round,  already 
festooned  with  passion  flowers,  and  young  grape-vines,  and  fronted 
by  a  flower-garden,  oil  a-bloze  with  petunias  and  geronituns. 

It  was  a  summer  evening,  and  all  the  Frencb  windows  reaching 
to  the  ground  were  open  to  admit  the  cool  south  wind,  which  bad 
just  come  up,  deliciously  icily  cold  aJYer  a  scorching  day.  In  the 
verandah  sat  the  Major  and  the  Doctor  over  their  claret  (for  the 
MiQor  had  taken  ta  dining  late  again  now,  to  bis  great  comfort), 
and  in  the  garden  were  Mrs.  Buckley  and  Sam  watering  the 
flowers,  att«Dded  by  a  man  who  drew  wat^r  from  a  new-made 
reservoir  near  the  house. 

■'  1  think.  Doctor,"  said  the  M^'or,  "  that  the  habit  of  dinihg 
in  tlie  middle  of  the  day  is  a  gross  abase  of  the  gifts  of  Providence, 
and  I'll  prove  it  to  yon.  Whatdoes  a  mandine  for  ? — answer  ms 
that." 

"  To  satisfy  bis  hunger,  /  sboald  say,"  answered  the  Doctor* 
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tiling  well,  nnd  you  show  him  how  to  learn  others. 
suppose?" 

"  Aa  much  as  yon  like,  Doo(*>r.  His  mother  has  taught  him 
his  catechism,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  and  ehe  ia  the  fit  person, 
you  know.  With  the  esception  of  that  and  the  Latin  grammar,  I 
trust  everything  to  your  discretion." 

"  There  is  one  thing  I  leave  to  you,  M[yor,  if  yon  please,  and 
that  is  corporal  chastisement.  I  am  not  nt  all  sure  that  I  could 
hring  myself  to  flog  Sam,  and,  if  I  did,  it  would  be  very  inefficiently 
done." 

"  Oh,  rU  ondertake  it,"  said  the  M^or,  **  though  I  beliere  I 
shall  have  an  easy  task.     He  won't  want  much  flogging." 

At  this  moment  Mrs.  Buckley  approached  with  a  basketful  of 
fresh-gathered  flowers.  "The  roeoa  don't  flower  well  here, 
Doctor,"  she  aaid,  "but  the  geraniums  run  mad.  Here  b  a 
Bakuon- coloured  one  for  your  bntton-bolo." 

"  He  has  earned  it  well,  Agnes,"  said  her  husband.  "  He  has 
decided  the  discussion  wo  bud  last  night  by  offering  to  undertake 
Barn's  education  himself." 

"And  Qod's  blessing  on  him  for  it  I  "said  Mrs.  Buckley,  warmly. 
"You  hare  taken  a  great  lo&d  off  my  mind,  Doctor.  I  should 
never  have  been  happy  if  that  boy  had  gone  to  school.  Coma 
here,  Sam." 

Sam  came  bounding  into  the  verandah,  and  clambered  np  on 
his  father,  as  if  he  bad  been  a  tree.  Ho  was  now  eleven  years 
old,  and  very  toll  and  well-formed  for  bis  age.  Ho  was  a  good- 
looking  boy,  with  regular  featnres,  and  early  chestnut  hair.  He 
hod,  too,  the  Urge  grey-blue  eye  of  his  father,  an  eye  that  never 
lost  for  a  moment  its  staring  eipressioa  of  kindly  houesty,  and 
the  lad's  whole  countenance  was  one  which,  without  being  parti- 
cularly handsome,  or  even  very  intolUgent,  won  an  honest  man's 
regard  at  first  sight. 

"  &Iy  dear  Bam,"  said  his  mother,  "  leave  off  playing  with  yoor 
father's  hair,  and  listen  to  me,  for  I  have  aomethmg  serious  to  say 
to  you.  Last  night  your  father  and  I  were  debating  about 
sending  you  to  school,  hut  Doctor  Mulhaus  has  himself  offered  to 
be  your  tutor,  thereby  giving  you  advantages,  for  love,  which  you 
never  could  have  secured  for  money.  Now,  the  least  we  can 
expect  of  yon,  my  dear  boy,  is  that  you  will  be  docile  and  attentive 
to  him." 

"  I  will  try.  Doctor  dear,"  said  Sam.  "  But  I  am  very  stupid 
sometimes,  yon  know." 

So  the  good  Doctor,  whose  ii«ad  was  stored  with  nearly  as  much 
of  huiuou  knowledge   as  mortal  head  could  hold,  took  simple, 
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gnilelesB  little  Bam  hy  the  band,  and  kil  liim  into  the  garden  of 
knowledge.  Uuleea  I  am  miBtakeo,  these  two  will  pick  more 
flowers  Uian  they  will  dig  potatoes  in  the  aforesaid  garden,  bnt  I 
don't  think  that  two  Bach  honest  sonle  will  gather  mnch  nnwhole- 
Bome  (hait.  The  danger  ie  that  they  will  waste  their  time,  which 
is  no  dEmgor  at  all,  bat  a  certainty. 

I  believe  that  each  an  education  as  onr  Sam  got  from  the  Doctor 
would  have  made  a  slattern  and  a/ainiant  ont  of  half  the  boys  in 
England.  If  Sam  had  been  a  clever  boy,  or  a  conceited  boy,  be 
would  have  ended  with  a  eaperficial  knowledge  of  things  in  general, 
imagining  be  knew  evoiything  when  he  knew  nothing,  and  wonld 
have  been  left  in  the  end,  without  a  Ikith  either  religious  or 
political,  a  aseless,  careleaa  man. 

This  danger  the  Doctor  foresaw  in  the  first  month,  and  going 
U)  the  K^or  abrnptly,  as  be  walked  np  and  down  the  garden,  took 
his  ann,  and  said, — 

"  See  here,  Buckley.  1  bare  nndertakea  to  educate  that  boy 
of  yoDTS,  and  every  day  I  hke  the  task  better,  and  yet  every  day 
I  see  that  I  have  undertaken  something  beyond  me.  His  appetite 
for  knowledge  is  insatiable,  but  he  is  not  an  inteltcctual  boy  ;  he 
makes  no  deductions  of  his  own,  bat  takes  mine  for  granted.  He 
haa  no  commentaiy  on  what,  he  learns,  bat  that  of  a  dissatisfied 
idealist  like  me,  a  man  who  has  been  thrown  among  etrcumstancea 
sufficiently  favourable  to  make  a  prime  minister  out  of  some  men, 
and  yet  who  has  ended  by  doing  nothing.  Another  thing  :  this  is 
my  first  attempt  at  education,  and  I  have  not  the  schoolmaster's 
art  to  keep  him  to  details.  Ererj-  day  I  make  new  reaolntions, 
and  every  day  I  break  them.  The  boy  turns  his  great  eyes  upon 
me  in  the  middle  of  some  humdrum  work,  and  asks  me  aqnestion. 
In  answering,  I  get  off  the  turnpike  road,  and  away  we  go  from 
lane  to  lane,  fix)m  one  enhjoct  to  anotlier,  until  lesBoU'time  is  over, 
and  nothing  done.  And,  if  it  were  merely  time  wasted,  it  could 
be  made  np,  bnt  he  remembers  every  word  I  say,  and  belieYcs  in 
it  like  gospel,  when  I  myself  couldn't  remember  half  of  it  to  save 
my  life.  Now,  my  dear  fellow,  I  consider  your  boy  to  be  a  veiy 
saered  trust  to  me,  and  so  I  have  mentioned  all  this  to  you,  to 
ffm  yon  an  opportonity  of  removing  bim  to  where  be  might  bo 
under  a  atrioter  discipline,  if  you  thought  fit.  If  he  was  lika 
Bona  boys,  now,  I  shoidd  resign  my  post  at  once  ;  bnt,  as  it  is,  I 
ahall  wait  till  you  tnm  me  ont,  for  two  reasons.  The  first  is,  that 
I  take  such  ddight  in  my  task,  that  I  do  not  care  to  relinquish  it ; 
ud  the  other  ie,  that  the  lad  is  naturally  so  orderly  and  gentle, 
that  he  does  not  need  discipline,  like  most  boys." 

"  Uy  dear  Doctor,"  rephcd  M^or  Backley,  "  listen  to  me.  If 
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ve  WBTa  in  Engtond,  and  Siun  could  go  to  Eton,  which,  I  talft  v, 
yon  know,  is  tbe  best  school  in  the  world,  1  woold  still  evnestl; 
&sk  yon  to  continne  your  work.  He  will  probably  inherit  a  great 
deal  of  money,  and  will  not  have  to  push  bJB  way  in  the  world  by 
hia  brains  ;  so  that  oloae  Bcholarehip  will  be  rather  unnecessary. 
I  should  like  him  to  know  history  well  and  thoron^hly ;  for  h« 
may  mix  in  tlie  political  life  of  this  little  colony  by  and  by.  Lalin 
grammar,  yon  know,"  he  Baid,  laughing,  "isindiBpensable.  Doetor, 
1  trust  my  boy  with  you  because  I  know  Uiat  yon  wilt  make  him  « 
gentleman,  aa  hia  mother,  wit}i  God's  blessing,  will  make  bim  ■ 
Christian." 

Bo  the  Doctor  buckled  to  his  i&sk  again,  with  renewed  energy; 
to  Euclid,  Latin  grammar,  and  fractions.  Sam's  good  memory 
enabled  him  to  mi^  light  of  the  grammar,  and  the  fraotiona  too 
were  no  great  difficulty,  but  the  Euclid  was  an  awful  triaL  He 
couldn't  make  out  what  it  waa  all  about.  He  got  on  very  well 
until  he  came  nearly  to  the  ead  of  the  first  book,  and  then  getting 
among  the  parallelogrmn  "props,"  ae  we  used  to  call  them  (may 
their  fathere'  graTes  be  d^ledl),  ho  etuck  dead.  For  a  whole 
evenmg  did  he  pore  patiently  over  one  of  them  till  A  B,  eettdag  to 
C  D,  crossed  hands,  poussetted,  and  whirled  round  "in  Sahara 
Waltz"  through  his  throbbing  head.  Bed'time,  bnt  no  rest  1 
Whether  he  slept  or  not  he  ccnild  not  tell.  Who  could  sleep  with 
that  long-bodied,  ill-tempered -looking  parallelogram  A  H  atanding 
on  the  bed-olothes,  and  crying  out  in  tones  loud  enough  to  wakaD 
the  house,  that  it  never  had  been,  nor  ever  would  be  equal  to  ths 
fat  jolly  square  C  K  ?  So,  in  the  morning,  Sam  woke  to  the 
conBcioosnesa  that  he  vaa  farther  off  from  the  solotioii  than  ever, 
but,  having  had  a  good  cry,  went  uito  the  study  and  tackled  to  tt 

No  good  t  Breakfast  time,  and  matters  much  worse  I  That 
long  peaked-nose  vixen  of  a  triangle  A  H  C,  which  yesterday  Sam 
had  made  out  was  equal  t«  half  the  parallelogram  and  half  the 
square,  now  had  the  audacity  to  declare  that  she  hod  notluBg  ta 
do  with  either  of  them ;  so  what  was  to  be  done  now  ? 

After  breakl&at  Sam  took  his  book  and  went  out  to  his  fatfa^r, 
who  was  sitting  smoking  iu  the  verandah.  He  clambered  up  oo 
to  his  knee,  and  tlien  began : — 

"  Father,  dear,  aee  here ;  con  yon  understand  this  ?  You're 
got  to  prove,  you  know, — oh,  dear  I  I've  forgot  that  now." 

"  Let's  see,"  said  the  M;yor  ;  "  I'm  afraid  this  ie  a  little  above 
me.  There's  Brentwood,  now.  could  do  it;  be  vai  in  Uw 
Artillery,  you  kckow,  and  le&mt  fortification,  and  that  tort  at 
thing.     I  doD't  think  I  can  make  much  hand  of  it,  Sam." 
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Bat  Sara  bad  pat  his  bead  upon  bis  father's  sboulder,  and  was 
erjing  bitterly. 

"  Come,  conie,  my  old  man,"  said  the  M^or,  "  doo't  give  waj, 
joa  know  ;  don't  be  beat." 

"  I  can't  make  it  ont  at  all,"  said  Sam,  Bobbing.  "  I've  got 
Bucfa  a  bnzzing  in  m;  head  niUi  it  1  and  if  I  otm't  do  it  I  must 
stop :  because  I  can't  go  on  to  the  oeit  till  I  understand  this. 
Ob,  dear  me  1 " 

"  liSf  joor  bead  there  a  tittle,  mj  boj,  till  it  gets  clearer  :  then  1 
perhaps  you  will  be  able  to  make  it  out.     Yoa  may  depend  c 
that  you  ought  to  learn  it,  or  the  good  Doctor  tTooldn't  have  set  it 
to  you ;  never  let  a  thing  beat  you,  my  son," 

So  Sam  cried  on  his  father's  eboulder  a  little,  and  then  went  in 
with  his  book ;  and  not  long  after,  the  Doctor  looked  in  un- 
peroeived,  and  saw  the  boy  with  hia  elbo«-s  on  the  table  and  the 
book  before  him.  Even  while  ho  looked  a  big  tear  fell  plnmp  into 
the  middle  of  A  H ;  bo  the  Doctor  come  quietly  in  and  said, — 

"  Can't  yoa  manage  it,  Sam  ?  " 

Sam  shook  his  head. 

"  Just  give  me  hold  of  the  book  ;  will  you,  Sam  ?  " 

Sam  complied  without  word  or  comment ;  the  Doctor  sent  it  i 
fiying  through  the  open  window,  half-way  down  the  garden. 
"  There  I  "  said  he,  noddmg  bis  head,  "  Uiat's  the  fit  place  for 
him  this  day  :  you're  bad  enough  of  him  at  present ;  go  and  l«11 
one  of  the  blacks  to  dig  some  woncB,  and  we'll  make  hoUday  and 
go  a  fiahing." 

Sani  looked  at  tba  Doctor,  and  then  through  the  window  at  hia 
ob]  enemy  lying  in  the  middle  of  the  flower-bed.  He  did  not  like 
to  eee  the  poor  book,  bo  lately  his  master,  crumpled  and  helpless, 
bUen  Irom  iia  high  estate  so  suddenly.  He  would  Imve  gone  lo 
its  assistance,  and  picked  it  up  and  smoothed  it,  the  more  so  as 
be  felt  that  he  had  been  beaten. 

The  Doctor  seemed  to  see  everything,     "  Let  it  lie  here,  mj 
child."  be  said ;  "  yon  are  not  in  a  position   to  assist  s  falicu  , 
cmemy ;    you  are  still  the  vanquished  party.      Go  and  g( 
wenns." 

He  went,  atid  when  he  came  back  be  found  the  Doctor  sitting 
beside  his  futber  in  the  verandah,  ^th  a  penknife  in  one  hand  and 
the  ace  of  spades  in  the  other.  He  cut  the  card  into  squares,  tri- 
angles, and  patidleli^rams,  while  Sam  looked  on,  and,  demonetia- 
tiag  B3  bb  went,  fitted  them  one  into  the  other,  till  the  boy  saw 
his  bagbear  of  a  proposition  made  as  clear  aa  day  before  hia  eyet. 

"  Why,"  said  Sam,  •'  that's  as  clear  as  need  be.  I  fmdaistand 
it,    Kow  may  I  pick  the  book  up,  Doctor  ?  " 
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History  was  tbe  pleasanl^st  part  of  all  Sam's  tasks,  for  I 
sit  in  the  little  room  given  ap  for  a  stady,  witli  the  French 
windows  open  looking  on  the  flower-garden,  Sam  reading  aload 
and  the  Doctor  msking  discursive  commentariea.  At  last,  one 
day  the  Doctor  sud, — 

"  My  boy,  we  are  making  too  much  of  a  pleaenre  of  this :  yon 
most  really  learn  yonr  dat«B.  Now  tell  me  the  date  of  the 
aceeasion  of  Edward  the  Sixth." 

No  retnms. 

"Ah  I  I  thought  so:  we  must  not  be  so  discarsive.  We'll 
Icam  the  dates  of  the  Grecian  History,  as  heing  an  effort  of 
momoiy,  yon  not  having  read  it  yet." 

Bat  tliu  plan  was  rather  worse  than  the  other ;  for  one  mominR, 
Sam  having  innocently  asked,  at  half-past  eleven,  what  the  battle 
of  Thermopylae  was,  Mrs.  Buckley  coming  in,  at  one,  to  call  them 
to  Innch,  found  the  Doctor,  who  had  begun  the  account  of  that 
glorions  fight  in  English,  and  then  gone  on  to  German,  walking  up 
and  down  the  room  in  a  state  of  excitement,  reciting  to  Sam,  who 
did  not  know  o  from  J-,  the  aoul-moving  account  of  it  from 
Herodotus  io  good  sonorotis  Greek.  She  asked,  laughing, 
"  Wliat  language  are  you  talking  now,  my  dear  Doctor!" 

"  Greek,  madam,  Greek  1  and  the  very  best  of  Greek  1  " 

"  And  what  does  Sam  think  of  it  ?  I  should  like  yoa  to  learn 
Greek,  my  boy,  if  yon  can." 

"  I  thought  he  was  singing,  mother,"  said  Sara  ;  but  after  that 
the  lad  used  to  sit  delighted,  by  the  river  side,  when  they  were 
fishbg,  while  the  Doctor,  with  his  musical  voice,  repealed  some 
melodious  ode  of  Pindar's. 

And  so  the  intelloctnaJ  edncalion  proceeded,  with  more  or  less 
energy;  and  meanwhile  the  physical  and  moral  part  was  not 
forgotten,  though  the  two  latt«r,  like  tbe  former,  were  not  very 
closely  attended  to,  and  loft  e  good  deal  to  Providence.  (And, 
having  done  your  best  for  a  boy,  in  what  better  hands  can  yon 
leave  him?)  Bnt  the  M^jor.  as  an  old  soldier,  had  gained  a 
certain  faith  in  tie  usefubesa  of  physical  training ;  so,  when  Sam 
was  about  twelve,  you  might  have  seen  him  any  afternoon  on  the 
lawn  with  his  father,  the  Major,  patiently  teaching  him  singleatiok, 
and  Sam  as  patiently  learning,  until  tbe  boy  came  to  be  so 
inarvelloualy  active  on  his  legs,  cuid  to  show  snch  rapidity  of  eye 
and  hand,  that  the  M^jor,  on  one  occasion,  having  received  a  mors 
than  usually  agonising  cut  on  the  forearm,  remarked  that  he 
thoaght  be  was  not  quite  so  active  on  his  pins  as  formerly,  and 
that  be  mast  hand  the  boy  over  to  the  Doctor. 

"  Doctor,"  said  he  that  day,  "  I  have  tanght  my  boy  ordinary 
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Bword  play  till,  liy  JoTe,  sir,  be  U  getting  quicker  than  I  am. 
1  wish  you  would  take  liim  in  hand  and  give  him  a  little  fencing," 
"  Who  told  you  I  could  fence  ?  "  eaid  the  Doctor. 
"  ^Vhy.  I  doa't  know ;  no  one,  I  think,  I  have  judged,  I  fancy, 
more  by  seeing  yon  6onrish  yonr  walking -stick  than  anything  elE«. 
Yon  are  a  fencer,  are  you  not  ?  " 

The  Doctor  laugh^.  He  was  in  fact  a  consummate  maitrt 
d'arma:  and  Captain  Brentwood,  before  spoken  of,  no  mean 
fencer,  coining  to  Baroona  on  a  visit,  found  that  our  friend  could 
do  exactly  as  he  Lked  with  him,  to  the  Captain's  great  astonish- 
ment. And  Sam  soon  improved  under  his  tuition,  not  indeed  to 
I  the  extent  of  being  a  master  of  the  weapon  ;  hi.'  was  too  large  and 
I  loosely  built  for  that ;  bat,  at  all  evente,  so  lar  a.'^  to  gain  un  np- 
light  and  elastic  carriage,  and  to  learn  the  use  of  his  limbs. 

The  M^or  issued  on  edict,  gi\in^  the  most  positive  orders 
Bgainat  its  infringement,  that  Sam  should  never  mount  a  horse 
Tithont  his  special  leave  and  licence.     He  taught  him  lo  ride, 
indeed,  bnt  wonld  not  give  him  much  opportunity  for  practising  it. 
Once  or  twice  a-week  he  would  take  him  out,  but  seldom  oftener. 
Sam,  who  never  dreamt  of  questioning  the  wisdom  and  cicellence 
of  any  of  bis  father's  decisions,  rather  wondered  at  this ;  pondering 
in  his  own  mind  how  it  was  that,  while  all  the  lads  be  knew 
around,  now  getting  pretty  nnmerons,  lived,  as  it  were,  on  horse- 
back, never  walking  a  quarter  of  a  mile  on  any  occasion,  ht)  alone 
should  be  discouraged  from  it.     "Perhaps,"  he  said  to  himat-lf 
'   one  day,  "  he  doesn't  want  me  to  make  many  acquaintances.    It 
I  IS  true,  Charley  Delisle  smokes   and   swears,  which  is  very  nu- 
I  gentlemanly;   but  Cecil  Mayford,    Dad  says,  is  a  perfect  little 
i  'gantleman,  and  I  ought  to  see  as  much  of  bim  as  possible,  and  yet 
he  wouldn't  give  me  a  horse  to  go  lo  their  muster.      Well,  I 
■uppose  he  has  some  reason  for  it.' ' 

One  holiday  the  Doctor  and  the  Major  were  sitting  in  the  veran- 
dah after  breakfast,  when  8am  entered  to  tbem,  and,  clambering 
on  to  his  father  as  his  wont  was,  said, — 

"  See  here,  father  I      Harry  is  getting  in  some  young  beasts  at 
the  stock-yard  hut,  and  Cecil  Mayford  is  coming  over  to  see  if  any 
of  tlieirs  are  among  tbem  ;  may  X  go  ont  and  meet  bim  ?  ' ' 
I       "  To  be  sure,  my  boy ;  why  not  ?  " 

I       "  May  I  have  Bronsewing,  father?     He  is  in  the  stable." 
,        "  It  is  a  nice  cool  day,  and  only  four  miles  ;  why  not  walk  on^ 
my  boy  ?  " 

Sam  looked  disappointed,  but  said  nothing, 

"I  know  all  about  it,  my  child,"  said  the  Mt^or ;  "  Cecil  will 

I  Hum  on  Blackboy,  and  yon  would  liliie  to  show  him  I 
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Bronsewiag  ia  the  saporior  pony  of  the  two.  That's  all  vof 
natural ;  but  still  I  eay,  get  your  hat,  Sbih,  and  trot  through  the 
forest  OQ  your  own  tvo  lege,  snd  bring  Cecil  home  to  dinner." 

Sam  atill  looked  disappointed,  though  he  tried  not  to  show  it. 
He  went  and  got  his  bat,  and,  meeting  the  dogs,  got  snob  a  wild 
welcome  &om  them  that  he  forgot  all  about  Bronsewing.  Soon 
his  father  eaw  him  merrily  croesing  the  paddock  with  the  iriiole 
kennel  of  the  eatabhshment.  Kangaroo  dogs,  cattle  dogs,  and 
collies,  barking  joyously  aroond  kim. 

"There's  a  good  lesson  manfully  learnt.  Doctor,"  said  the 
Major :  "  he  has  learnt  to  sacrifice  bis  wiU  to  mine  without 
argmneDt,  because  he  knows  I  have  always  a  reason  for  things. 
I  want  that  hoy  to  ride  as  httle  as  possible,  but  be  has  earned  an 
exception  in  bis  favour  to-day. — Jerry  (  "  (After  a  few  calk  the 
stableman  appeared.)  "  Put  Mr.  Samuel's  saddle  on  Bronsewing, 
and  mine  on  Ricochette,  and  bring  them  round." 

80  Sam,  walking  cheerily  forward  singing,  under  the  light  and 
shadow  of  the  old  forest,  surrounded  by  hia  dogs,  bears  horses' 
feet  behind  him,  and  looking  back  sees  his  &ther  riding  and 
leading  Bronsewing  saddled. 

■'  Jamp  up,  my  boy,"  said  the  Miyor;  "  Cecil  shall  see  what 
Broasewiug  is  like,  and  how  well  you  can  sit  him.  The  reason 
I  altered  m;  mind  was  that  I  might  reward  you  for  acting  like 
a  man,  and  not  arguing.  Now,  I  don't  want  yon  to  ride  much 
yet  for  a  few  years.  I  don't  want  my  Ud  to  grow  op  with  a  pair 
of  how  legs  like  a  groom,  and  probably  somethbg  worse,  from 
Lvisg  on  horseback  before  bis  bones  are  set.  You  see  I  bare 
good  reason  for  what  I  do." 

But  I  think  that  the  lessons  Sam  liked  best  of  oil  were  the 
swimming  lessons,  and  at  a  very  early  ago  he  could  swim  and  dire 
like  a  black,  and  once  when  disporting  himself  in  the  wat«r,  when 
not  more  than  thirteen,  poor  Sam  nearly  had  a  stop  put  to  bis 
bathing  for  ever,  and  that  in  a  very  frightful  manner. 

His  father  aad  he  had  goue  down  to  bathe  one  hot  noon ;  the 
Major  had  swnm  oat  and  wag  standing  on  the  rock  wiping  himself, 
while  Sam  was  still  disporting  in  the  mid.river ;  as  he  watched 
the  boy  he  saw  what  seemed  a.  stick  upon  the  water,  and  then,  u 
he  perceived  the  ripple  arounii  it  the  horrible  tmth  burst  on  the 
affrighted  father :  it  was  a  laige  black  snake  crossing  the  river, 
and  poor  little  Sam  was  swimming  straight  towards  it,  all  tm- 
ooDScious  of  his  danger. 

The  M^or  cried  ont  and  waved  his  band ;  the  hoy  seeing  some- 
thing was  wrong,  turned  and  made  ibr  the  shore,  and  the  next 
uomeot  his  father,  bending  his  body  back,  hurled  himself  tJuoi^ 
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the  air  and  alighted  in  tbe  vater  atoogside  of  him,  clutching  him 
nmnd  tbe  bodjr,  and  heading  dovn  tho  river  with  forioui  atrokes. 

"  Don't  cling,  Sam,  or  get  frightened  ;  make  for  the  abore." 

The  lad,  although  terribly  frightened  at  he  knew  not  what,  with 
infiiiite  courage  seconded  his  father's  efforta  although  he  felt  sink- 
ing. In  a  few  minutes  the^  were  eafe  on  the  bank,  in  time  for 
them  to  see  the  reptile  land,  and  crawling  up  Uie  bank  disappear 
among  the  rocks,  ~ 

"God  has  been  very  good  tc  ns,  my  aon.    You  have  I 
■ared  from  a  terrible  death.     Mind  yon  don't  breathe  a  \ 
your  mother  about  this." 

That  night  Bam  dreamt  that  he  was  in  the  coils  of  a  snake,  Imt 
waking  up  found  that  his  father  was  laid  beside  him  in  his  olothea 
with  one  arm  ronad  hie  neck,  so  be  went  to  sleep  again  and 
thought  no  more  of  the  snake. 

"  My  son,  if  sinners  entice  thee,  consent  thoa  not " — a  sayi] 
which  it  is  jnst  possible  yon  have  beard  before.  I  can 
where  it  comes  from  :  it  Is  one  af  the  apothegms  of  the  king  a 
little  eastern  nation  who  at  one  time  were  settled  in  Syria, 
whose  writings  are  not  much  read  now-a-dsys,  in  consequence  ol 
the  vast  mass  of  Uterature  of  a  superior  kind  which  this  happy 
century  has  produced.  I  can  recommend  the  book,  however,  as 
containing  some  original  remarka,  and  being  generally  worth  read- 
ing. The  meaning  of  the  above  quotation  (and  the  man  who  said 
it,  mind  yon,  had  at  ono  time  a  reputation  for  shrewdness),  is,  aa 
I  take  it,  tbat  a  man's  morals  are  very  much  influenced  by  the 
society  be  is  thronwi  among ;  and  although  in  these  parliamentujr 
times  we  know  tbat  kings  must  of  necessity  be  fools,  yet  in  this 
instance  I  think  tbat  the  man  shows  some  glintmciings  of  reason, 
for  his  remark  tallies  singularly  with  my  own  personal  obserra- 
tioQ  ;  so,  acting  on  this,  while  I  am  giving  you  the  history  of  this 
little  wild  boy  of  the  bnsh,  I  camiot  do  better  than  give  some 
Bccoant  of  the  companions  with  whom  he  chiefly  assorted  out  of 
school-bom?. 

With  broad  intelligent  forehead,  with  large  loving  liazul  eyes, 
with  a  frill  like  Qneen  Elizabeth,  with  a  brush  like  a  fox  ;  deep  in 
the  briaket,  perfect  in  markings  of  black,  white,  and  tan  ; 
sagacity  a  Pitt,  in  courage  an  Anglesey,  Bover  stands  first  on  tag  ■ 
list,  and  claims  to  be  king  of  Collie-dogs.     lu  politics  I  sbould  | 
■ay  Conservative  of  the  high  Protectionist  sort.     Let  ua  have  i 
stnage  dogs  about  tbe  place  to  grub  up  sacred  bones,  or  we  wijt 
shake  out  our  frills  and  tumble  them  in  the  dust.     Dcanestic  ceia 
may  nionl  iu  the  garden  at  night  to  a  certain  ettent,  but  a  line 
t  be  dmwn;  alter  that  the;  most  be  chased  np  troea  sad 
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barked  at,  if  necessary,  bU  night.  Opoesuma  and  native  cats  K 
unfit  to  cnmbei  the  eartb,  and  must  be  haoted  into  boles, 
wberever  poasible.  Oowa  and  otber  homed  antmais  most  not 
come  into  the  yard,  or  even  look  over  the  garden  fence,  nnder 
penaltisj.  Black  fellowB  must  be  barked  at,  and  their  dogs 
chased  to  the  utt«nno9t  limits  of  the  habitable  globe.  Such  were 
the  chief  points  of  the  creed  subaoribed  to  by  Sam'a  dog  Rover. 

All  the  love  that  may  be  bet-ween  dog  and  man,  and  man  and 
dog,  existed  between  Sam  and  Rover.  Never  a  fresh  cheeiy 
morning  when  the  boy  arose  with  the  conscioaeneas  of  another 
happy  day  before  him,  but  that  the  dog  was  waiting  for  him  as  be 
stepped  &om  bis  window  into  dear  morning  air.  Never  a  walk  in 
the  forest,  but  that  Rover  was  his  merry  companion.  And  what 
wonld  lessons  have  been  without  Bover  looking  in  now  and  then 
with  his  head  on  one  side,  and  his  ears  cocked,  to  know  when  be 
would  be  finished  and  come  out  to  play  ? 

Ob,  memorable  day,  when  S&m  got  separated  from  his  faUier  in 
Yass,  and,  looking  back,  saw  a  clond  of  dust  in  the  road,  and 
dimly  descried  Rover,  fighting  'valiantly  against  fearful  odds,  with 
all  the  dogs  in  the  township  upon  him  I  He  rode  back,  and 
prayed  for  assistance  from  the  men  lounging  in  front  of  the  public- 
house  ;  who,  pitying  his  distress,  pnlled  off  all  the  dogs  till  there 
were  only  left  Rover  and  a  great  white  bulldog  to  do  battle.  The 
figbt  seemed  going  against  Sam's  dog ;  for  the  bulldog  had  him 
by  the  neck,  and  held  him  firm,  so  that  be  could  do  nothing. 
Nevertheless,  mind  yourself,  master  bulldog ;  you've  only  got  a 
mouthful  of  long  hair  there ;  and  when  you  do  let  go,  I  tiiink, 
there  is  danger  for  you  in  those  fierce  gleaming  eyes,  and  terrible 
grinning  fangs. 

Sam  was  crying  ;  and  the  men  round  were  saying,  "  Oh  I  take 
the  bulldog  off;  the  collie's  no  good  to  him," — when  a  man  sod- 
denly  appeared  at  Sam's  side,  and  called  out, 

"  I'll  back  the  collie  for  five  pounds,  and  here's  my  money  I  *" 

Half-a-dozen  five  pound  notes  were  ready  for  him  at  once ;  and 
he  bad  barely  got  the  stakes  posted  before  tiie  event  proved  he  was 
light.  Id  an  evil  moment  for  him  the  bulldog  loosed  his  hold, 
and,  ero  he  had  time  to  torn  round.  Rover  had  seized  bim  below 
the  eye,  and  was  dragging  bim  about  the  road,  worrying  him  as 
he  would  HO  opossum  :  so  the  discomfited  owner  bad  to  remove 
his  buUdog  to  save  bis  life.  Bover,  oiler  showing  his  teeth  and 
shaking  himself,  come  to  Sam  as  fresh  aa  a  daisy ;  and  the  new 
comer  pocketed  his  five  pounds. 

"I  am  so  much  obliged  to  you,"  said  Sam,  turning  to  b 
"  for  taking  my  dog's  part  1     They  were  all  agaii    ' 
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"  I'm  much  obliged  to  your  dog,  sir,  for  vinning  me  fire  poondv  1 
eo  e«y.    But  there  ain't  a  many  bad  doga  or  bad  i 
about  M^or  Bncklej's  honw." 

"  Then  you  know  ub  ?  "  said  Sam. 

"Ought  to  it,  sir.     An  old  Devonsbire  man.     Mr.  I 
Btud-groom,  sir — Dick." 

Well,  as  I  am  going  to  write  Rover's  life,  in  three  volumes  poi 
octavo,  I  won't  any  further  entrench  on  my  Bnl^ject  matter,  save  to 
say  that,  while  on  the  subject  of  Sam's  education,  I  could  not  well 
omit  a  notice  of  the  aforesaid  Rover.  For  I  think  all  a  man  can 
learn  from  a  dog,  Sam  leamt  from  him  ;  and  that  is  somethiug. 
Now  let  DS  go  on  to  the  ueit  of  bis  notable  acquaintances. 

Who  ia  this  glorious,  blue-oyed,  curly-beaded  boy,  who  bursts 
into  tho  house  like  a  whirlwind,  making  it  ring  again  with  merry 
laughter  ?     This  is  Jim  Brentwood,  of  whom  we  shall  see  much 

At  Waterloo,  when  the  French  cavalry  were  coming  up  the  bill, 
and  our  artiUerymen  were  muning  for  the  squares,  detUy  trundling 
their  gun -wheels  before  them,  it  happened  that  there  came  running 
towards  tho  square  where  Major  Buckley  stood  like  a  tower  of 
strength  (the  tallest  man  in  the  regiment),  an  artillery  officer, 
begrimed  with  mad  and  gunpowder,  and  dragging  a  yonth  by  the 
collar,  or  rather,  what  seemed  to  be  the  body  of  a  youth.  Some 
cried  out  to  him  to  let  go ;  but  he  looked  bock,  seeming  to  measure 
the  distance  between  the  cavalry  and  tlie  square,  and  then,  never 
loosing  his  hold,  held  on  against  hope.  Every  one  thought  he 
would  be  too  Late  ;  when  some  one  ran  out  of  the  square  (men  said 
it  was  Buckley),  and,  throwing  the  wounded  lad  over  his  shoulder, 
ran  with  him  into  safety  ;  and  a  cheer  ran  along  the  line  from 
those  who  saw  him  do  it.  Small  time  for  cheering  then ;  ibr 
neither  could  recover  his  breath  before  there  came  a  volley  of 
musketry,  and  all  Eiround  them,  outside  tho  bayonets,  was  a  wild 
sea  of  fierce  men's  faces,  horses'  heads,  gleaming  sttiel,  and 
French  blasphemy.  A  strange  scene  for  the  commencement  of  on 
acquaintance  I  And  yet  it  throve  ;  for  that  somo  evening,  Buckley, 
talking  to  bis  Colonel,  saw  the  ortilleiy  officer  coming  towards 
them,  and  asked  who  he  might  be  f 

••  'That,"  said  the  Colonel,  "  is  Brentwood  of  the  Artillery,  who 
ran  away  with  Lady  Kate  Bingley,  and  they  haven't  a  rap  to  bless 
themselves  with,  sir.  It  was  her  brother  that  yon  and  ho  fetched 
into  the  square  to-day." 

And  so  began  a  friendship  which  lasted  the  lives  of  both  men ; 
and,  I  doubt  not,  will  last  their  sons'  lives  too.  For  Brentwood 
find  vithiiL  thirty  miles  of  the  Mftjor,  and  their  loiia  spent  u 
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of  their  time  together,  haTmg  such  a  friendship  for  one  B 
as  cmly  bojrs  can  have. 
~  Captain  Brentwood's  eon  Jim  was  a  very  different  boy  to  Sam, 
though  a  very  fine  fellow  too.  Mischief  and  laaghter  were  the 
sppftreat  objects  of  his  life ;  and  when  the  Doctor  saw  him  ap- 
proaching the  house,  he  used  to  put  away  Sam's  le  aeon -books  wiUj 
a  sigh  and  wait  for  better  times.  The  Captain  had  himself  under- 
taken his  BOn'a  odncation,  and,  being  a.  somewhat  dreamy  man, 
excessively  attached  to  mathematics,  Jim  had  got,  altogether,  a 
very  remarkable  edncation  indeed  ;  which,  however,  is  hardly  to 
our  purpose  jnst  now.  Brentwood,  I  must  say,  was  a  widower, 
and  a  kmd-heartcd  easy-going  man  ;  he  hod,  besides,  a  daughter, 
who  WHS  away  at  school.     Enoagh  of  them  at  present. 

The  neit  of  Sam's  companions  who  takes  an  important  part  in 
this  history  is  Cecil  Mayford — a  delicate,  clever  little  dandy,  and 
courageous  withal;  with  mora  brains  in  hig  head,  I  should  say, 
than  Sun  and  Jim  could  muster  between  them.  Hia  mother  was 
a  widow,  who  owned  the  st&tion  next  down  the  river  from  the 
Bnokleya',  distant  abont  five  miles,  and  which,  since  the  death  of 
her  husband,  Doctor  Mayford,  she  had  managed  with  the  assist- 
ance of  an  overseer.  She  had,  beside  Cecil,  a  little  daughter  of 
great  beauty. 

Also,  I  must  here  mention  that  the  next  station  below  Mrs. 
Mayford's,  on  tho  river,  distant  by  the  windings  of  the  valley 
fifl«en  miles,  and  yet.  In  conseqaence  of  a  bend,  searcely  tea  from 
Major  Buukley's  at  fiaroona,  was  owned  and  inhabited  by  Yahoos 
(by  name  Donovan),  with  whom  we  had  nothing  to  do.  Bat  this 
aforesaid  station,  which  is  called  Garoopna,  will  shortly  full  into 
other  hands,  when  you  will  see  that  many  events  of  deep  impor- 
tance will  take  place  there,  and  many  pleasant  hours  spent  there 
by  all  oar  fiiends,  more  particularly  one — by  name  Sam. 

There  is  one  other  left  of  whom  I  must  say  something  here, 
and  more  immediately.  Tho  poor,  puling  little  babe,  bom  in 
mtseiy  and  disaster,  Maty  Hawker's  boy  Charles  I 

Toonarbin  was  but  a  short  ten  miles  from  Baroona,  and,  of 
Gonrse,  the  two  families  were  as  one.  There  was  always  a 
hostage  fi'om  the  one  house  staying  as  a  visitor  in  the  other ;  and, 
under  such  circumstances,  of  course,  Charles  and  Sam  wore  much 
together,  and,  as  time  went  on,  got  to  be  firm  friends. 

Charles  was  two  years  younger  than  Bam  ;  the  smallest  of  all 
the  lads,  and  perhaps  the  most  unhappy.  For  the  truth  must  be 
told  :  he  was  morose  and  uncertain  in  his  temper  ;  and  although 
all  the  other  boys  bore  witti  him  most  generooaly.  as  one  of  whinn 
they  had  heard  that  he  was  bom  under  some  great  misfortnue,  j«t 
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8  bftrdly  a  favoDiito  amongst  them  ;  and  the  poor  boy.  Bome- 
times  perceiving  tiiia,  would  withdraw  from  big  play,  and  anlk 
alone,  resisting  all  the  sober,  kind  indncements  of  Sam,  and  the 
merry,  impotnonB  persuasions  of  Jim,  to  rettini. 

But  he  was  a  kind,  good-hearted  boy,  neverthelesB.  His  temper 
was  not  under  control ;  bnt,  after  one  of  bis  fierce,  vokanic  bnnrta 
of  ill-hnmoar,  be  wonld  be  acutely  nuBerable  and  angry  with  hira- 
self  for  daya,  particularly  if  the  object  of  it  had  been  Jim  or  Sam, 
bis  two  especial  favourites,  On  one  occasion,  a(l«r  a  causeless  fit 
of  anger  with  Jim,  while  the  three  were  at  Mnjor  Buckley's 
together,  be  got  his  pony  and  rode  away  bome  secretly,  speaking 
to  no  one.  The  other  two  lamented  all  the  afternoon  iLat  he  had 
taken  the  matter  so  seriously,  and  were  debating  even  nett 
niomicg  going  after  him  to  propitiate  him,  when  Charles  Tenppeared, 
having  apparently  qoite  recovered  his  temper,  but  evidently  bent 
upon  something. 

He  bad  a  bird,  a  white  corrella,  which  could  talk  and  whistle 
surprisingly,  probably,  in  &ot,  the  most  precious  thing  be  owned. 
This  prodigy  he  had  now  brought  back  in  his  basket  as  a  peace- 
olTering,  and  rcfnsed  to  be  comforted,  unless  Jim  accepted  it  as  a 

k      present. 
"  But  see,  Charley,"  said  Jim,  "  I  was  as  much  in  the  wrong 
as  you  were  "  (which  was  uot  fact,  for  Jim  was  perfectly  innocent)^  j 
"  I  wouldn't  take  your  bird  for  the  world."  ■  *  ■ 

But  Charles  said  that  his  mother  approved  of  it,  and  if  Jim 
didto't  tSLke  it  he'd  let  it  fly. 

"Well,  if  you  will,  old  fellow,"  said  Jim,  "I'll  tell  yon  what  I 
would  rather  have.  Give  me  Fly's  dun  pup  instead,  and  take  the 
bird  home." 

So  this  wpa  negotiated  afW  a  time,  and  the  corrella  was  taken 
back  to  Toonarbin,  wildly  excite<l  by  the  journey,  and  calling  for 
Ktnmg  liquor  all  the  way  home. 

Those  who  knew  the  sad  circnnistftnces  of  poor  Charles's  birth 
(the  Mtgor,  the  Doctor,  and  Mrs.  Buckley)  treated  him  with  sucli 
kindness  and  consideration  that  they  won  bis  confidence  and  love. 
In  any  of  his  Berserk  fits,  if  his  mother  were  not  at  hand,  he  would 
go  to  Mrs.  Buckley  and  open  his  griefs  :  and  hermotherly  tact  and 
kindness  seldom  failed  to  stilt  the  wild  beatings  of  that  poor,  sen' 
sitive,  silly  little  heart,  so  that  in  time  he  grew  to  love  her  as  only 
aecond  to  his  mother. 

Such  is  my  brief  and  imperfect,  and  1  fear  tedious  ocoonut  of 
Sam's  education,  and  of  the  companions  with  whom  ho  lived,  until 
Ifao  boy  had  grown  into  a  young  man,  and  his  sixteenth  birthday  _ 

^^_     came  roond,  on  which  day,  as  bad  been  arranged,  be  was  oonaideio^^^^J 
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to  have  finished  bis  education,  and  stand  up,  young  as  he  was,  t 
a  man. 

Happy  morning,  and  raemorahle  for  one  thing  at  least — tbatliia 
father,  coming  into  bis  bedroom  and  kiesiog  his  forehead,  led  bim 
out  to  the  front  door,  where  was  a  groom  holding  a  horse  handsomer 
than  any  Sam  had  seen  before,  vhich  pawed  the  gravel  impatient 
to  be  ridden,  and  ere  Sam  had  exhausted  half  bia  eipressioos  of 
wonder  and  admiration — that  bis  father  told  him  the  horse  w 
a  birthday-present  Irom  his  mother. 


CHAPTEU  XSin. 


TOONABBIN. 


"  But,"  I  think  I  hear  you  say,  *-'  what  has  become  of  Maty  Hawker 
all  this  time  ?  You  raised  our  interest  about  her  somewhat,  at  first, 
as  a  young  and  beantifol  woman,  villain -beguiled,  who  seemed,  too, 
to  have  a  temper  of  ber  onTi,  and  promised,  under  circumstances, 
to  torn  out  a  bit  of  a  b — mst — ne.  What  is  she  doing  all  this  time  ? 
Has  she  got  fat,  or  bad  the  small-pox,  that  you  neglect  ber  like 
this?  Wo  had  rather  more  than  we  wanted  of  her  and  her 
villainous  husband  in  tbo  first  part  of  this  volume  ;  and  now  nothing. 
Let  UB,  at  all  events,  hear  if  ^e  is  dead  or  alive.  And  her  husband, 
too, — although  we  hope,  under  Providence,  that  be  baa  left  this 
wicked  world,  yet  we  should  be  glad  to  bear  of  it  for  certain. 
Make  inquiries,  and  let  na  know  the  result.  Likewise,  be  so  good 
as  to  inform  us,  how  is  Miss  Thornton  ?  " 

To  all  this  I  answer  humbly,  that  1  will  do  my  best.  If  you  will 
bring  a  dull  chapter  on  you,  duller  even  than  all  the  rest,  at  least 
read  it,  and  exonerate  me.  The  fact  is,  my  dear  sir,  that  women 
like  Mary  Hawker  are  not  particularly  interesting  in  the  piping 
times  of  peace.  In  volcanic  and  explosive  timea  they,  with  tiieir 
wild  animal  passions,  become  tr^cal  and  remarkable,  like 
baronesses  of  old.  But  in  tranquil  timea,  as  I  said,  tliey  fall  into 
the  background,  and  show  us  the  value  and  excellence  of  such 
placid,  noble  helpmates,  as  tbo  serene,  bigb-bred  Mrs.  Buckley. 

A  creek  joined  the  river  about  a  mile  below  the  Buckleys' 
etatioD,  laltiug  into  the  main  stream  with  rather  a  pretty  cascade, 
wbieb  even  at  the  end  of  tbe  baltest  summi^r  poured  a  tiny  silver 
thread  across  the  black  rocks.  Above  tbo  cascade  the  creiik  cot 
deep  into  the  table  land,  making  a  oborming  glen,  with  precipitona 
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blaeelone  walla,  some  eighty  or  ninety  feel  in  height,  frtoged  with 
bl&ck  wattle  and  lightwood,  and  here  and  tliere,  amcing  t^e  fallen 
rocks  neareat  the  water,  a  fern  tree  or  eo,  which  last  I  may  Bay  are 
no  longer  there,  Dr.  Mnlhans  having  cnt  the  hearte  out  of  tbfm 
and  eaten  them  for  cahliage.  Shoald  you  wander  up  this  little 
gnlly  on  a  hot  snmmer's  day,  you  would  he  charmed  with  the 
heaaty  of  the  scenery,  and  the  ehady  coolness  of  the  spot ;  till 
coming  upon  a  black  snake  coiled  away  among  the  rocks,  like  a 
rope  on  the  deck  of  a  man  of  war,  yow  would  probably  withdraw, 
not  without  a  strong  inclination  to  "  shy  "  at  every  black  stick  yon 
saw  for  the  rest  of  the  day.  For  this  lower  part  of  the  Moira 
creek  was,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  the  most  troubled  locality  for 
snakes,  diamond,  black,  carpet,  and  other,  which  I  ever  happened 
to  see. 

But  following  this  creek  yon  wcnld  find  that  the  banks  got  rapidly 
less  precipitoDB,  and  at  length  it  swept  in  long  curves  throngh  open 
forest  glades,  spreading,  too,  inU)  deep  dark  water-boles,  only  con- 
nected by  gravelly  fords,  with  a  slender  stream  of  clear  water  run- 
ning across  the  yellow  pebbles.  These  water-holes  were  tie  haunts 
of  the  platypus  and  the  tortoise.  Here,  too,  were  flocks  of  black 
duck  and  t^,  and  as  yon  rode  past,  the  merry  little  snipe  wonld 
rise  from  the  water's  edge,  and  whisk  away  like  lightning  throngb 
the  trees.  Altogether,  a  pleasant  woodland  cretk,  alongside  of 
which,  nnder  the  mighty  box-trees,  ran  a  sandy  road,  bordered 
with  deep  beds  of  bracken  fern,  which  led  from  Baroona  of  the 
Buckleys  to  Toonarbin  of  the  Bawkera. 

A  pleasant  road,  indeed,  winding  throngb  the  old  forest  straight 
towa^  the  mountains,  shifting  its  course  so  often  that  every 
minnte  some  new  vjeta  opened  apon  you,  till  at  length  yon  came 
suddenly  upon  a  clear  apnce,  beyond  which  rose  a  picturesqne  little 
granit«  cap,  at  the  foot  of  which  yon  saw  a  charming  honse, 
covered  with  green  creepers,  and  backed  by  huts,  sheepyards,  a 
WoolBbed,  and  the  usual  concomitants  of  a  llonrisbing  Australian 
sheep  station.  Behind  all  agnin  towered  lofly,  dark  hanging 
woods,  closing  the  prospect. 

This  is  Toonarbin,  where  Mary  Hawker,  with  her  lea!  and  trusty 
cousin  Tom  Troubridge  for  partner,  has  pitched  her  lent,  after  all 
her  spasmodic,  tragical  tronbles,  and  here  she  is  leading  aa  happy, 
and  by  consequence  as  nninteresijng,  an  existence  as  ever  feU  la 
the  lot  of  a  handsome  woman  yet. 

Kary  and  Miss  Thornton  bad  stayed  with  the  Buckleys  until 
good  consin  Tom  bad  got  a  house  ready  to  receive  them,  luid  then 
they  moved  up  and  took  possession.  Mary  and  Tom  were  from  the 
first  co-partners,  and  latterly.  Miss  Thornton  had  invested  her 
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money,  about  £2,000,  in  the  station.  Matters  were  veiy  prosp 
Bnd,  ailer  a  few  years,  Tom  be^ao  to  get  weighty  and  didactic  in 
his  Bpeeob,  and  to  think  of  tarning  his  attention  to  politics. 

To  Uacy  the  past  seemed  like  a  dream— as  an  old  dream,  well- 
nigh  forgotten.  The  scene  was  so  changed  that  at  times  she  ooold 
hardly  beliere  that  all  those  dark  old  days  were  real.  Could  ehe, 
DOW  so  busy  and  happy,  bo  ths  same  woman  who  eat  worn  and 
frightened  over  the  dying  fire  with  poor  Captain  Saxon  ?  Is  she 
the  same  woman  whose  hu§han(t  was  harried  oflf  one  wild  night, 
and  transported  for  coining  ?  Or  ia  aJl  that  a  hideous 
imagination  ? 

No.  Here  is  the  pledge  and  proof  that  it  is  all  too  terribly  real. 
This  boy,  whom  she  loves  so  wildly  and  fiercely,  is  that  man's  son, 
and  his  father,  for  anght  she  knows,  is  alive,  and  only  a  few  poor 
hundred  miles  off.  Never  mind ;  let  it  be  forgotten  as  thongh  it 
never  was.     So  she  forgot  it,  and  was  happy. 

But  not  always.  Sometimes  she  could  not  but  remember  what 
she  was,  in  spite  of  the  many  kind  &iends  who  surrounded  her,  and 
the  new  and  busy  life  she  led.  Then  would  come  a  fit  of  despon- 
deooy,  almost  of  despair,  but  th.e  natural  elasticity  of  her  temper 
aoon  dispersed  these  clouds,  and  she  was  her  old  self  again. 

Her  very  old  self,  iadeed.  That  delicate -miuded,  inteliectual 
old  maid,  Miss  Thornton,  used  to  remark  with  sileut  horror  on 
what  she  called  Mary's  levity  of  behaviour  vHh  men,  but  more 
espeoiolly  with  honest  Tom  Troubridge.  Many  a  time,  when  the 
old  lady  was  sitting  darning  (she  was  always  darning ;  she  used  to 
begin  darning  the  tbmgs  before  they  were  a  week  out  of  the  draper's 
shop),  would  her  tears  fall  upon  her  work,  as  she  saw  Mary  sitting 
with  her  child  in  her  lap,  emiliag,  while  the  audacious  Tom  twisted 
a  flower  in  her  hair,  in  the  way  that  pleased  him  best.  To  see 
anything  wrong,  and  to  say  nothing,  was  a  thing  impossible.  She 
knew  that  speaking  to  Mary  would  only  raise  a  storm,  and  so, 
knowing  the  man  she  had  to  deal  v'tth,  she  determined  to  speak 
to  Tom. 

She  was  not  long  without  hcT  opportunity.  Duly  daming  one 
evening,  while  Mary  was  away  pnttlng  her  boy  to  bed,  Tom  entered 
from  his  wine.  Him,  with  a  combination  of  valour  and  Jndgmeat. 
she  immediately  attacked,  acting  upon  a  rule  onoe  laid  down  to 
Hary — "  My  dear,  if  you  want  to  manage  a  man,  speak  to  him 
after  dinner." 

"  Mr.  Troubridge,"  said  Miss  Thornton.  "  May  I  speak  a  few 
words  to  you  on  pnvat«  affairs  ?  " 

"Madam,"  said  Tom, drawing  up  a  chair, "  I  am  at ; 
nigbt  or  day." 
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"A  yonager  wom&n,"  said  Mba  Thornton,  "might  feel  some 
delicacy  in  sajing  what  I  am  going  to  eay.  But  old  ago  has  ita 
priTilegea,  and  so  I  hope  to  be  forgiven." 

"  Dear  Miss  Thornton,"  said  Tom,  "  Yon  must  be  going  to  say 
Bomething  very  extraordinary  if  it  requires  forgiTenasa  from  me." 

"  Nay,  my  dear  kinsman,"  eaid  Mibs  Thornton  ;  "  if  we  begin 
exohanging  compliments,  we  shall  talk  all  night,  and  never  get  to 
the  giat  of  the  matter  after  all.  Here  is  what  I  want  to  say.  It 
seems  to  me  that  yonr  attentions  to  oar  poor  Mary  are  somewhat 
more  than  cousinly,  and  it  bebortn  mo  to  remind  you  that  she  is 
etill  a  married  woman.  Is  that  too  blunt  ?  Have  I  ofiended 
yon?" 

"  Nay — no,"  said  Tom  ;  "  you  could  never  offend  me.  I  think 
you  are  right  too.     It  shall  be  amended,  madam." 

And  after  this  Mary  misEed  many  delicate  little  attentions  that 
Tom  had  been  used  to  pay  her.  She  thonght  he  was  snllty  on 
Gome  accoont  at  £rst,  bat  eoon  her  good  sense  showed  her  tiiat, 
if  they  two  were  to  hve  together,  she  must  be  more  ciroomspect,  or 
misctuGf  would  come. 

For,  after  all,  Tom  had  but  small  place  in  her  heart.  Heart 
£lled  almost  eiclaaivdy  with  this  poor  sulky  little  lad  of  hers,  who 
seemed  bom  to  trouble,  as  the  sparks  went  upward.  In  teething 
even,  aggravating  beyond  experience,  and  aft«rwardB  Buffering  &am 
the  whole  list  of  jnTcnile  evils  in  such  a  way  as  hoy  never  did 
before ;  coming  out  of  theae  troubles  too,  with  a  captious,  dis- 
agreeable temper,  jealous  in  the  extreme, — not  a  member  who,  < 
the  whole,  adda  much  to  the  pleasure  of  tlje  liltle  household, — y 
with  the  blindest  love  towardti  soioi;  liilka.  iDHtauce  Wiu  mothof 
Thomas  Tronbridgo,  and  Sam  Buckley. 

For  theae  three  the  tad  had  a  vrild  hya[«rii:nl  affection,  and  j 
none  of  them  had  much  power  over  him.  Once  hy  one  unc 
sidered  word  arouse  the  boy'a  obetinacy,  and  all  chance  of  C' 
trolling  him  was  gone.  Then,  your  only  chance  was  to  call  i 
Miss  Thornton,  who  had  a  way  of  managing  the  boy,  more  pol«ut 
than  Mary's  hyeterics,  and  Tom's  indignant  rcmonatranoes,  or 
Sam's  quiet  peranaaions. 

For  instance, — once,  when  he  was  about  ten  years  old,  his 
mother  set  him  to  lean  some  ieseon  or  another,  when  be  had  been 
petitianing  to  go  off  aomewbere  with  the  mon.  He  was  furionaly 
nao^y,  and  threw  the  book  to  the  other  end  of  tlie  room,  all  ti» 
tiatMta  and  scoldingB  of  Ida  mother  proving  insufficient  to  nii '  ~ 
him  pick  it  uji  againy  So  that  at  lasl  she  went  out.  leaving  I 
alone,  tiionuiJ^ant,  with  Miss  Thornton,  who  said  not  a  wot±,  b 
noMd  her  eyei  off  hei  work,  &om  time  to  tinu,  to  I 


192 


THE  BEC0LLECTI0N8  OP 


proBchfnlly  o 
uiKar,  bat  ht 

e  from  nnder  the  old  lady's  spectacles 


e  rebellioas  boy.    Be  could  stand  hi 

lid  not  stand  thoee  steady  wondering  looks  that 

.     So  that,  when  Mary 

cameinagain,  she  fonnd  the  book  picked  np,  and  the  lesson  learned. 

Moreover,  it  was  a  fortnight  before  the  lad  misbehaved  himself 

In  sickneBs  and  in  health,  id  summer  and  in  winter,  for  ten  Ion;; 
years  after  they  settled  at  Toonarhin,  did  this  noble  old  lady  stand 
beside  Mary  as  a  rack  of  refuge  in  all  troubles,  great  or  small. 
Always  serene,  patient,  and  sensible,  even  to  tho  last ;  Tor  the  time 
came  when  this  true  and  faithful  servant  was  removed  &om  among 
them  to  receive  her  reward. 

~  One  morning  she  confessed  herself  unable  to  leave  her  bed ;  that 
was  tlie  first  notice  they  had.  Doctor  Mayford,  sent  for  secretly, 
visited  her.  "Break  up  of  the  constitution,"  said  he, — "no 
organic  disease," — -hnt  shook  his  bead.  "  She  will  go,"  he  added, 
"with  the  first  frost.  lean  do  nothing."  And  Dr.  Uulhans, 
being  consulted,  said  he  was  but  an  amateur  doctor,  but  con- 
curred with  Dr.  Mayford,  So  there  was  nothing  to  do  bnt  towait 
for  the  end  as  patiently  as  might  be. 

Daring  the  summer  she  got  out  of  bed,  and  sat  in  a  cbair, 
which  Tom  used  to  lift  dexterously  into  Uie  verandah.  There  she 
would  sit  very  quietly;  tometjmes  getting  Mrs.  Buckley,  who 
came  and  lived  at  Toonarbin  that  summer,  to  read  a  hymn  for 
her ;  and,  during  this  time,  she  told  them  where  she  would  like  to 
be  buried. 

On  a  little  knoll,  she  said,  which  lay  to  the  right  of  the  honse, 
barely  two  hnndrcd  yards  from  the  window.  Here  the  grass  grew 
shorter  and  closer  than  elsewhere,  and  here  freshened  more  rapidly 
beneath  the  autumn  rains.  Here,  on  winter's  evenings,  the  slant- 
ing sunbeams  lingered  longest,  and  here,  at  such  times,  she  bad 
been  accustomed  to  saunter,  listening  to  the  stghiug  of  the  wind, 
in  the  dark  funeral  sbeoaks  and  cypresses,  like  the  far-oS'  sea  upon 
a  sandy  shore.  Here,  too,  came  oftener  than  elsewhere  a  flock 
of  lories,  making  the  dark  low  trees  gay  with  flying  living  blos- 
soms. And  here  she  wonld  lie  with  her  feet  towards  the  east,  her 
sightless  eyes  towards  that  dreary  ocean  which  she  wonld  never 
cross  again. 

One  fresh  spring  morning  she  sat  up  and  talked  serenely  to  Mrs. 
Bnckl^,  about  matters  &r  higher  and  more  saored  than  one  likes 
to  deal  with  in  a  tale  of  this  kind,  and,  after  a  time,  expressed  ft 
wiah  for  a  blossom  of  a  great  amaryllis  which  grew  just  in  front  ~ ' 
her  window. 

Mrs.  Buckley  got  the  flower  for  her ;  and  so,  holding  tho 
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Bon-striped  lily  m  her  delicate,  vasted  fingers,  the  good  old  lady 
passed  from  this  world  wtthoat  a  atniggle,  as  decently  aaH  as 
quietly  BS  she  had  always  lived  in  it. 

This  bappraed  when  Charles  was  abont  ten  years  old,  and,  for 
BomB  time,  Uie  lad  was  anbdued  nni  sod.  He  used  to  look  out  of 
the  window  at  night  towards  the  grave,  and  wonder  why  they  had 
put  her  they  all  loved  so  well,  to  lie  out  there  onder  the  wild- 
sweeping  winter  rain.  Bat,  by  degrees,  he  got  nsed  to  the  little 
square  white  railing  on  the  sheoak  knoll,  and,  ere  half  a  year  waa 
gone,  the  memory  of  his  aunt  tad  become  very  dim  and  in- 
distinct. 

Poor  Mary,  too,  though  a  long  while  prepared  for  it,  was  very 
deeply  and  sincerely  ^eved  at  Misa  Thomtan's  death ;  hnt  she 
soon  recoTered  &oin  it.  It  came  in  the  coarse  of  nature,  and, 
althongh  the  house  looked  blank  and  dull  (or  a  time,  yet  there 
was  too  mnch  hfe  all  around  her,  too  much  yonthfiil  happy  life,  to 
make  it  possible  to  dwell  very  long  on  the  death  of  one  who  had 
left  them  full  of  years  and  honour.  But  Lord  Frederick  (before 
spoken  of  incidentally  in  this  nsjratjve),  playing  billiards  at  I 
Gibraltar,  about  a  year  after  this,  had  put  into  his  hand  a  tettefi 
&om  which,  when  opened,  there  fell  a  lock  of  silver  grey  hair  on 
the  green  cloth,  which  he  carefully  picked  up,  and,  leaving  hia 
gome,  went  home  to  his  quarters.  His  comrades  thought  it  waa 
hie  father  who  was  dead,  and  when  they  heard  it  was  only  his 
sister's  old  govomess,  they  wondered  exceedingly;  "for  Fred," 
B^  they,  "  is  not  given  to  be  sentimental." 

And  now,  in  a  year  or  two,  it  began  to  be  vsty  difficult  to  keep 
Master  Charley  in  order.  When  he  was  about  thirteen,  there  waa 
a  regnlar  gnerilla-waT  between  him  and  his  mother,  on  the  subject 
of  learning,  which  ended,  ultimately,  in  the  boy  flatly  refusing  to 
learn  anj'UuDg.  His  natural  capacities  were  but  smdl,  and,  under 
any  circumstances,  knowledge  would  only  have  been  acquired  by 
him  with  infinite  pains.  But,  as  it  was,  mtk  his  si-lfishoess 
fostered  so  excessively  by  his  mother's  indulgence,  and  Tom's 
good-humoured  ciiroieesnesB,  it  became  totally  impossible  to  teach 
him  anything.  In  vain  bis  mother  scolded  and  wept,  in  vain  Tom 
represented  to  him  the  beauties  and  excellences  of  leammg — learn 
the  boy  wonld  not ;  so  that  at  fourteen  he  was  given  np  b  despair 
by  his  mother,  having  learnt  nearly  enough  of  reading,  writing,  and 
ciphering,  to  carry  on  the  most  ordinary  business  of  life, — a  most 
lunentabla  state  of  things  for  a  lad  who,  in  after  life,  would  be  a 
rich  man,  and  who,  in  a  yonng  and  rapidly- rising  conntry,  might 
becmne,  by  the  fadp  of  education,  pohticolly  influential. 
-  14 
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I  Uiinlt  that  whon  Samuel  Buckley  and  James  Broatwood  n 
grown  to  bo  young  men  of  eighteon  or  nineteen,  and  he  maa  about 
seventeen  or  bo,  a  stranger  would  have  eeon  a  great  deal  of  dif- 
ference between  the  two  former  and  the  latter,  and  would,  probably, 
have  remarked  that  Janiea  and  Sam  spoke  and  behaved  like  two 
gentlemen,  but  that  Charles  did  not,  bat  seemed  as  though  be  hud 
come  from  a  lower  grade  in  society, — with  Home  truth  too,  for  there 
was  a  circumstance  iu  his  bringing  up  which  brought  him  more 
harm  than  all  his  neglect  of  learning,  and  all  his  mother's  foolish 
indulgenoes. 

Both  Major  Buckley  and  Captain  Brentwood  made  it  a  law  of 
the  Modes  and  Persians,  that  iieithor  of  their  sons  should  hold  any 
conversation  witli  the  convict  servants,  save  in  the  presence  of 
competont  authorities ;  and,  indeed,  they  both,  as  soon  as 
increased  emigration  enabled  them,  removed  their  old  household 
servants,  and  replaced  them  by  free  men,  newly  arrived  r  a  laiy 
independent  class,  certainly,  wiUi  exaggerated  notions  of  their  own 
importance  in  this  new  phase  of  their  life,  bnt  without  the  worse 
vices  of  the  convicts.  This  rule,  even  in  such  well-regulated 
households,  was  a  veiy  hard  one  to  get  observed,  even  nnder 
Hogging  penalties ;  and,  indeed,  formed  the  staple  affliction  of 
poor  tboughtleBs  Jim'a  early  life,  as  this  little  anecdote  will 
show  :— 

One  day  going  to  see  Captain  Brentwood,  when  Jim  was  about 
ton  years  old,  I  mot  that  young  gentleman  Oooking,  I  thought,  a 
little  out  of  sorts)  about  two  hundred  yards  from  the  house.  He 
turned  with  me  to  go  back,  and,  alter  the  first  saluUtJona,  I 
said, — 

"  Well,  Jim,  my  bov,  I  hope  you've  been  good  since  I  saw  yon 
last?" 

"  Oh  dear,  no,"  was  the  answer,  with  a  shake  of  tli«  head  that 
meant  voloiues. 

"  I'm  sorry  to  hear  that;  what  is  the  matter?" 

"  I've  been  catching  it,"  said  Jim,  in  a  whisper,  coming  close 
alongside  of  me.  "  A  toa-stict  as  Ibick  as  my  forefinger  all  over." 
— Here  he  enterod  into  particulars,  which,  however  harmless  in 
themselves,  were  not  of  a  sort  nsnally  written  in  books. 

"That's  a  bad  job,"  I  said  ;  "what  was  it  for?" 

"  Why,  I  slipped  off  with  Jerry  lo  look  after  some  colts  on  the 
block  swamp,  and  was  gone  all  Uie  afternoon ;  and  so  Dad  missed 
me ;  and  when  I  got  home  didn't  I  eatfh  it  !  Ob  Lord,  I'm  all 
ovor  blue  walas  ;  but  that  ain't  the  woret." 

"  What's  the  next  misfortune  ?  "  I  inquired. 

"  Why,  when  he  got  hold  of  me  he  said,  '  Is  thia  the  fint  ti 
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yoQ  havo  been  away  with  Jerry,  sir  ? '  ami  I  said  '  Yea '  (which 
Tas  the  awfoUest  lie  ever  yon  hoard,  for  1  went  over  to  Barker's 
with  him  two  days  before) ;  then  he  said,  '  Well,  I  miiBt  believe 
you  if  yon  say  bo.  I  shall  not  disgrace  yoa  by  makbg  inqairies 
tunotig  the  men  ; '  and  then  he  gave  it  me  for  going  that  time,  and 
einoe  then  I've  felt  like  Cain  and  Abel  for  telling  htm  Buch  a  lie. 
What  wonld  yon  do — eh  ?  " 

"  I  Bhould  tell  him  all  ahont  it,"  I  eaid. 

"  Ah,  bnt  then  I  ehall  catch  it  again,  don't  yon  soe  I  Hadn't  I 
bett«r  wail  till  these  wales  are  gone  down  !  " 

"Iwouldn't,  if  Iworeyon,"  lanswered;  "I'd  tell  him  at  once." 

"  I  wonder  why  he  iB  8o  particnlar,"  eaid  Jim  ;  "  the  DeliBlea 
and  the  DonovanB  spend  as  much  of  their  time  in  the  bnts  as  they 
do  in  the  honse." 

"And  fine  young  blackgnards  they'll  tnm  out,"  I  said;  in 
which  I  was  right  in  those  two  instancea.  And  atthongh  I  have 
■een  young  follows  brought  up  amoog  convicts  who  have  tnmed 
oat  respectable  in  the  end,  yet  it  is  not  a  promiamg  school  for 
good  citizens. 

Bnt  at  Toonarbin  no  eneh  precantions  as  these  were  taken  with 
regard  to  Charles.  Tom  was  too  careless,  and  Mary  too  indulgent. 
It  was  hard  enough  to  restrain  the  boy  during  the  lesson  hoorB, 
falaely  so  callod.  ACler  that  he  was  allowed  to  go  where  he  liked, 
and  even  his  mother  sometimes  felt  relieved  by  his  absence ;  so 
tlut  he  waa  continually  in  the  men's  hntB,  listening  to  their  yama 
— sometimes  harmless  bush  adventures,  sometimes,  perhaps,  ribald 
stories  which  he  could  not  understand  ;  but  one  day  Tom  Tron- 
bridge  coming  by  tlie  hut  looked  in  quietly,  and  saw  Master 
Charles  smoking  a  hlach  pipe  (be  was  not  more  than  fourteen), 
and  heard  ench  a  conversation  gomg  on  that  he  adranccd  snddenly 
npon  tbem,  and  ordered  the  boy  home  in  a  sterner  tone  thlh  he 
had  ever  used  U>  him  before,  and  looked  oat  of  tlie  door  till  h^ad 
dissppearod.    Then  he  turned  round  to  the  men.  "• 

There  were  three  of  tbem,  all  convicts,  one  of  whom,  the  one  ho 
bad  board  talking  when  he  came  in,  was  a  large,  desperate -looking 
fellow.  When  these  men  mean  to  deprecate  your  anger.  I  have 
remarked  they  always  look  you  blankly  in  the  face ;  hut  if  they 
mean  to  defy  you  and  be  impudent,  tht-y  never  look  at  you,  but 
always  begin  fumbhng  and  fidgetting  with  something.  Bo  when 
Tom  saw  that  the  big  man  before  mentioned  (Daniel  Harvey  by 
same)  wai  stooping  down  before  the  fire,  he  knew  he  was  going  to 
have  a  row,  and  wai(«d. 

"  Bo  bois,"  be#[an  the  ruffian,  not  leaking  at  him,  "  we  un't  fit 
flompBiiy  for  the  likes  of  that  kinchin, — eh  ?  " 
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"  You're  not  fil 


company 


except  the  hangman," 


said  Tom,  looking  more  like  eix-foot'six  than  six -foot- three. 

"  Ob  my colonial  oath  I  "  said  tlie  other  ;  "  oh  my 

'  cabbage  tree  I '  So  there's  going  to  be  a  coil  about  that  scrubby 
UtUe  mymonger ;  eh?  Don't  yoa  fret  your  bingy,"  boss;  he'U 
be  as  good  a  man  as  hia  fether  yet." 

For  an  instant  a  dark  shadow  passed  over  Tom's  laee. 

"80,"  he  thonght,  "these  fellows  know  all  abont  George 
Hawker,  eh  ?  Well,  never  mind ;  what  odds  if  they  do  ?  "  And 
then  he  said  alond,  turning  round  on  Harvey,  "  Look  you  here, 
yoa  dog ;  if  I  ever  hear  of  your  tslking  in  that  stylo  before  that 
boy,  or  any  oOier  boy,  by  George  I'll  twist  your  head  off  1  " 

He  advanced  towards  him,  as  if  to  perform  that  feat  on  the  spot ; 
in  a  moment  the  convict  had  snatched  Lis  knife  from  his  belt  and 
rushed  apoa  him. 

Very  saddenly  indeed  ;  but  Qot  quite  quick  enough  to  take  tlia 
ehtunpion  of  Devon  by  surprise.  Ere  be  was  well  within  reach 
Tom  had  seized  the  hand  that  held  the  knife,  and  with  a  backward 
Uck  of  his  left  ibot  sent  the  embryo  assassin  sprawling  on  his  back 
on  the  top  of  the  fire,  whence  Tom  dragged  him  by  hia  heels,  far 
more  astonished  than  hnmt.  The  other  two  men  had,  meanwhile, 
sat  taking  no  notice,  or  seeming  to  take  none,  of  the  disturbance. 
Now,  however,  one  of  them  spoke,  and  said,^ 

"  I'm  sure,  sir,  you  didn't  liear  me  say  nothing  wrong  to  the 
yonng  gent,"  and  so  on,  in  a  wLining  tone,  till  Tom  cnt  htm  short 
by  saying  that,  "if  he  had  anymore  nonsense  among  them,  he 
would  B^  'em  all  three  over  t«}  Captain  Desborough,  to  the  tune 
of  fif^  (lashes)  a-piece." 

After  this  little  itneuU  Charles  did  not  dare  to  go  into  the  hnta, 
and  soon  after  tbese  three  men  wore  exchanged.  But  there 
remained  one  man  whose  conversation  and  teaching,  though  not, 
perhaps,  so  openly  outrageously  villainous  as  that  of  the  worthy 
HaiT?oy,  still  had  a  very  unfortimate  effect  on  his  character. 

This  was  a  rather  small,  wiry,  active  man,  by  name  Jackson,  a 
native,  colonially  convicted, +  vory  clever  among  horses,  a  capital 
light-weight  boxer,  and  in  running  superb,  a  pupil  and  proUgi  of 
the  immortal  "  flying  pieman,"  |  (May  his  shadow  never  be  leas  I) 
a  capital  cricketer,  and  a  supreme  humbug.  This  man,  by  hia 
various  accomplishments  and  great  tact,  had  won  a  high  place  in 

Ai  a  Bpeoimen  of  eolonitl  eltag  the  above  is  not  in  the  icut  eiag- 

t  A.  m&n  bom  in  the  colony,  ot  Earopean  parents,  convicted  ol  aome 

ime  coramiltad  in  the  colony. 

:  K  BT«at  AuilTaliau  pedettrian  ;  now,  I  believe,  gathered  to  bis  fallmft 
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Tom  Tronbridge'a  estimation,  and  was  put  in  a  place  of  trust 
among  the  horses ;  consequently  having  continual  access  to 
CbarleE,  to  whom  he  made  himself  highly  agreeable,  as  being  heir 
to  the  property ;  giving  him  such  insights  into  the  \Torst  side  of 
eporting  life,  and  such  truthful  accouuts  of  low  life  in  Sydney,  aa 
would  have  gone  far  to  corrupt  a  lad  of  far  EtroQger  moral  prin- 
ciple than  he. 

And  80,  between  this  teaching  of  evil  and  neglect  of  good,  Mary 
Etawker's  boy  did  not  grow  up  dl  that  mtglit  be  desired.  And  at 
seTenteeu,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  he  got  into  a  most  disreputable  con- 
nexion nith  a  Highland  girt,  at  one  of  the  Donovans'  out-staliou 
huts  ;  which  caused  his  kindly  guardian,  Tom  Troubridge,  a  great 
deal  of  vexation,  and  his  mother  the  deepest  grief,  which  was  mucb 
increased  at  the  same  time  by  eomethmg  I  will  relate  in  the  next 
chapter. 

So  sixteen  years  rolled  peacefully  away,  chequered  by  such 
trlfiing  lights  and  shadows  as  I  have  spoken  of.  The  new  gene- 
ration, the  children  of  those  whom  we  hoew  at  firat,  arts  now 
ready  to  take  their  places,  and  bear  themselves  w 
credit  in  what  may  be  going  on.  And  now  comes  a  period  irhich  | 
in  the  memory  of  all  those  whom  I  have  introduced  to  yott  ranka  | 
fts  the  roost  important  of  their  lives.  To  me,  looking  back  open 
nearly  sixty  yeairs  of  memory-,  the  events  which  are  coming  stand 
out  from  the  rest  of  my  quiet  life,  well  defined  and  remarkable, 

I  above  all  others.  As  looking  on  onr  western  moors,  one  sees  the 
long  atraiKht  sky-line,  broken  only  once  in  many  miles  by  soma 
bntaatic  Tor. 
BlXTKBH  years  of  peace  and  plenty  bad  rolled  over  tlits  beads  of  I 
James  Stockbridge  and  myself,  and  we  had  grown  to  be  rich.  Our 
agent  used  to  rob  his  hands,  and  bow,  whenever  our  high  mighti- 
DOBsea  visited  town.  There  was  money  in  the  bank,  there  was 
clwet  in  the  cellar,  there  were  racc-horsos  in  the  paddock;  in 
thort,  we  were  wealthy  proe]>erous  men — James  a  magistrate. 
November  set  in  burning  hot,  and  by  the  tenth  the  grass  was  as 
a  ttubble ;  still  we  hoped  for  a  thunder-etonu  and  a  few  daya' 
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rain,  but  none  came.  Deoomber  wore  wearily  on,  and  by  Clirii 
mas  the  amallor  creeks,  except  those  which  were  snow-fed,  vnv 
reduced  to  a  few  muddy  pools,  bhiI  vast  qunntitiea  of  cuttle  were 
congregated  within  easy  reach  of  the  river,  from  other  people's 
runs,  miles  away. 

Of  conrse,  feed  began  to  get  vary  scarce,  yet  we  were  hardly  so 
bad  off  yet  as  oar  neighbonrs,  for  we  had  just  parted  with  every 
beast  we  could  spare,  at  high  prices,  to  Port  Phillip,  and  were  only 
waiting  for  the  &rst  raiii3  to  start  after  store  cattle,  which  wem 
somewhat  hard  to  get  near  the  new  colony. 

Ko  rain  yet,  and  we  were  in  the  end  of  Junnary ;  the  Eountams 
of  heaven  were  dried  np,  bat  now  all  round  the  northern  horizon 
the  bash  fi.reB  burnt  continually,  a  pillar  of  smoke  by  day,  and  a 
pillar  of  fire  by  night. 

Nearer,  by  night,  like  an  enemy  creepmg  up  to  a  beleaguered 
town.  The  weather  had  been  vary  still  for  some  time,  and  we  took 
precaution  to  bum  great  strips  of  grass  all  round  the  paddocks  to 
the  north,  hut,  in  spite  of  all  oar  precautions,  I  knew  that,  should 
a  strong  wind  come  on  from  tliat  quarter,  nothing  abort  of  a 
miracle  would  save  as. 

But  as  yet  the  weatlicr  was  very  still,  not  very  bright,  but  rather 
cloudy,  and  a  dense  haze  of  smoke  was  over  everything,  making 
the  distances  look  ten  times  as  &r  as  they  really  were,  and  ren- 
dering the  whole  landsoape  as  grey  and  melancholy  as  yon  can 
conceive.  There  was  nothing  much  to  be  done,  bat  to  sit  in  the 
verandah,  drinking  claret- and -water,  and  watching  and  hoping  for 
a  thunder-storm. 

On  the  third  of  February  the  heat  was  worse  than  ever,  hut 
there  was  no  wind  ;  and  as  the  snn  went  donn  among  the  lorid 
smoke,  red  as  blood,  I  thought  1  made  out  a  few  wliito  brush- 
ahaped  cloads  rising  in  the  north. 

Jim  and  I  sat  tliere  late,  not  talking  much.  We  knew  that  if 
we  were  to  be  burnt  out  our  Ides  would  be  very  heavy ;  hat  we 
thanked  God  that  even  wore  we  to  lose  everything  it  would  not  ho 
irreparable,  and  that  we  should  still  be  wealthy.  Our  brood  mures 
and  racing  stock  wore  our  greatest  antiety.  We  had  a  good  stack 
of  bay,  by  which  we  might  keep  them  ^ve  for  another  month, 
supposing  all  the  grass  was  burnt ;  but  if  we  lost  that  our  horses 
would  probably  die.     I  said  at  last, — 

"  Jim,  we  may  make  np  our  nu'uds  to  have  the  run  swept.  The 
fire  is  burning  np  now." 

"Yea,  it  is  brightening,"  said  he,  "bat  it  must  bo  twenty  milea 
off  etill,  and  if  it  comes  down  with  a  gentle  wind  we  shall  save  tlia 
paddocks  and  hay.     There  is  a  good  deal  of  grass  iu  the  lower 
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paddock.     I  un  glad  we  had  the  forcthoiight  not  U 
Well,  &T0  or  no  fire,  I  shall  go  to  bed." 

We  went  lo  bed,  and,  in  spile  of  anxiety,  inosqiutc»oB,  and  lieat, 
I  fell  asluep.  In  the  grej  momiiig  1  wai  awakentid,  nearlj  suffo- 
cated, by  a  dull  continuous  roar.  It  was  the  wind  in  tho  chimney. 
The  north  wind,  so  long  imprisoned,  bad  broke  loose,  and  tba 
boaghs  were  crashing,  and  the  trees  were  ioUiiig,  before  the  majesty 
nthis  wrath. 

I  ran  out,  and  met  James  in  the  verandah.  "  It's  nil  ap,"  I 
^d.  "  Get  the  women  and  children  into  the  river,  and  lot  the 
iDen  go  Dp  to  windward  with  the  sheep -skins.*'  I'll  get  on  horse- 
lack,  and  go  out  and  see  bow  the  Morgana  get  on.  That  obstinato 
fellow  will  wish  he  had  come  in  now." 

Morgan  was  a  stockman  of  ours,  who  liTcd,  mth  a  wife  and  two 
children,  about  eight  miles  to  tlie  nartJiward.  We  always  thought 
it  would  have  been  better  for  him  to  movo  in,  but  ho  had  put  it 
off,  and  now  the  fire  bad  taken  as  by  surprise. 

I  rode  away,  dead-up  wind.  Our  elation  had  a  few  large  treea 
about  it,  and  then  all  was  clear  plain  and  short  grass  for  two 
miles ;  alter  tkat  come  scrubby  ranges,  in  an  open  glade  of  which 
the  Morgans'  hut  stood.  I  feared,  &om  the  density  of  the  smoke, 
that  the  fii'e  had  reached  them  already,  but  I  thought  it  my  duty 
to  go  and  see,  for  I  might  meet  tbom  fleeing,  and  help  them  with 
the  children. 

I  had  seen  many  bush-fires,  but  never  such  a  one  as  this.  The 
wind  was  blowing  a  hurricane,  and,  when  I  had  ridden  about  two 
miles  into  scrub,  high  enough  to  brush  my  horse's  belly,  I  began 
to  got  frightened.  Still  I  persevered,  against  hope  ;  tlte  heat  grew 
more  fcaHiil  every  moment ;  but  I  reflected  that  I  had  olUn  riddon 
ap  dose  to  a  bush-fire,  turned  when  I  began  lo  see  tbo  llama 
the  smoke,  and  cantered  away  from  it  easily. 

Then  it  struck  mo  that  I  had  never  yet  seen  a  bush-fire  in  such 

hurncane  as  this.     Then  I  remembered  stories  of  men  riding 

their  lives,  and  others  of  burnt  horses  and  men  found  in  tbu 

id,  now,  I  saw  a  sight  which  made  mo  turn  In  good 

I  was  in  lofty  timber,  and,  as  I  panst^d,  I  beard  Ibe  mighty 
eracklbg  of  fire  coming  tlirough  the  wood.  At  the  same  instant 
the  blinding  smoke  burst  into  a  million  tongues  of  dickering  damo, 
and  I  saw  the  fire — not  where  I  had  ever  seen  it  before — not 
creeping  along  among  the  scrub — but  up  aloft,  a  hundred  and  fifty 
jeet  overhead.     It  had  canght  tha  dry  bitumiuoua  tops  of  tha 

*  Eheep-ikine,  on  Hticka,  used  for  bea.lintj  out  Ibu  fire  when  In  abort 
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higlter  bouglis.  and  vras  flying  along  from  tree-fop  to  tr«o-top  H 
UgbtiuBg.  B«low,  the  wind  was  comparatively  inoderat*,  but,  np 
there,  it  was  travelling  twen^  miles  an  boor.  I  saw  oq^  tree 
ignite  like  gun-ootton,  and  then  m;  heart  grew  small,  and  I  tutned 
(uiil  fled. 

I  rode  as  I  never  rode  before.  There  were  three  miles  to  go 
ere  I  cleared  the  forest,  and  gat  among  the  short  grasi,  where  1 
could  save  myself — three  mitea  !  Ten  minutes  nearly  of  intolerable 
heat,  blinding  smoke,  and  mortal  terror.  Any  death  but  this! 
Drowning  were  pleasant,  glorious  to  sink  down  into  the  cool  spark- 
ling water.  But,  to  be  burnt  ahve  I  Fool  that  I  was  to  venture 
BO  far  I  I  would  give  all  my  money  now  to  be  naked  and  pennileBs, 
rolling  about  in  a  cool  pleasant  river. 

The  maddened,  terrified  horse  wentliko  the  wind,  but  not  like 
the  hurricane — that  was  too  swift  for  us.  The  fire  had  outstripped 
na  over-head,  and  I  could  see  it  dimly  through  the  infernal  choking 
reek,  leaping  and  blazing  a  hundred  yards  before  us,  among  the 
feathery  foOage,  devouring  it,  as  the  south  wind  devours  tbe 
thunder  clouds.  Then  I  could  see  nothing.  Was  I  clear  of  the 
forest?     Thank  the  Lord,  yes— I  was  riding  over  grass. 

1  managed  to  puU  up  the  borse,  and  as  I  did  so,  a  mob  of  kan- 
garoos blundered  by,  blinded,  almost  against  me,  noticing  me  no 
more  in  their  terror  than  if  I  had  been  a  stump  or  a  stone.  Soon 
the  Sre  came  hissing  along  through  the  grass  scarcely  six  inches 
high,  and  I  walked  my  horse  through  it ;  then  I  tumbled  off  on 
the  blackened  ground,  and  felt  as  if  I  should  die. 

I  lay  there  on  the  hot  black  ground.  My  head  felt  like  a  block 
of  stone,  and  my  neck  was  stiff*  so  that  I  could  not  move  my  bead. 
My  throat  was  swelled  and  drj-  as  a  sand-hill,  and  there  was  a 
roaring  in  my  oars  like  a  cataract.  I  thought  of  the  cool  vrater- 
falls  among  the  rocks  far  aivay  in  Devon.  I  tliought  of  eveiything 
that  was  cold  and  pleasant,  and  then  came  into  my  head  about 
Dives  praying  for  a  drop  of  water.  I  tried  to  get  up,  but  could 
not,  so  lay  down  again  with  my  head  upon  my  arm. 

It  grew  cooler,  and  the  atmosphere  was  clearer.  I  got  up,  and, 
mounting  my  horae,  turned  liomeword.  Now  I  began  lo  think 
about  the  station.  Could  it  have  escaped  ?  Impossible  t  The  fire 
wonld  fly  a  bundled  yards  or  uiore  such  a  day  as  this  even  in  low 
plain.  No,  it  must  be  gone  I  There  was  a  great  roll  in  the  plain 
between  me  and  borne,  so  that  I  could  see  nothing  of  our  place — 
all  around  the  country  was  black,  without  a  trace  of  vegetation. 
Behind  me  were  the  smoking  ruins  of  the  forest  I  had  escaped 
from,  where  now  the  burnt-out  trees  began  to  thunder  down  rapidly. 
and  before,  to  the  south,  I  oould  see  the  fire  raging  miles  away. 


^V  Sotb. 
^^P  there  it 
^^f    desert  ol 
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So  the  BlatioQ  is  burnt,  then  ?  No  I  For  as  I  top  tlic  ridgo, 
there  it  is  before  me,  standing  as  of  old — a  bright  oasis  in  we 
desert  of  burnt  coantir  roond.  Ay  I  tba  rery  hajr-stiick  is  safe  I 
And  the  paddocks  ? — sll  right  I — glory  he  to  God  I 

I  fiot  home  and  James  cume  roimiiig  to  meet  me. 

"I  was  getting  terribly  frightened,  old  man,"  said  he.  "I 
thought  j'on  were  canght.  Lord  ssve  us,  you  look  t«a  yean  older 
than  fou  did  tbis  morning  I  " 

I  tned  to  answer,  hat  could  not  speak  for  drought.  He  ran  and 
got  me  a  great  tumbler  of  claret- and -water ;  and,  in  the  evening, 
having  drunk  about  an  imperial  gsUon  of  water,  and  taken  after- 
wards some  claret,  I  felt  pretty  well  revived. 

Uen  wore  sent  ont  at  once  to  se«  after  the  Morgans,  and  found 
them  perfectly  safe,  but  yeij  mncli  frightened  ;  they  bad,  however, 
saved  their  but,  for  the  fire  had  passed  before  the  wjud  bod  got 
to  its  full  strength. 

So  we  were  delivered  from  the  firo  ;  but  still  no  rain.  All  day, 
for  the  next  month,  the  hot  north  wind  would  blow  till  five  o'clock, 
and  then  a  cool  southerly  breeze  would  come  up  and  revive  us  :  but 
still  the  heavens  were  diy,  and  our  cattle  died  by  hundreds. 

On  the  eighteenth  of  March,  we  satin  tlie  verandali  looking  still 
over  the  blackened  nnlovely  prospect,  but  now  cheerfully  and  with 
hope  ;  for  the  eastern  sky  was  piled  up  range  beyond  range  with  the 
scarlet  and  pnrple  splendour  of  cloud-land,  and,  us  darkness 
gathered,  we  saw  the  lightning,  not  twinkling  and  glimmering 
harmlessly  about  the  horizon,  as  it  bad  been  all  the  summer,  but 
falling  sheer  in  violet-coloured  rivers  behind  the  dark  curtain 
of  rain  that  bung  fivm  the  black  edge  of  a  teeming  thunder- 
cloud. 

We  had  asked  our  overseer  in  that  night,  being  Satnrday,  to 
drink  with  us  ;  he  sat  very  still,  and  talked  but  little,  na  was  Itia 
wont.    I  abpped  him  on  tixe  back,  and  said : — 

"  Do  you  remember,  Geordie,  that  muff  in  Tbalaba  who  chose 
tba  wrong  cloud  ?  He  should  have  got  you  or  me  to  choose  for 
him ;  we  wouldn't  have  made  a  mistake,  I  know.  We  would  have 
eboaen  such  a  one  as  yon  glorious  big-bellied  fellow.  See  how 
grftadly  he  comes  growling  up  I  " 

"It's  just  come,"  said  ho,  "without  the  praying  for.  When 
the  fire  came  onTe  the  hill  the  other  day,  I  just  pat  np  o  bit 
prayer  to  the  Lord,  that  He'd  spar«  the  hay-stock,  and  He  spared 
it.  {I  didna  stop  working,  ya  ken  ;  I  worked  the  harder  ;  if  ye 
dinna  mean  to  work,  yo  should  no  pray.)  But  I  never  prayed  for 
rain, — I  didna,  ye  see,  like  to  ask  the  Lord  to  upset  all  His  gran' 
laws  of  electricity  and  evaporation,  just  because  it  would  amt  ws. 
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I  tliocht  He'd  likely  ken  better  tban  mysel. 
chiel's  riding  liurJ  !  " 

A  borseinan  appeared  making  Tor  the  station  at  full  speed  ; 
wLen  ho  was  qmta  close,  Jim  called  out,  "  By  Jove,  it  is  Doctor 
Mdhaas  I  "  imd  we  ran  out  into  the  yard  to  meet  him. 

Before  any  one  had  time  to  speak,  he  shoated  oat :  '*  My  dear 
boyi,  I'm  so  glad  I  am  in  time- :  wo  are  going  to  see  one  of  the 
grandest  electricEd  disturbances  it  has  ever  been  my  lot  to  witness. 
I  reined  up  just  now  to  look,  and  I  calculat<id  that  the  southern 
point  of  explosion  alone  is  discharging  nine  times  in  the  mimilo. 
How  is  your  barometer  ?  " 

"  Haven't  looked,  Doctor." 

"Careless  fellow,"  he  replied,  "yoa  don't  deserve  to  have 
one." 

■'  Never  mind,  sir,  wo  have  got  you  safe  and  snug  ont  of  tho 
tbnnder- storm.  It  is  going  to  be  very  heavy  I  think.  I  only  bopa 
we  will  have  plenty  of  rain." 

"  Not  mnch  doubt  of  it,"  said  he.  "  Now  come  into  (lia 
verandah  and  lot  us  watch  tho  etorm." 

We  went  and  sat  there  ;  tlie  highest  peaks  of  tlie  great  cloud 
alps,  lately  brilliant  red,  were  dow  cold  silver  grey,  barsldy  defined 
against  a  faint  crimson  background,  and  we  began  to  hear  the 
thunder  rolling  and  muttering.  All  else  was  deadly  still  and 
heavy. 

"  Mark  tho  lightning  I "  said  tbo  Doctor ;  "  that  which  is  be- 
fore the  rain-wall  is  white,  and  that  behind  violet- coloured.  Hero 
ooiues  the  thundergnst." 

A  fierce  blaat  of  wind  came  hurrying  on,  carrj-ing  a  cloud  of  dust 
and  leaves  before  it.  It  shook  tbe  four  comers  of  the  bouse  and 
passed  away.  And  now  it  was  a  fearful  sight  to  see  tlie  raln-spouts 
pouring  from  the  black  edge  of  the  lower  cloud  as  from  a  pitcher, 
nearly  overhead,  and  ht  up  by  a  continuous  blaze  of  lightning. 
Another  blast  of  wind,  now  a  few  drops,  and  in  ten  minut«e  you 
could  barely  distinguish  the  thunder  above  the  rattle  of  the  rain 
on  tbe  shinies. 

It  warred  and  banged  arouad  us  for  an  hour,  so  that  we  could 
hardly  hear  one  another  speak.     At  length  the  Doctor  bawled, — 

"  We  shall  have  a  crack  closer  than  any  yet,  you'll  see ;  we 
always  have  one  particular  one  ;  our  atmosphere  is  not  restored  to 
its  balance  yet, — there  I  " 

The  curtains  were  drawn,  and  yet,  for  an  instant,  the  room  was 
as  bright  as  day.  Simultaneously  there  came  a  crack  and  an 
explosion,  so  loud  and  terrifying,  that,  used  as  I  was  to  Bucb  U 
event,  I  involuntarily  jumped  op  &om  my  seat. 
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Are  you  tjl  riglit  here  ?  "  said  the  Doctor ;  aud,  rouiiing  o 
mio  the  kitchen,  shouted,  "  Any  one  linrt  ?  " 

The  kitchen  girl  said  that  the  lightning  had  ran  all  down  bei 
back  like  cold  waUr,  and  the  boasekeeper  averred  that  she  thougbl 
the  thunder  had  taken  ttie  roof  of  the  house  off.  So  ne  soon  pels] 
ooivod  that  nothing  waa  the  matter,  and  sat  down  again  to  our 
discourse,  and  onr  snppcr.  "Well,"  began  I.  "here's  the  raiij 
come  at  last.  In  a  fortnight  tbere  will  bo  good  grass  again, 
ought  to  start  and  got  sonio  store  cattle." 

"  But  where  ?  "  replied  James.     "  We  shall  have  to  go  a  long 
v&y  for  them  ;  every  one  will  be   wanting  the  same  Uiiug  now. 
We  must  push  a  long  way  north,  and  make  a  depdt  somewhertj 
westward.     Then  we  can  pick  them  up  by  sixes  and  sovona  at  j 
lime.     When  shall  wo  go  ?  " 

"  The  sooner  the  better." 

"  I  Uiink  I  will  come  with  you,' '  said  the  Doctor.    "  I  have  no$ 
hoen  a  jonmey  for  some  time." 

"  Your  conversation,  sir,"  I  saiJ,  "  will  Bhorten  the  Joumey  bjH 
one  half  " — which  was  sincerely  said. 

Away  we  went  northward,  with  the  mounlaina  on  onr  left,  leavu  _ 
BROW-streoked  Kosciusko  nearly    behinrl    u^j,    till   a  great  pass,  I 
thnnigli  the  granite  walls,  opened  up  to  the  westward,  up  wliicnl 
we  lamed,  Mount  Murray  towering  up  the  south.     Soon  we  wer»1 
on  the  Murrunibidgee,  sweeping  from  side  to  side  of  his  monnttuBf 
volley  in  brood  curves,  sometimes  rushing  hoarse,  swollen  by  thfrV 
late  rains,  under  beda  of  high  Umber,  and  sometimes  dividiugT 
broad  meadows  of  rich  grass,  growing  green  once  more  under  th^ 
invigorating  hand  of  autumn.     All  nature  had  awakened  from  ha( 
deep  summer  sleep,   the  air  was  brisk  and  nimble,  and  seldon 
did  three  happier  men  ride  cj  their  way  tlian  James,  the  Doctor^ 
and  I. 

Good  Doctor  I     How  ho  beguiled  the  way  with  his  learning — IkI 
ecstuiee  all  the  time,  enjoying  everything,  animate  or  inanimate,.  ■ 
as  you  or  I  would  enjoy  a  new  play  or  a  new  opera.    How  I  envied  J 
him  I     He  was  like  a  man  always  reading  a  new  and  pleasant  hook.  1 
At  first  the  stockmen  rode  behind,  talking  about  beasts,  and  hoi'sea,T 
and  what  not — often  talking  about  nothing  at  all,  but  riding  along 
utterly  without  thought,  if  such  a  thing  could  be.     But  soon  I 
noticed  they  wonld  draw  np  closer,  and  regard  tlto  Doctor  witll 
some  sort  of  attention,  tilt  towards  the  evening  of  the  second  dayi^ 
one  of  tliera,  our  old  acquointance  Dick,  asked  tlie  Doctor  a  ques>  l 
.  tion,  M  to  why,  if  I  remember  riglit,  certab  trees  shoubl  grow  in 
I  certaui  localities,  and  there  only.     The  Doctor  reined  up  olongsido 
\  him  directly,  and  in  pLun  forcible  language  explained  the  matter : 
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how  that  some  plants  required  more  of  one  sort  of  snbsUoMtl 
ftaother,  and  liow  tbey  get  it  out  of  particular  soils  ;  and  how,  in 
the  bp36  of  yenrs,  the^  had  como  to  tbrire  best  on  the  soil  that 
euited  thi^m,  and  had  got  atnuted  and  died  out  in  other  parta. 
"See,"  said  he,  "how  the  tnrkey  holds  to  the  plains,  and  the 
pheaaant  (lyre-hird)  to  the  scrub,  hecanse  each  one  finds  its  ibod 
there.  Trees  cannot  move ;  "but  hy  time,  and  by  positively  re- 
fusing to  grow  on  nnkiadly  eotb,  thoy  arrange  themselves  in  the 
localities  which  suit  them  best." 

So  after  this  they  rode  with  the  Doctor  always,  both  hearing 
him  and  asking  him  qnestions,  and  at  last,  won  by  his  hlnnt  kindU- 
nuss,  they  grew  to  like  and  respect  him  in  their  way,  even  as  we  did. 

So  we  fared  on  through  bad  weather  and  rough  country,  en- 
joying B.  journey  which,  but  for  him,  would  have  been  a  mere  trial 
of  patience.  Northward  ever,  through  forest  and  plain,  over 
mountain  and  swamp,  across  sandstone,  limestone,  granite,  and 
rich  volcanic  land,  each  marked  distinctly  by  a  varjing  vegetation. 
Sometimes  wo  wonld  camp  out,  but  oftener  managed  to  r«aob  a 
station  at  night.  We  got  well  across  the  dry  conntrj'  between  the 
Murmmbidgt^e  and  the  Laohlan,  now  abounding  with  pools  of 
water ;  and,  having  crossed  the  latter  river,  held  on  oar  course  to- 
wards Croker's  Range,  which  we  skirted  ;  and,  after  having  been 
about  a  fortnight  out,  arrived  at  the  lowest  station  on  the  Mac- 
quarrie  late  in  the  afternoon. 

This  was  onr  present  destination.  The  owner  was  a  friend  of 
ours,  who  gave  ns  a  hearty  welcome,  and,  on  our  inqniries  afl  to 
store  cattle,  thought  that  we  might  pick  up  a  good  mob  of  them 
from  one  station  or  another.  "We  might,"  said  be,  "make  a 
dep&t  for  them,  as  we  collected  them,  on  some  nnoceupied  land 
down  the  river.  It  was  poor  country,  but  tliere  was  grass  enough 
to  keep  them  alive.  Ha  would  show  us  a  good  place,  in  a  fork, 
where  it  was  impossible  to  cross  on  two  sides,  and  where  they 
would  be  easily  kept  together;  that  was,  if  we  liked  to  risk  it." 

"  Risk  what  ?  "  he  asked. 

"Blacks,"  said  he.  "They  ore  mortal  troublesome  jn^st  now 
down  the  river.  I  thought  we  bad  quieted  tbem,  but  they  have 
boon  up  to  their  old  games  lately,  spearing  cattle,  and  so  on.  1 
don't  tike,  in  fact,  to  go  too  far  donTi  there  alone.  I  don't  tliink 
they  are  Macquarrie  blacks ;  I  fancy  they  must  have  come  up  from 
the  Darling  through  the  marsties." 

We  thought  we  should  have  no  reason  to  be  afraid  with  such  a 
strong  party  as  ours :  und  Owen,  our  host,  having 
cattle,  we  were  employed  for  the  neit  three  days  in  getting 
iu.     We  got  nearly  a  hundred  head  from  him. 
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The  firet  mombg  we  got  tfaoro  the  Doctor  had  vanished  ;  but 
the  tbird  evening,  as  we  were  Bittiag  down  to  snpper,  in  he  came, 
dead  beat,  with  a  great  bag  full  of  stones.  When  we  had  drown 
round  the  fire,  I  said  : 

"  Have  yoa  got  any  new  fosaila  for  ns  fo  see  ?  " 

"  Not  one,"  said  be  ;  "  only  some  minerals." 

"  Do  not  yon  think,  eir,"  said  Owen,  onr  host,  "  that  there  ara 
some  ores  of  metals  round  this  country  ?  The  reason  I  ask  yon  is, 
we  80  often  pick  np  curious -coloured  atones,  like  those  we  get  from 
tbe  miners  at  home,  in  Wales,  where  I  come  from." 

"  I  think  yoa  will  find  Rorao  rich  mines  near  here  soon.  Stay; 
it  can  do  you  no  harm.  I  will  tell  jon  something  :  three  days  ago 
I  followed  up  the  river,  and  about  twenty  miles  above  this  spot  I 
became  attracted  by  the  conformation  of  the  country,  and  re- 
marked it  as  being  very  aimilar  to  some  very  famous  spots  in 
South  America.  '  Here,'  I  said  to  myself,  '  Maiimilian,  yoo  have 
your  volcanic  diaturbnnce,  your  granite,  your  clay,  elate,  and 
sandstone  upheaved,  and  seamed  vthh  qiuutz  ; — why  should  you 
not  discover  here,  what  is  cortaiuly  here,  more  or  less  ?  ' — I  looked 
patiently  for  two  days,  and  I  will  show  you  what  I  found." 

He  went  to  his  bag  and  fetched  on  angular  etooe  about  as  big 
as  one's  fist.  It  was  white,  stained  on  one  side  with  ruGt-coIour, 
bat  in  the  heart  veined  witli  a  bright  yellow  metallic  substance,  in 
some  places  nmning  in  delicate  veins  into  the  atone  ;  in  others 
breaking  out  in  large  shining  lumps. 

"  That's  iron-pyrites,"  said  I,  as  pat  as  you  please. 

"  Goose  !  "  said  the  Doctor  ;  "  look  again." 

I  looked  again,  it  was  certainly  different  to  iron-pyri(«B  ;  it  wai 
brighter,  it  raa  in  veins  into  the  atone  ;  it  was  lumpy,  solid,  and 
clean.     I  said,  "  It  is  ver)-  benotifiil ;  tell  as  what  it  is  ?  " 

"Qoldl"  said  he,  triumphantly,  getting  up  and  walkini; 
about  the  room  in  on  excitod  way  ;  "  that  litUe  stone  is  worth  a 
pound  ;  there  is  a  quarter  of  an  ounce  in  it.  Give  me  ten  tons, 
only  ten  cartloads  snch  stone  aa  that,  and  I  would  buy  a  principality." 

Every  one  crowded  round  the  stone  open-mouthcd,  and  James 
said: 

"  Are  you  sure  it  is  gold.  Doctor  ?  " 

"  He  asks  me  if  I  Imow  gold,  when  I  see  it, — me,  you  onder- 
standi  who  have  scientific^ly  cxEmuned  all  the  best  mines  in 
Pern,  not  to  mention  tbe  Minaa  Gerafe  in  the  Brazils  t  My  dear 
fellow,  to  a  man  who  has  once  seen  it,  native  gold  is 
able,  utterly  so ;  thero  is  nothing  at  all  like  it." 

But  this  is  a  remarkable  discovery,  sir,"  said  Owen, 
•re  yon  going  to  do  ?  " 
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"  I  shaM  go  to  the  Oovommeut,"  said  be,  "  «ad  innke  the  best 
bargain  I  cfln." 

1  had  better  mention  hero  that  he  af^ns'ards  did  go  to  the 
Government,  and  announce  bis  discovery.  Bather  to  the  Doctor'a 
diegaat,  however,  thongh  he  acknowledged  the  wisdom  of  the 
thing,  the  conrteons  and  able  gentleman  who  then  represcnUd 
His  Mty'esty,  informed  litm  that  he  was  perfoctly  aware  of  the 
eiist«noe  of  gold,  but  that  he  ibrone  shonld  assert  the  prerogative 
of  the  Crown,  and  prevent  any  one  mining  on  Crown-Unds ;  as  he 
considered  that,  wore  the  gold  abundant,  the  effeeto  on  the 
convict  population  would  be  eminently  disastrouB.  To  which 
obrious  piece  of  good  sense  tha  Doctor  bowed  his  head,  and  the 
whole  thing  passed  into  ohUvion — -so  mnch  so,  that  when  I  beard 
of  Hargreave's  discovery  in  1851,  I  bad  nearly  forgotten  the 
Doctor's  gold  adventure  ;  and  I  may  here  state  my  belief  that  the 
knowledge  of  ita  existence  was  confined  to  very  few,  and  those 
well-odaeated  men,  who  never  guessed  (how  could  they  without 
considerable  workings  ?)  how  abundant  it  was.  Aafor  tbe  slories 
of  shepherds  finding  gold  and  selling  it  to  the  Jews  m  Sydney, 
they  arc  very  mythical,  and  I  for  one  entirely  disbelieve  them. 

In  time  we  had  collected  abant  250  head  of  cattle  from  various 
points  into  the  fork  of  the  river,  which  lay  further  down,  some 
seven  miles,  than  his  bouse.  As  yet  we  had  not  been  troubled 
by  tbe  black  fellows.  Those  we  bad  seen  seemed  pretty  civil,  and 
we  had  not  allowed  them  to  get  familiar;  but  this  pleasant  state 
of  things  was  not  to  last.  James  and  the  Dockir,  with  one  man, 
were  away  for  the  very  last  mob,  and  I  was  sitting  before  the 
fire  at  Uie  camp,  when  Dick,  who  was  left  behind  with  me,  asked 
for  my  gun  to  go  and  shoot  a  duck.  I  lent  it  bim,  and  away  be 
went,  while  I  mounted  my  horse  and  rode  slowly  about,  heading 
back  such  of  the  cattle  as  appeared  to  be  wandering  too  far. 

I  heard  a  shot,  and  almost  immediately  another  ;  then  I  heard 
n  qneer  sort  of  scream,  which  puzzled  me  extremely.  I  grew 
frightened  and  rode  towards  the  quarter  where  the  shots  came 
from,  and  almost  immediately  heard  a  load  co'oe.  I  replied,  and 
then  I  saw  Dick  limping  along  through  the  bushes,  peering  aboot 
bim  and  holding  his  gun  as  one  does  when  eiqwc^g  a  bird  to 
rise.  Suddenly  he  raised  bis  gun  and  fired.  Oat  dashed  a 
black  feUow  from  his  hiding  place,  running  across  tbe  open,  and  with 
bis  second  barrel  Dick  rolled  him  over.  Then  I  saw  half-a-dozen 
others  rise,  shaking  their  spears ;  but  eeemg  me  riding  op,  and 
Bopposittg  I  was  armed,  they  made  off. 

"  How  did  this  come  about,  Diek,  my  lad  ?  "  said  I.  "  Thia 
is  a  bad  job." 
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"Well,"  he  said.  "I  just  fired  at  a  duck,  and  the  moment  my 
gim  was  gone  otf,  up  junijwd  half-a-dozea  of  them,  and  sent  a 
sliover  of  speare  at  me,  and  one  has  gone  into  my  leg.  They 
must  a'  thought  that  I  had  a  single-barrel  gan  and  waited  tilt  I'd 
fired  it ;  but  they  found  their  mistake,  the  devils ;  for  I  gave  ona 
of  them  a  charge  of  shot  in  hie  Etomacfa  at  twenty  yu^s,  and 
dropped  him ;  they  threw  a  conple  more  spears,  bnt  both  missed, 
and  I  hobbled  out  as  well  as  I  could,  loading  as  I  went  with  a. 
couple  of  tallow  cartridges.  I  saw  this  other  beast  eknlking,  and 
missed  him  first  time,  but  he  has  got  Eomething  to  remember  ms 
by  now." 

"  I>o  j'OQ  think  you  can  ride  to  the  station  and  get  some  help?*J 
said  I,     "  I  wish  the  others  were  back."  j 

"  Yes,"  ho  replied,  "  I  will  majiage  it,  but  I  don't  like  to  leavt 
yon  alone-" 

"  One  mnst  stay,"  I  said,  "  and  better  the  sound  man  than  the 
wonoded  one.  Come,  start  off,  and  let  me  get  to  the  camp,  or 
they  will  be  plondering  that  next." 

I  started  him  off  and  ran  back  to  the  camp.  Everything  waa 
safe  as  yet,  and  the  ground  round  being  clear,  and  Laving  a 
double^barrel  gun  and  two  pistols,  I  was  not  so  very  mnd) 
frightened.  It  is  no  use  to  say  I  was  perffctly  comfortable, 
beeanse  I  wasn't.  A  Frenchman  writing  this  would  represent  Iiira- 
Bclf  as  smoking  a  cigar,  and  singing  with  tlie  great^^st  nonchalance. 
I  did  neither.  Being  an  Englishman,  I  may  be  allowed  to  confess 
tbat  I  did  not  like  it. 

I  had  fully  made  np  my  mind  to  fire  on  the  first  black  who 
showed  himself,  but  I  did  not  get  the  opportunity.  In  about  two 
honra  I  heard  a  noise  of  nien  shouting  and  whips  cracking,  and 
the  Doctor  and  James  rode  up  with  a  fresh  lot  of  cattle. 

I  told  them  what  had  happened,  and  we  agreed  t«  wait  and 
watch  till  news  should  come  from  ibe  station,  and  tlien  to  start. 
There  was,  as  we  thonght,  bnt  little  danger  while  there  were  four 
or  five  together ;  but  the  worst  of  it  wae,  tliat  we  were  bnt  poorly 
armed.  However,  at  nightfall,  Owen  and  one  of  his  men  came 
down,  reporting  that  Dick,  who  bad  been  speared,  was  getting  aQ 
right,  and  bringing  also  three  swords  and  a  brace  of  pistols- 

JamoB  auJ  I  took  a  couple  of  swords  and  began  fencing,  in 
play. 

"  I  »6e,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  that  you  know  the  use  of  a  swOrd, 
you  two," 

"Ltiid  bless  you  I"  I  said,  "wo  were  Ui  the  Yeomaniy 
{Laodwebr  you  call  it) ;  weren't  ve,  Jim  ?    I  wa§  a  corporal." 

'■ '  wiab,"  said  Owen,  "  that,  now  we  are  together,  five  of  u. 
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you  wonld  come  and  give  these  foUova  &  lesson ;  th^y  vantfl 
badly." 

"  Indeed,"  I  said,  "  I  think  they  have  had  lesson  enough  lor 
the  present.  Dick  has  pnt  down  two  of  them.  Beside,  we  could 
not  leave  the  cattle." 

"  I  am  sorry,"  said  JamcB,  "  that  any  of  our  party  has  had 
this  collision  with  them.  I  cannot  bear  Bbooting  the  poor  brutes. 
Let  OS  move  out  of  this,  homeward,  to-morrow  morning." 

Jnst  before  dark,  who  should  «ome  riding  down  from  the  station 
but  Dick  1 — evidently  in  pain,  but  making  believe  that  h«  was 
quite  comfortable, 

"  Why,  Dick,  my  boy,"  I  said,  "  I  thought  yon  were  in  htii 
you  ought  to  be,  at  any  rate." 

"  Oh,  there's  nothing  much  the  matter  with  me,  Mr.  Ilaml; 
he  said.     "  Yon  will  have  same  trouble  with  these  fellows, 
I  am  mistaken.     /  tea*  told  to  look  after  you  onet,  and  I  mour^ 
do  it." 

(He  referred  to  the  letter  that  Loe  hod  sent  him  years  before.) 

That  night  Owen  stayed  with  us  at  the  camp.  We  set  a  watch, 
and  he  took  the  morning  spell.  Everything  passed  off  quietly  ; 
but  when  we  came  to  examine  our  cattle  in  the  morning,  the  lot 
that  James  bad  brought  in  the  night  before  were  gone. 

The  river,  flooded  when  we  first  came,  had  now  lowered  con- 
siderably, so  that  the  cattle  eould  cross  if  they  really  tried. 
These  last,  being  wild  and  restless,  had  gone  over,  and  we  soon 
found  the  marks  of  them  across  the  river. 

The  Doctor,  James,  Dick,  and  I  started  off  aft«r  them,  and  we 
armed  ourselves  for  security.  We  took  a  sword  a-piece,  and  each 
had  a  pistol.  The  ground  was  moist,  and  the  beasts  easdy 
tracked ;  so  we  thought  an  easy  job  was  before  us,  but  we  soon 
changed  our  mbds. 

Following  on  the  trail  of  the  cattle,  we  very  soon  camo  on  the 
footsteps  of  a  block  fellow,  evidently  more  recent  than  the  hoof- 
niaiks ;  then  another  footstep  joined  in,  and  another,  and  at  last 
we  mode  ont  that  above  a  dozen  blacks  were  tracking  our  cattle, 
and  were  between  us  and  them. 

Still  we  followed  the  trail  as  fast  as  we  could.  I  was  uneasy, 
for  we  were  insufficiently  armed,  bat  I  found  time  to  point  out  to 
the  Doctor,  what  he  hod  never  remarked  before,  the  wonderful 
difference  between  the  naked  foot-print  of  a  white  man  and  a 
savage.  The  white  man  leaves  the  impression  of  his  whole  solo, 
every  toe  being  distinctly  marked,  while  your  black  fellow  leai 
scarce  any  toe-raarks,  but  aeems  merely  to  spurn  the  ground 
the  btU  of  his  foot. 
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Tlie  morning  was  raw,  and  a  dense  fog 
One  always  f»ela  wretched  on  such  a  inorn- 
Q  that  one  I  felt  miserabie.  There  was  an  indefinahle 
horror  ovtir  me,  and  I  talked  more  than  an;  one,  glad  to  hear  iLs 
Boond  of  m  J  own  voice. 

Onca  the  Boclor  turned  round  and  looked  at  me  fixedly  irom 
ander  his  dark  ejebrowH.  "  Hamhn,"  he  said,  "I  don't  think 
you  are  well ;  you  talk  fast,  and  are  evidently  nervous.  We  nro 
in  uo  danger,  I  think,  but  you  seem  as  if  you  were  frightened." 

"  So  I  am,  Doctor,  bnt  I  don't  know  what  at." 

Jim  was  riding  first,  and  he  tamed  and  said,  "  I  have  lost  the 
black  fellows'  track  entirely :  here  are  the  hoof -marks,  safe  enough, 
but  no  foot-prints,  and  the  ground  seems  to  be  nsing." 

The  fog  was  very  thick,  go  that  we  coold  see  nothing  above  a 
bondied  yards  from  as.  We  had  come  through  forest  aU  the  way, 
and  were  wet  with  pushing  through  low  shrubs.  Aj  we  paused 
came  a  puff  of  air,  and  in  £ve  minuter  the  fog  hod  rolled  away, 
uid  a  clear  blue  sky  and  a  bright  sun  were  overhead. 

Now  we  conld  see  where  we  were.  We  were  in  tho  lower  end 
of  a  precipitous  mountain  guUey,  narrow  where  we  were,  and 
growing  rapidly  narrower  as  we  advanced.  In  the  fog  we  had 
followed  the  cattle-track  right  into  it,  passing,  unobserved,  two 
great  heaps  of  tumbled  rocks  which  w^ed  the  glen ;  they  were 
thickly  Mnged  with  scrub,  and  it  inunedtatety  struck  me  that 
they  stood  just  in  the  place  where  we  had  lost  the  tracks  of  the 
black  fellows. 

I  should  have  mentioned  this,  but,  at  this  moment,  James  caught 
sight  of  the  lost  cattle,  and  galloped  off  oiler  them  ;  we  followed, 
and  veiy  quickly  we  bad  headed  them  down  the  glen,  and  were 
posting  bomewud  aa  bard  as  we  could  go. 

1  remember  well  there  was  a  young  boll  among  them  that  took 
the  lead.  As  he  came  nearly  opposite  the  two  piles  of  rock  which 
1  have  mentioned,  I  saw  a  black  fellow  leap  on  a  boulder,  and  send 
a  spear  into  him. 

Ue  headed  bock,  and  the  other  beasts  came  against  him.  Be- 
fore we  could  pull  up  we  were  against  the  cattle,  and  theu  oil  was 
confusioQ  and  disaster.  Two  hundred  black  fellows  were  on  us  at 
once,  shouting  like  devils,  and  sending  down  their  spears  upon  us 
like  rain.  I  heard  the  Doctor's  voice,  above  all  the  infernal  din, 
crying  "  Viva  I  Swords,  my  boys ;  take  your  swords  J  *'  I  heard 
two  pistol  shots,  and  then,  with  deadly  wrath  in  my  heart,  I 
charged  at  a  crowd  of  them,  who  were  huddled  together,  throwing 
tlicir  spears  wildly,  oud  hud  about  m&  with  my  cutlass  like  ft 
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I  «m  tbem  scrambling  up  over  the  rocks  in  wild  eonfiiBioii ; 
tben  I  heard  the  DocUir  calling  rae  to  come  on.  He  had  rained 
up,  and  a  few  of  the  discomfited  aavagea  wore  throwing  spearG  at 
bim  from  a  long  distance.  When  he  saw  me  tarn  to  conie,  bo 
turned  also,  and  rode  after  Jaineu,  who  was  two  hundred  jarda 
ahead,  reeling  in  his  saddle  like  a  dmnken  man,  grinding  his 
teeth,  and  making  fierce  clutches  at  a  spear  which  was  buried 
deep  in  bia  side,  and  which  at  last  he  snceeeded  in  tearing  ont. 
He  went  a  few  yards  further,  and  then  fell  off  his  borse  on  the 
gronnd. 

We  were  both  off  in  a  moment,  but  when  I  got  bis  head  on  my 
lap,  I  saw  he  was  dying,  The  Doctor  looked  at  the  woond,  and 
abook  bis  head.  I  took  his  nglit  hand  in  mine,  and  the  other  I 
held  upon  his  true  and  fiiitbfiil  heart,  ontil  I  felt  it  flatter,  and 
stop  for  ever. 

Tbon  I  broke  down  altogether.  "  Oh  1  good  old  friend  I  Oh  ! 
dear  old  fi^e(ld,  could  you  not  wait  for  me  ?  Shall  1  never  see  yoa 
again  ?  ■' 

Yes  1  I  think  that  I  Hhall  sea  him  again.  When  I  have  crossed 
the  dork  river  which  we  must  all  cross,  I  think  ho  will  be  one  of 
those  who  come  down  to  meet  me  from  the  gat«a  of  the  Everlast- 
ing City. 

■'  A  man,"  said  the  Doctor  to  me,  two  days  afler,  when  wa 
wore  silting  togotlier  in  the  station  parlour,  "  who  approached  as 
nearly  the  model  which  onr  Great  Master  has  lett  us  as  any  man 
I  know.  I  studied  and  admired  him  for  many  yoars,  and  now  I 
cannot  toll  you  not  to  monm.  I  can  give  you  no  comfort  for  the 
loss  of  such  a  man,  save  it  be  to  say  that  yon  and  I  may  bopo  to 
meet  him  again,  and  learn  new  lessons  from  bim,  in  a  better  plg^^ 
than  this."  "^^ 


CHAPTER  XXV. 


Onr  evening  towards  tlie  end  of  that  winter  Mrs.  Buckley  a: 
Sam  sat  alone  before  the  fire,  in  the  quickly -gathering  dorkOJ^ 
The  candles  were  yet  nnlighted,  but  the  cheerful  flickering  ^ 
produced  by  the  combustion  of  throe  or  four  logs  of  shooak,  t 
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tgr  one  oT  dead  gun,  ebooe  most  pleasEUitly  on  the  well-ordered 
dmiDK-room,  on  the  close-drawn  curtains,  on  the  nicely-polisUed 
famitnre,  on  the  dinner-table,  laid  with  fair  array  of  white  linen, 
aQver,  and  gl&sB,  but,  above  all,  on  the  honest,  quiet  face  of  Sam, 
who  aat  before  hia  motlier  in  an  t^nsy  cliuir,  with  bis  head  back, 
Eist  asJeep. 

WbOe  abe  la  altemulely  casting  glances  of  pride  and  afTection 
towards  ber  sloupin^  son,  and  keen  looks  on  the  gum-log,  in  search 
of  centipedes,  let  ub  take  a  look  at  her  oorselveii,  and  see  how 
sixteen  years  have  behaved  lo  that  bandaome  face.  There  is 
change  here,  bat  no  deteri oration.  It  is  a  little  rounder,  perhapg, 
and  also  a  little  fiiUer  in  colour,  but  there  are  no  lines  there  yet. 
'*  Happiness  and  ceaseless  good  temper  don't  make  man;  vriulUes, 
even  in  a  warmer  climate  than  old  England,"  says  the  Major,  and 
says  also,  confidentially,  to  Brentwood,  "Put  ared  camelia  in  her 
hair,  and  eend  ber  to  the  opera  even  now,  and  see  what  a  Beusa- 
tion  she  would  make,  though  fihe  ia  nearer  fifty  than  forty," — 
which  was  strictly  trne,  altliougii  said  by  ber  haxliand,  for  tho 
nven  hair  is  aa  block  as  it  was  when  docoraled  with  the  moss-roecs 
of  Clare,  and  tho  eye  is  as  brilliant  as  when  it  flashed  with  the 
sews  of  TrafalgAr. 

Now,  the  beautiful  profile  is  tamed  again  towards  the  sleeper  aa 
,     "  Poor  boy  I  "  she  said.     "  He  is  quite  knocked  up. 

e  mnst  have  been  twenty-fonr  hoars  in  the  saddle.  However, 
fi  bad  better  be  after  catde  tlian  in  a  billiard -room.    I  wonder  if 

B  Ikther  will  be  home  to-night." 
•  Suddenly  Sam  awoke.     "  Helgbo  I  "  eaid  he.     "  Pm  nice  com* 

ly,  motber.     Have  I  been  aeleep?  " 

"  Only  for  an  honr  or  so,  my  boy,"  said  she.  "  See ;  I've  been 
hooding  yon  while  you  slumbered.  I  have  killed  three  centipedes, 
rhich  came  out  of  that  old  gnm  log.  I  cut  this  big  one  in  half 
irith  the  fire-shovel,  and  the  head  part  walked  away  as  if  nothing 

i  happened.  I  mnst  tell  the  man  not  to  give  us  rotten  wood, 
or  some  of  us  will  be  getting  a  nip.  It's  a  long  fi%  miles  from 
Captain  Brentwood's,"  said  Mrs.  Buckley  after  a  time.  "  And 
that's  a  very  good  day's  work  for  little  Bronsewing,  carrying  yoor 
'  her.'" 

"  And  whut  has  been  the  news  since  I  have  been  away, — eh, 

thor?" 

"  Why,  the  greatest  news  is  that  the  Donovans  have  sold  Iheir 
lation,  and  are  off  to  Port  PhUlip." 

"  All  tfas  world  ia  moving  there,"  said  Sam.     "Who  haa  lie 

1  it  to  ?  " 
^  "That  I  can't  fijid  out. — There's  your  lather,  my  lore." 


I 


E13  THE  BECOIXECTIONS  OF 

Thero  was  tlie  noise  of  horees'  feet  and  meirjToicea  in 
gravelled  yard  behind  the  house,  heard  above  a  jo^'ooa  barking  of 
dogs.  Sam  ran  out  to  hold  hia  Tather'a  horse,  and  eoon  cfuue 
into  the  room  again,  accompanied  by  his  father  and  Captain 
Brentwood. 

Alter  the  first  greetings  were  over,  candles  were  lighted,  and  the 
three  men  st^iod  on  the  hearth-mg  together — a  very  remarkable 
group,  aa  yon  would  have  said,  had  you  seen  them.  You  might 
go  a  long  while  in  any  country  without  seeing  three  such  men  in 
company. 

Captain  Brentwood,  of  Artillery  renown,  was  a  sqaare,  power- 
fully built  man,  say  five-foot-ten  in  height.  His  &ce,  at  first 
sight,  appeared  rather  a  stupid  one  beside  the  Meyor's,  expressing 
rather  determination  than  intelligence  ;  but  once  engage  him  in  a 
conversation  which  interested  him,  and  yon  would  be  surprised  to 
see  how  animated  it  would  be«ome.  Then  the  man,  usually  so 
silent,  would  open  up  the  storehouse  of  his  mind,  speaking  with 
an  eloquence  and  a  force  which  would  surprise  one  who  did  not 
know  him,  and  which  made  the  Doctor  often  take  the  losing  side 
of  an  argument  for  the  purpose  of  making  him  speak.  Add  to 
this  that  ha  was  a  thoroughly  amiable  man,  and,  as  Jim  would  tell 
you  {in  spit*  of  a  certain  severe  whipping  you  wot  of),  a  most 
indulgent  and  excellent  father. 

M^jor  Buckley's  shadow  hsd  grown  no  Liss,— nay,  rather 
greater,  since  first  we  knew  him.  In  other  respects,  there  was 
Tei7  littlu  alteration,  eicept  that  hia  curling  brown  hair  had  grown 
thinner  about  the  temples,  aad  was  receding  a  little  from  his 
forehead.  But  what  cared  he  for  that  I  Ho  was  not  the  last  of 
the  Buckleys. 

One  remarks  now,  as  the  two  stand  together,  that  Sam,  though 
but  nineteen,  is  very  nearly  aa  tall  as  his  father,  and  promises  to 
be  as  broad  across  the  shoulders,  some  day,  being  an  exception  to 
colonially-bred  men  in  general,  who  are  long  and  narrow.  He  ia 
standing  and  talking  to  his  father. 

"  Well,  Sam,"  said  the  Major,  "  so  you're  bach  safe,^ — eh,  my 
boy  1  A  rough  time,  I  don't  doubt.  Strange  store-cattle  are 
qaeer  to  drive  at  any  time,  particularly  such  weather  as  you  have 
had." 

"  And  such  a  lot,  too  I  "  said  Sam.  "  Tell  you  what,  father, 
it's  lucky  you've  got  them  cheap,  for  the  half  of  them  are  off  the 
ranges." 

'■  Scrubbers,  eh  ?  "  said  the  Msgor :  well,  we  must  take  what  we 
can  catch,  with  this  Port  Phillip  msh.  Let's  sit  down  to  dinner  ; 
I've  got  some  news  that  will  please  you.     Fiah,  eh  ?     See  ther«, 
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Brentwood  !     Wfast  do  yon  think  of  that  for  a  blsck-fisb  ?    What 
was  hie  weight,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  Beven  pounds  and  a  half,  as  the  black  tellowa  bronght  him 

■'  said  Mra.  Buckley. 

A  very  pretty  fish,"  eaid  the  M^or.     "  My  dear,  what  ie  the 

!?■■ 

Why,  the  DonoTuns  have  Bold  their  etalion." 

■■  Ha  1  ha  I  "  laughed  the  M^or.  "  Why,  we  have  come  from 
there  to-day.  Wliy,  we  were  there  Ust  night  at  a  grand  party. 
All  the  Irishmen  in  the  country  side.  Such  a  tnrmoil  I  haven't 
seen  since  I  was  quartered  at  Cove,     So  that's  yonr  news, — eh  ?  " 

*'  And  BO  yoD  stepped  on  there  "nithont  calling  at  home,  did 
yon?"  eaid  Mrs.  Bnckley.  "And  perhaps  you  know  who  the 
pnrchaaer  U?" 

"  Don't  yon  know,  my  love  ?  " 

"  No,  indeed  1  "  said  Mrs.  Bnckley.  "  I  have  been  trymg  to 
£nd  out  these  t«'o  days.  It  would  be  very  pleasant  to  have  a 
good  neighhonr  there, — not  that  I  wish  to  speak  evil  of  the 
Donovans  ;  but  really  they  did  go  on  in  eueb  Urrible  atyle,  you 
know,  that  one  could  not  go  there.  Now,  t«]l  me  who  baa  bought 
OttToopna." 

"  One  Brentwood,  captain  of  Artillery. " 

"Nonsense  I"  said  Mrs.  Buckley.  "Is  he  not  joking  now, 
Captain  Brentwood  ?     That  ia  far  too  good  news  to  be  true." 

"It  ie  true, nevertheless, madam, "Boid  Captain  Brentwood.  "I 
thought  it  would  meet  with  your  approval,  and  I  can  see  by  Sam's 
&ce  that  it  meets  with  his.  You  see,  my  dear,  Buckley  has  got 
to  be  rather  necessary  to  me.  I  miss  him  when  he  is  absent,  and 
I  want  to  be  more  with  him.  Again,  1  am  very  fond  of  my  son 
Jim,  and  my  son  Jim  is  very  fond  of  your  son  Sam,  and  is  always 
coming  hero  after  him  when  he  ought  to  be  at  borne.  Bo  I  think 
I  ahall  see  more  of  him  when  we  are  ten  miles  apart  than  when  we 
are  fifty.  And,  once  more,  my  daughter  Alice,  now  completing 
her  education  in  Sydney,  comes  home  to  keep  bouse  for  me  in  a 
few  months,  and  I  wish  her  to  have  the  advantage  of  the  socie^ 
of  the  lady  whom  I  honour  and  respect  above  iJl  others.  So  I 
have  bought  Garoopns." 

"  If  that  courtly  how  is  intended  for  me,  my  dear  Captain," 
•ud  Mrs.  Buckley.  "  as  I  cannot  but  think  it  is,  believe  me  that 
yonr  danghter  shall  be  aa  my  daughter," 

"Teach  her  to  be  in  some  alight  degree  like  yoarself,  Mrs. 
Buckley,"  said  the  Captain,  "and  yon  will  pot  me  under  obliga- 
tions which  I  can  never  repay." 

"  Altogethsr,  wife,"  said  the  Major,  "  it  is  the  most  glor" 
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arrangement  that  ever  vaa  come  to.  Let  as  take  a  g 

oil  round  on  it.     Bam,  my  lad,  ;oiiT  baad  I     Brentwood,  we  ban 

noDQ  of  us  ever  Been  yoor  daughter.     She  should  be   hand 

"  You  remembw  her  mother  ?  "  said  the  Captain. 

"  Wio  oonld  ever  forget  Lady  Kate  who  had  once  seen  her?  " 
eaid  the  Major. 

"  Well,  Alice  is  more  beautiful  than  har  mother  ever  was." 

There  went  across  the  tabla  a  bright  electric  spark  oat  of  Mrs. 
Buckley's  eye  into  her  husband's,  as  rapid  as  those  which  more 
the  quivering  telegraph  needles,  and  yet  not  unobserred,  I  think, 
by  Captun  Brentwood,  for  there  grew  upon  his  face  a  pleasant 
emilc,  which,  rapidly  broadening,  ended  in  a  low  laugh,  by  no 
moans  disagreeable  to  hear,  though  Sam  wandered  what  the  joke 
could  bo  until  the  Captain  said, — 

"  An  altogether  comical  party  that  last  night  at  the  Conorans', 
Buckley  !  the  most  comical  I  srer  was  at." 

Nevertheless,  I  don't  believe  that  it  woa  that  which  made  bim 
laugh  at  all. 

"  A  capital  party  I  "  said  the  M^or,  laughing.  "  Do  yon  know, 
Brentwood,  I  always  liked  those  Bonovans,  under  the  rose,  and 
last  night  I  liked  them  better  t^an  ever.  They  were  not  aachreiy 
bad  neigbboors,  although  old  Donovan  wanted  to  &ght  a  duel  with 
me  once.  At  all  events,  the  welcome  I  got  last  night  will  mako 
me  remember  them  kindly  in  fiiture," 

"T.  must  go  down  and  coll  there  before  they  go,"  said  Mrs. 
Backley,  "  People  who  have  "been  our  neighbours  so  many  years 
must  not  go  away  without  a  kind  farewell.  Woa  DesboraugU 
there?" 

"ludeed,  he  was.  Don't  you  know  he  is  relat«d  to  the 
Donovans?" 

"  Impossible  I  " 

"  Fact,  my  dear,  I  assure  you,  according  to  Mrs.  Donovan,  who 
told  me  that  the  De  Novans  and  the  Desborongba  were  oognata 
Norman  families,  who  settled  in  Ireland  together,  end  have  eisce 
frequently  intermarried," 

"  I  BuppoRe,"  said  Mrs.  Buckley,  laughing,  "  that  Desborongb 
did  not  deny  it." 

"  Not  at  all,  my  dear :  as  he  aaid  to  me  privately,  '  Buckley, 
never  deny  a  relationship  with  a  man  worth  foi^  thousand  pounds, 
the  least  penny,  though  your  ancostois'  bones  should  move  in  theic 
graves.' " 

"I  suppose,"  said  Mrs.  Buckley,  "that  he  mode  1 
agreeable  aa  usnaL" 


good 
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As  nsQ&l,  mj  dear.  He  made  ^Ten  Brentwood  laogh ;  he 
d&nced  all  Che  evening  wiUi  that  giddy  girl  Lesbia  Burke,  who  let 
slip  lliat  she  remembered  me  at  Naples,  in  1805,  when  she  was 
there  vith  that  sad  old  set,  and  who  conaeqaentlj  must  be  nearly 
as  old  aam;aelf." 

"  I  hope  yon  danced  nritb  her,"  said  Mrs.  Buckley. 

"Indeed  I  did,  my  dear.  And  she  wore  a  wreath  of  yellow 
cbiysanthemum,  no  other  flowers  being  obtainable.  I  assure  yoa 
wo  '  kept  the  flure  '  in  Rplundid  style," 

They  were  all  laugbmg  at  the  idea  of  the  Miy'or  dancing,  when 
Sam  exclaimed,  "  Good  Lord  1  " 

"  What's  the  matter,  my  boy  ?  "  said  the  Mtgor. 

"I  must  cry  peccavi,"  said  Sam.  "Father,  you  will  never 
forgive  me  I  I  forgot  till  this  moment  a  most  important  message. 
I  was  rather  knocked  np,  yon  see,  aod  went  to  sleep,  and  that  Bent 
it  out  of  my  bend." 

"  Ton  are  forgiven,  my  boy,  be  it  what  it  may.  I  hope  it  is 
nothmg  very  serious." 

"  Well,  it  is  very  sorlons,"  said  Sam.  "  As  I  was  coming  by 
Banging  Bock,  I  rode  np  to  the  door  a  minnto,  to  see  if  Cecil  was 
at  borne, — and  Mrs.  Majford  came  out  and  wanted  me  to  get  off 
and  come  in,  but  I  hadn't  time ;  and  she  said,  '  The  Dean  ia 
eoming  here  to-night,  and  he'll  be  with  you  to-moTTOW  night,  I 
expect.     So  don't  forget  to  tell  yoor  mother.'  " 

"  To-morrow  night  I  "  aaid  Mrs,  Buckley,  aghast.  "  Why,  my 
dear  boy,  that  is  to-night  I     What  sLall  I  do  ?  " 

"Nothmg  at  all,  my  love,"  aaid  the  U^or,  "but  make  them 
get  some  supper  ready.  He  can't  have  expected  us  to  wait  dinner 
till  this  time." 

"Itbongbt,"said  Captain  Brentwood,  "that  the  Dean  was  gone 
back  to  England." 

'   "  smd  the  Major.     "But  this  is  a  new  one.     The 
good  old  Dean  has  resigned." 

"  What  is  the  new  one's  name  ?  "  said  the  Captain. 
I  don't  know,"  eaid  the  Major.     "Desborongh  said  it  was  a 
)tor  Maypote,  and  that  he  was  very  like  one  in  appearance.    But 
I't  trust  Deaborougb,  yon  knovr;  ho  never  remembers  names. 

hope  he  may  be  as  good  a  man  as  his  predecessor." 

"  I  hope  he  may  be  no  worse,"  said  Captain  Brentwood  ;  "  bnt 
t  hope,  in  addition,  that  he  may  bo  better  able  to  travel,  and  look 
Jtfter  his  outlying  clergy  a  little  more." 

"  It  looks  like  it,"  said  the  M^or,  "  to  be  down  as  far  as  this, 
Ijefore  he  has  been  three  months  inatollod." 

Mn.  Buckley  went  out  to  the  kitchen  to  give  orders ;  and  ofUr 
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that  they  silt  for  an  hour  or  more  over  their  vine,  till  tk  lengtli  a 
Major  said, — 

"  Wa  most  give  him  up  m  another  hoar." 

Then,  B3  if  they  hod  heard  him,  the  dogs  hcgtut  to  baxk.  BoTer, 
who  had,  agaioBt  rules,  sne&ked  into  the  house,  and  lain  ptrdu 
under  the  eofa,  discovered  his  retreat  by  low  growling,  as  though 
determined  to  do  his  duty,  let  the  consequences  bo  what  they 
might.  Every  now  and  then,  too,  when  bis  feelmgB  overpoiTf 
him,  be  would  discharge  a  '  Woof,'  like  a  mhiute  gun  at  sea. 

"  Tbat  mast  be  him,  father,"  said  Sam.     "  Yoo'll  catch  it,| 
Bovar  1 " 

He  ran  out ;  a  tall  black  figure  was  sitting  on  horaebaok  bs( 
the  door,  and  a  pleasant  cheeiy  Tolce  said,  "  Pray,  is  thia  Utgor 
BiioWay's  ?  " 

"  Yea,  sir,"  said  Sam  ;    "  we  have  been  expecting  you." 

Ho  o^ed  for  tho  groom,  and  held  the  stranger's  horse  while  he 
dismounted.  Then  be  assisted  him  to  unstrap  his  valise,  and 
oatried  it  in  afler  him. 

Tho  Major,  Mrs.  Buckley,  and  tho  Captain  bad  rieen,  and  were 
standing  ready  to  greet  the  Church  dignitary  as  he  came  in,  in  the 
most  reapeotful  manner.  But  when  tbe  M^or  had  looked  for  a 
moment  on  tbe  tall  figure  in  black  which  advanced  towards  tho 
fire;  instead  of  saying,  "Sir,  I  am  highly  honoured  by  your 
visit,"  or  "  Sir,  I  hid  you  most  heartily  welcome,"  he  dashed 
forward  in  the  moat  undignified  fashion,  upsetting  a  chair,  and 
seizing  the  reveread  Dean  by  both  hands,  exclaimed,  "  God  bleaa 
my  heart  aad  soul  I     Frank  Mabcrly  I  " 

It  was  ha  :  tho  mad  curate,  now  grown  into  a  colonial  dean.— 
sobered,  apparently,  but  unchanged  in  any  material  point :  still 
elastic  and  upright,  looking  as  if  for  twopence  he  would  take  off 
tbe  black  cutaw:iy  coat  and  the  broad-brimmed  bat,  and  row  seven 
in  the  Uuivarsity  oight,  at  a  moment's  notice.  There  eeemed 
something  the  matter  with  him  though,  as  he  held  the  Moor's  two 
hands  in  bis,  and  looked  on  hia  broad  handsome  face.  Something 
like  a  shortness  of  breath  presented  his  speech,  and,  strange,  tiie 
Major  aaem'3d  tronbbd  with  the  same  complaint ;  but  Frimk  got 
oyer  it  first,  and  eud, — 

"My  daar  old  friend,  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you  I  " 

And  Mrs.  Buckley  said,  laying  her  band  upon  hia  arm,  "  It 
seemi  as  if  all  things  were  arranged  to  make  my  husband  and 
myaelf  the  happiest  couple  in  the  world.  If  wo  hod  been  asked 
to-night,  whom  of  all  people  in  the  world  we  should  have  been 
most  glad  to  see  as  the  new  Dean,  we  shotild  have  answered  at 
Frank  Mahorly  ;  and  here  he  is ! " 
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Then,  yon  did  not  know  whom  to  expect  ?  "  said  Frank. 

"  Not  we,  indoed,"  said  tie  Major.     "  Desborongb  said  the  new  I 
Dean  was  a  Doctor  Maypole ;  and  I  pictured  to  myself  an  old 
schoolmaster  with  a  bircli  rod  in  his  coat  tail-pocket.     And  we 
have  been  in  encb  a  eU-v  all  the  evening  about  giving  the  groat 
man  a  proper  reception.     Ha  t  ha  I  ha  I  " 

"And  wiU  yon  introduce  me  to  this  gentleman?"  eaid  the 
Dean,  moving  towards  Sam,  who  stood  b^hmd  his  mother. 

"This,"  said  the  Major,  with   a  radiant  smile,  "la  my  son    I 
Samuel,  whom,  I  believe,  yon  have  seen  before."  I 

"So,  the  pretty  boy  that  I  knew  at  Dmmston,"  oaid  the  Dean, 
laying  his  hands  on  Bam's  shonlders,  "  has  grown  into  this  noble 
gentleman  !  It  makes  me  feel  old,  but  I  am  glad  to  fed  old  under 
snob  circumstances.  Let  me  turn  3-oar  face  to  the  light  and  see 
if  I  oan  recognise  the  LtUe  lad  whom  I  uacd  to  carry  pickaback 
KTOM  Hatherleigfa  Water." 

Sam  looked  in  his  face — snch  a  kindly  good  placid  face,  that  it 
eeemed  beautiful,  thongh  by  some  rules  it  was  irregnlar  and  ngly 
enongh.  The  Dean  laid  his  band  on  Sam's  curly  head,  and  Eaid, 
"God  blesB  yon,  Bamnel  Buckley,"  and  won  Sam's  heart  for  ever. 

All  this  time  Captain  Brentwood  bod  stood  with  his  back  against 
the  chimney-piece,  perfectly  silent,  having  banished  all  expression 
from  his  countenance ;  now,  however,  Major  Buckley  brought  up  . 
the  Dean  and  introdnced  him  : — 

"  My  dear  Brentwood,  the  Dean  of  B ;  not  Dean  to  i 

though,  so  much  as  our  dear  old  fnend  Frank  Maberly." 

"  Involved  grammar,"  said  the  Captain  to  himself,  but,  added  I 
aloud:    "A  Churchman  of  your   position,  sir,  will  do  me  an 
honour  by  using  my  house  ;  bnt  tho  Mr.  Maberly  of  whom  I  haTe 
BO  often  heard  from  my  friend  Buckley,  will  do  me  a  sUU  higher  J 
honour  if  he  will  allow  me  to  enrol  him  among  the  number  of  my  j 
friends."  I 

Frank  the  Dean  thought  that  Captain  Brentwood's  speech  wonld  i 
have  made  a  good  piece  to  turn  into  Greek  prose,  in  the  style  of  I 
Demosthenes ;  but  he  didn't  sny  so.     He  looked  at  the  Captain's 
stolid  foce  for  a  moment,  and  said,  as  Sam  thought,  a  little  1 
abruptly: 

"  I  think,  sir.  that  yon  and  I  shall  get  on  very  woU  together 
when  we  understand  one  another." 

The  Captain  made  no  reply  in  articnlate  speech,  but  laughad 
internally,  till  his  aides  shook,  and  held  out  his  hand.     The  Dean  | 
laughed  too,  &a  he  took  it,  and  said  : 

"  I  met  a  young  lady  at  the  Bishop's  the  other  day,  >  Misd  J 
ftwtmod." 
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"  My  danghter,  sir,"  said  the  CapUin. 

"Bal  guessed — partly  &om  the  uaiue,  and  partly  from  a  cdrtain 
look  about  the  eyes,  rather  uiiiiuaU.kable.  Allow  me  to  say,  sir, 
Uiat  1  never  remember  to  ha^e  seen  auch  remarkable  beauty  in  mj 
life." 

They  sat  Frank  down  to  enpper,  and  when  he  bad  done,  the 
oonrersatiDn  was  resumed. 

"By-the-bje,  Mi^or  Buckley,"  eaid  ho,  "I  miss  an  old  &iend, 
who  I  heard  was  hving  with  you  ;  a  very  dear  old  Mend, — where 
is  Doctor  Mulhaus  ?  " 

"  Bear  Doctor,"  said  Mrs.  Backley,  "  this  in  bis  borne  indwd, 
but  be  is  away  at  present  on  an  eipedition  with  two  old  Devon 
liiends,  Hasil>-n  and  Stockbridge." 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Frank,  "  I  have  heard  of  those  men  ;  they  came 
out  here  the  year  before  the  Yicar  died.  I  never  knew  either  of 
them,  but  I  well  remember  how  kindly  Stockbridge  used  to  bo 
spoken  of  by  every  one  in  Dmmstou.  I  must  make  his  ac- 
qnaintanee." 

"  You  will  make  the  acquamtance  of  one  of  the  fiaest  fellows  in 
the  world,  Dean,"  said  the  M^jor ;  "  I  know  no  worthier  man  than 
Stockhridge.     I  wish  Maiy  Thornton  had  manitid  him." 

"  And  I  hear,"  said  Frank,  "  that  the  pretty  Mary  is  yon;  next 
door  neighbour,  in  partnership  with  that  escoDent  giant  Troubridge. 
I  must  go  and  see  them  to-morrow.  I  will  produce  one  of  those 
great  roaring  laughs  of  his,  by  reminding  him  of  our  first  intro- 
duction at  the  Palace,  through  a  rat." 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say,"  said  tlie  Major,  "  that  Tom  is  away  at 
Port  Phillip,  with  cattle." 

"  Port  Phillip  again,"  said  Frank  ;  "  I  have  heard  of  nothing 
elso  thronghont  myjonmey.  I  am  getting  bored  with  iU  WiU 
you  tell  me  what  yon  know  abont  it  for  certain?  " 

"  WeU,"  said  the  Major,  "  it  lies  about  250  miles  south  of  this, 
though  we  cannot  get  at  it  without  crossing  the  mountains  in  con- 
sequeuce  of  some  terribly  dense  scrub  on  some  low  ranges  dose  to 
it,  which  they  call,  I  believe,  the  Dandenong.  It  appears,  how- 
wheu  you  ai'e  there,  that  there  is  a  great  harbour,  about  for^ 
miles  long,  surrounded  with  splendid  pastures,  which  stretch  west 
further  thou  any  man  haa  been  jet.  Take  it  all  in  all,  I  should 
say  it  was  the  beet  watered  ami  most  available  piece  of  coonti; 
jel  discovered  in  New  Holland.' ' 

"Any  good  rivers?  "  aaked  the  Dean. 

"  Plen^  of  small  ones,  only  one  of  any  siie,  apparently,  which 
seems  to  rise  somewhere  in  this  direction,  and  goes  in  at  the  head 
of  the  bay.    Thoy  tried  years  ago  to  form  a  settlement  on  this  bay, 
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bat  Collins,  the  man  entnmtod  vith  it,  could  find  no  clean  water, 
vhich  seems  ntraugo,  as  there  is,  according  to  aU  accoonta,  a.  fina 
fiiU-flowing  river  running  by  the  town." 

"  They  have  formed  a  town  there,  then?  "  said  the  Bean. 

"  There  are  a  few  wooden  houses  gone  np  hy  the  river  side.  I 
believe  they  are  going  to  make  a  town  there,  and  call  it  Molboume; 
we  may  live  to  see  it  a  thriving  place," 

The  UnjoT  has  lived  lo  see  his  words  fulMed— fulfilled  in  sacb 
morvolloua  sort,  that  bald  bare  statistics  read  like  the  wildest  1 
romance.  At  the  time  he  spoke,  tvrcnty-two  years  ago  from  thia  f 
present  year,  1858,  the  Yarra  rolled  its  clear  wators  to  tbe  sM 
throogb  the  nnhrokea  solitude  of  a  primeval  forest,  as  yet  unseen 
by  the  eye  of  a  white  man.  Now  there  stands  there  a  noble  city, 
with  crowded  wharves,  containing  with  ita  subnrbs  not  less  than 
120,000  inhabitanti).  1,000  vessels  have  lain  at  one  time  side  by 
aide,  off  the  mouth  of  that  httle  river ;  and  through  the  low  sandy 
heads  that  close  the  great  port  towards  the  sea,  thirteen  tniUiom 
tUrling  <d  exports  is  carried  away  each  year  by  the  finest  ships  in 
the  world.  Here,  too,  are  waterworks  constructed  at  fabnloas 
expense,  a  service  of  steam-ships,  between  this  and  the  other  great 
cities  of  Anstraha,  vying  in  speed  and  accommodation  with  the 
coasting  steamers  of  Great  Britain;  noble  charchea,  handsome 
theatres.  In  short,  a  great  city,  wLlch,  in  its  amazing  rapidity  of 
growth,  utterly  surpasses  all  human  experience. 

I  never  stood  in  Venice  contemplating  the  decay  of  the  grand 
palaces  of  her  old  merchant  princes,  whose  time  has  gone  by  for 
erer.     I  never  watched  the  kIow  downfall  of  a  great  commercial 
ci^ ;  but  I  have  seen  what  to  him  who  thinks  aright  is  an  equally 
grand  subject  of  contemplation — the  rapid  rise  of  one.     I  have 
seen  what  hut  a  small  moiety  of  the  world,  even  in  these  days,  baa 
seen,  and  what,  save  in  this  generation,  has  never  been  eecn  belbre, 
ftnd  will,  I  think,  never  be  seen  again.     I  have  seen  Melbourne. 
Five  years  in  succession  did  I  visit  that  city,  and  watch  each  year  J 
how  it  spread  and  grew  until  it  was  beyond  recognition.     Every  i 
year  the  press  became  denser,  and  the  roar  of  the  congregated  I 
thousands  grow  louder,  till  at  last  ILe  scream  of  the  flying  ongiua  I 
rose  above  the  hubbub  of  the  streets,  and  two  thousand  miles  of  i 
«leotxto  wire  began  to  move  the  clicking  ueedlea  with  ceaseless  f 
intelligence.  I 

Uniomanlio  enough,  but  beyond  all  conception  wonderfuL    X  I 
stood  at  the  east  end  of  Boarke  Street,  not  a  year  ago,  looking  at 
the  black  swarming  masses,  which  thronged  the  broad  tborough- 
bre  below.    All  the  town  lay  at  my  feet,  and  tho  son  was  going 
down  beyond  the  distant  mountains  ;  1  had  just  crossed  &om  the 
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front  of  tbo  new  Houses  of  Legislature,  and  hod  nearly  been  i 
over  by  a  groat  ommbuB.  Partly  to  recover  my  breatb,  and  partly, 
being  not  need  to  large  cities,  to  enjoy  the  rctdly  fine  scene  before 
me,  I  stood  at  the  comer  of  the  street  in  contemplative  mood.  I 
Felt  a  hand  on  my  shoulder,  and  looked  round, — it  was  Miy'or 
Bnokley. 

"  This  is  a  wonderful  sight,  Hamlyn,"  said  he. 

"  When  yon  think  of  it,"  I  said,  "  really  think  of  it,  you  know, 
how  wonderful  it  ia  !  " 

"  Brentwood,"  said  the  Mt^ar,  "  faas  calculated  by  his  matbe- 
matios  that  the  progresa  of  the  species  is  forty-seven,  decimal 
eight,  more  rapid  than  it  was  thirty-five  years  ago." 

"  So  I  fihonld  be  prepared  to  beUeve,"  I  said ;  "  where  will  it  oil 
end?  Will  it  bo  a  grand  nniversal  republic,  think  you,  in  which 
war  ia  unknown,  and  imiversal  prosperity  has  banished  crime  ?  I 
may  be  too  sangnino,  but  such  b  state  of  things  is  possible.  This 
is  B  sight  which  makes  a  man  look  far  info  the  future," 

"Prosperity,"  said  the  Major,  "has  cot  done  much  towards 
abolishing  crime  in  this  town,  at  all  events ;  and  it  would  not  taks 
mnoh  to  Bend  all  this  back  into  its  primeval  atale." 

"  How  BO,  Major  ?  "  said  I ;   "  I  see  here  the  cradle  of  a  I 
an'l  mighty  empire." 

"  Two  rattling  good  thumps  of  an  earthquake,"  said  the  J(  _  , 
"  woold  pitch  Mellwume  into  the  middle  of  Port  Phillip,  and  boiy 
all  the  gold  far  beyond  the  reach  even  of  the  Bollarat  deep-sinkers. 
The  world  ia  Tery,very  yonng,  my  dear  Hamlyn.  Come  down  aad 
dine  with  me  at  the  club." 


CHAPTER    XXVI. 


Caftau'  Brentwood  went  back  to  Garoopna  next  morning ;  but 
Frank  Maberly  kept  to  his  resolation  of  going  over  to  see  Mary  ; 
and,  soon  after  breakfast,  they  ware  all  equipped  ready  to  accom- 
pany him,  standing  in  fi-ont  of  the  door,  waiting  for  the  horses. 
Frank  waa  remarking  how  handsome  Mrs.  Buckley  looked  in  her 
hat  and  habit,  when  she  turned  and  said  to  him, — 

My  dear  Dean,  I  sapposa  you  never  jump  over  five-barred 
s  now-a-days  ?    Do  yon  rentember  how  yon  nsed  to  come  over 
the  white  gate  at  the  Vicarage  ?     I  suppose  yon  are  getting  too 
dignified  for  any  such  thing  ?  " 
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There  was  a  throe-railed  fence  dividing  the  lower  end  of  the 
yard  from  the  paddock.  He  rammed  his  Imt  on  tight,  and  took  it 
flying,  with  bis  black  coat-tails  fluttering  hke  wings ;  and,  coming 
l»ck  laughing,  said, — 

"  There's  a  bit  of  the  old  Adam  for  you,  Ure,  Buckley ! 
careful  how  you  defy  me  again." 

The  Bnn  was  bright  overhead,  and  tlie  Intid  in  its  fall  wii  _ 
verdure,  as  they  rode  alouj^  the  banks  of  the  creek  that  led  to 
Toonarbin.  Frank  Muberly  was  as  hmnoroos  as  ever,  and  many  a 
meny  laugh  went  ringing  throngli  tbe  woodland  solitudes,  sending 
the  watchman  cockatoo  screaming  aloft  to  alarm  the  flock,  or 
startling  the  hriUiant  thick-clustered  lories  (richest  coloured  of  all 
pajTots  in  the  world),  as  they  hung  chattering  on  some  silvei-Ieaved 
acacia,  bending  with  their  weight  the  fragile  houghs  down  towards 
the  clear  still  water,  lighting  up  the  dark  pool  with  strange,  bright 
reflecliona  of  crimson  and  blue  ;  startlini;,  loo,  the  feeding  doe- 
kangaroo,  who  skipped  slowly  away,  followed  by  her  young  one — 
BO  slowly  that  the  watching  truvellera  eiptictL'd  her  to  stop  each 
moment,  and  could  scarcely  believe  she  was  in  full  flight  till  she 
topped  a  low  ridge  and  disappeared. 

•'  That  ia  a  strange  sight  to  a  European,  Mrs.  Butkley,"  said 
Fraiik ;  "  a  real  wild  animaL  It  seems  bo  strange  to  me,  now,  to 
think  that  I  could  go  and  shoot  that  beast,  and  account  lo  no  man 
for  it.  That  ia,  you  know,  supposing  I  had  a  gun,  and  powder  and 
ebot,  and,  also,  that  the  kangaroo  would  be  fool  enough  to  wait  till 
I  was  near  enough ;  which,  you  see,  is  pre-supposing  a  great  deal. 
Ars  they  easily  approached  ?  " 

"  Easily  enough,  on  horseback,"  said  Sam,  "  but  very  difficult 
to  come  near  on  foot,  which  is  also  tbe  case  with  alt  wild  animals 
and  birds  worth  shooting  in  this  country.  A  footman,*  you  see, 
they  all  mistake  for  their  hereditary  enemy,  the  hlaokfellow  ;  hot, 
as  yet,  they  have  not  como  to  distinguish  a  man  on  horseback  from 
a  fourlboled  beast.  And  this  seems  to  show  that  animals  have  _ 
their  traditions  like  men." 

"  Pray,    Sam,    are  not  these  pretty  beasts,  these  kangaroo 
becoming  cKttnct  ?  " 

"  On  slieop-runs.  very  nearly  so.    Bheep  drive  them  off  directly  iM 
bat  on  cattlQ-mns,  so  far  from  becoming  extinct,  they  are  becom- 
ing 80  numerous  as  to  be  a  nuisance  ;  consuming  a  most  valoabla 
quantity  of  gross." 

*  Let  not  Cbariei  or  Jeomea  Biippoaa  that  Ihey  or  their  brethren 
of  the  plush  are  here  Bpoken  of.  Conld  the;  be  miilaksn  tor  black- 
ftUou-if  No;  the  word  footman  maiely  mean*  one  who  t,at»  afoot 
Inalead  ol  >i>lin£. 
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' '  How  caa  yan  account  for  that  ?  " 

"Very  ea^y,"  said  Sam;  "  tbeir  enemies  are  aS  remoTed. 
The  eettlero  have  poisoned,  in  well-setUed  diatricte,  the  native 
dogs  and  eagle-banks,  whicb  formerly  kept  down  tbeir  nonibers. 
The  blacks  prefer  the  beef  of  the  settlers  to  bad  and  banl-«anied 
kangaroo  venieon ;  and,  lastly,  the  settlers  never  go  afUr  then, 
bat  leave  tbem  to  their  own  inventions.  So  that  the  kanganx)  baa 
better  times  of  it  than  ever." 

"  That  is  rather  coutraty  to  wbat  one  has  heard,  thoagb,"  said 
Frank. 

"Bat  Sam  ia  right.  Dean,"  said  the  Major.  "People  judge 
from  seeing  none  of  them  on  the  plains,  from  which  tbey  have 
been  dnveu  by  the  sheep  :  bat  there  are  as  many  in  the  forest  as 
ever." 

"The  Emu,  now,"  said  Frank,  "  are  tbey  getting  scarce?" 

"  Tbey  will  soon  be  among  the  things  of  the  past,"  said  tbe 
Major;  "and  I  am  sonv  for  it,  for  the; are  a  beaatifal  and  harm- 
less bird." 

"  M^or,"  said  Frank,  "how  many  outlying  hnts  have 
you?" 

"Five,"  said  the  Major.  "Foot  sbepberdB*  hnts,  and  one 
store-keeper's  in  the  range,  whicb  we  call  the  heifer  gtation." 

"You  have  no  church  here,  I  know,"  said  Frank;  "bat  do 
these  men  get  any  sort  of  rehgious  instraction  ?  " 

"None  whatever,"  said  the  Major.  "I  have  service  in  my 
boose  on  Sonday,  bat  I  cannot  ask  them  to  come  to  it,  thoagb 
sometimes  the  stockmen  do  come.  The  shepherds,  you  know,  are 
employed  on  Sunday  as  on  any  other  day.     Sheep  must  oat  I  " 

"Are  any  of  these  men  convicts?  " 

"  All  the  shepbords,"  said  tha  Major.  "  The  stockman  and  his 
assistant  are  free  men,  but  their  hat-keeper  is  bond." 

"  Are  any  of  them  married  ?  " 

"  Two  of  the  shepherds ;  the  rest  single  ;  bat  I  must  tell  yon 
that  on  onr  run  we  keep  np  a  regular  circulation  of  books  among 
tha  bats,  and  my  wife  slJoks  tbem  full  of  rebgioua  tracts,  which  ia 
really  about  all  that  we  can  do  without  a  clergyman." 

"  Do  yon  find  tbey  read  your  tracts,  Mrs.  Buckley  ?  "  asked 
Frank. 

"  No,"  said  Mrs.  Bocklcy,  "with  the  exception,  perhaps,  fl 
'  Black  Giles  the  Poacher,'  whicb  always  comes  borne  very  dM 
Narrative  tracts  they  will  read  when  there  is  nothbg  mora  live  _ 
at  baud  ;  but  such  treatises  as   '  Are  You    Ready  ?  '  and  '  Thai 
Simier's  Friend,'  fall  dead.     One  copy  lasts  for  years." 

"  One  copy  of  cither  of  them,"  said  Frank,  "  would  last  mo 
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some  time.    Tben  these  fellove    Mnjor,  are  entirely 

SUppOBO?" 

"  Well,  I'll  t«ll  yaa,  Dean,"  eaid  tbe  Major,  stopping  ahort, 
"  U'b  about  as  bad  as  l^d  can  be  I  it  can't  be  worse,  air.  If  by 
any  means  yon  conld  make  it  worse,  it  wonld  be  by  sending  auch 
men  roniid  liere  as  the  one  who  was  sent  here  last.  Ho  served  aa 
a  standing  joko  to  the  Lnnda  for  a  jear  or  more  ;  and  1  bcheve  be 
VBS  sinoere  enongb,  too." 

"  I  mast  invade  some  of  these  hnts,  and  see  what  is  to  be  done," 
said  Frank,  "  I  hare  had  a  hard  spell  of  work  in  London  sines 
old  times ;  but  I  have  seen  enougL  already  to  tcU  me  that  tliat 
work  was  not  so  hopeless  as  this  will  be.  I  think,  bowevej-,  that 
there  is  more  chance  hero  than  Among  the  little  farmers  in  the 
settled  districts.  Here,  at  all  events,  I  shan't  have  the  mm-bottie 
eternally  standing  between  me  and  my  man.  What  a  glorious, 
independent,  happy  set  of  men  are  those  sud  small  freeholders, 
Major  !  What  n  happy  oichange  an  English  peasant  makes  when 
he  leaves  an  old,  well-ordered  society,  the  ordinances  of  religion, 
the  various  give-and-take  relations  between  rank  and  rank,  which 
make  up  the  sum  of  Enghsh  life,  for  independence,  godlessness, 
and  [■naa  I  He  gains,  say  you  I  Yes,  he  gains  meat  for  his 
dinner  every  day,  and  voiid  tout !  Contrast  an  English  workhonee 
schoolboy — I  take  the  lowest  claBs  for  example,  a  class  which 
should  not  exist — with  a  emaU  farmer's  son  in  one  of  the  settled 
districts.  Which  will  make  the  moat  nsefiil  citizen  ?  Give  me 
the  workhouse  lad  I  " 

"  Oh,  but  you  are  over-stating  tbe  case,  you  know.  Dean,"  said 
the  M^or,  "  Yon  moat  have  a  class  of  small  farmers  I  Wherever 
the  land  is  fit  for  cultivation  it  must  bo  sold  to  agricoltarista  ;  or, 
otherwise,  in  case  of  a  war,  we  shall  be  dependent  on  Europe  and 
America  for  the  bread  wo  eat.  I  know  some  excellent  and  exem- 
plary men  who  are  farmers,  I  assure  you." 

"  Of  coarse  !  of  course  1  "  said  Frank.  "  I  did  not  mean  quite 
all  I  said  :  but  I  am  angry  and  disappointed.  I  pictured  to  my- 
self the  labourer,  English,  Scotch,  or  Irish — a  man  whom  I  know, 
and  have  bred  with  and  worked  for  some  years,  emigrating,  and, 
after  a  few  years  of  honest  toil,  which,  compared  to  his  old  bard  g 
drudgery,  was  child's-play,  saving  money  enough  to  buy  a  t 
I  pictured  to  myself  this  man  accnmnlating  wealth,  happy,  honest,  I 
godly,  bringing  up  a  family  of  brave  Ik^s  and  good  girls,  in  ti^ 
country  where,  theoretically,  the  temptations  to  crime  are  all  but 
removed :  this  is  what  I  imaged.  I  come  ont  hero,  and  what 
do  I  find  ?  My  friend  tho  labourer  haa  got  his  farm,  and  is  proa- 
pering,  after  a,  sort.    Ho  has  turned  to  be  a  dnmken,  godless,  im-  _ 
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pudtint  fellow,  and  bis  wife  little  better  than  himself;  bis  danght 
dovHy  hussies;  bis  sons  lanky,  lean,  paaty-foced,  bl&sphemiiig 
blackguards,  dnnkiug  mm  before  breakl^,  and  living  by  cheating 
one  anotber  oqL  of  hoTBea.     Con  yon  deny  this  pictnre  ?  " 

"Yea,"  said  tbe  Migor,  "I  can  disprove  it  by  many  happy 
instanceB,  and  yet,  to  say  the  tmtb,  it  is  fearfuU;  true  tn  as  many 
more.  There  ia  no  social  inflaeace  in  tbe  settled  districts ;  there 
BIB  too  many  men  without  masters.     Lot  ns  wait  and  hope." 

"This  is  not  to  the  purpose  at  present,  thongh,"  said  Mrs. 
Buckley.  "  See  what  you  can  do  for  ns  in  the  bnsb,  my  dear 
Bean.    You  have  a  very  hopeless  task  before  yon,  I  fear." 

"  The  more  hopeless,  the  greater  glory,  madam,"  said  Frank, 
taking  aS  his  hat  and  waving  it.     C^ed,  Chosen,  and  Faith' 
"  There  ia  a  beantifd  boose  I  " 

"That  is  Toonarbin,"  said    tbe  M^jor;  ".and   there's   '. 
Hawker  m  the  verandah." 

'*  Let  ns  see,"  said  Mrs.  Buckley,  "  if  she  will  know  him.  V 
she  does  not  recognise  him,  let  no  one  speak  before  me." 

When  they  had  ridden  up  and  dismounted,  Mrs.  Buckley  pre- 
sented Frank.  "My  dear,"  said  she,  "tbe  Dean  ia  honouring 
us  by  stayiug  at  Baroona  for  a  week,  and  proposes  to  \mt  round 
at  tho  various  stations.  To-morrow  we  go  to  the  Mayfords,  and 
next  day  to  Garoopna." 

Mary  bowed  respectfully  to  Frank,  and  said,  "  that  she  felt 
highly  honoured,"  and  so  forth.  "My  partner  is  gone  on  a 
journey,  and  my  son  is  away  on  the  run,  or  Uiey  would  have  joined 
with  me  in  bidding  you  welcome,  air." 

Frank  would  have  been  highly  honoured  at  making  tboir 
acquaintance. 

Mary  started,  and  looked  at  liim  again.     "  Mr.  Maberly  I  Ui. 
Miiberly  t  "  she  said,  "  your  face  is  changed,  but  your  voice  ia  a 
changeable.     You  are  discovered,  sir  I  " 

"  And  are  you  glad  to  see  me  ?  " 

"  No  I  "  said  Mary,  plainly. 

"  Now,"  said  Mrs.  Buckley  to  herself,  "  she  is  going  U)  give  i 
one  of  her  tantrums.  I  wlsb  she  would  behave  like  a  roa»ma] 
being.  She  is  always  bent  on  maJdng  a  scene  ;  "  but  she  kept  tl 
to  herself,  and  only  said  aloud  :  "  Mary,  my  dear ;  Mary  I 

"I  am  sorry  to  hear  you  say  so,  Mis.  Hawker,"  eiud  Frank: 
"  hot  it  is  just  and  natural." 

"  Natural,"  said  Mary,  "  and  just.  You  are  connected  in  my 
mind  with  the  most  unhappy  and  most  degraded  peiiod  of  my  life. 
Can  you  6i:p«ct  that  I  should  be  glad  to  see  you  7  You  were  kind 
to  me  then,  as  is  your  nature  to  be,  kind  and  good  above  all  men 
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whom  I  know.  I  thought  of  yon  alwajawitli  love  and  admiration, 
es  one  whom  I  deeply  hononred,  but  woald  not  care  to  look  opon 
again.  As  the  one  of  all  whom  1  would  have  forget  me  in  my  dia- 
grsce.  And  now,  to-day  of  all  days,  just  when  I  have  fonnd  the 
father's  viues  confirmed  in  the  son,  you  come  before  me,  ss  if  from 
the  bowels  of  the  earth,  to  remind  me  of  what  I  hab," 

Mrs.  Buckley  was  very  much  shocked  and  provoked  hy  thiB.bnt 
held  her  tongue  magnanimously.  And  what  do  you  think,  my  dear 
render,  was  the  cause  of  all  this  hysteric  tragic  nonBense  on  the 
part  of  Mary  ?  Simply  this.  The  poor  soul  had  been  put  out  of 
temper.  Her  son  Charles,  as  I  mentioned  before,  had  had  a 
scandalous  liaigon  with  one  l^Ieg  Macdonald,  daughter  of  one  of 
the  Donovans'  (now  Brentwood's)  shepherds.  That  morning,  this 
brazen  hnss>',  aa  Maiy  very  properly  called  her,  had  come  coolly  up 
to  tie  station  and  asked  for  Charles.  And  on  Mary's  shaking  her 
fist  at  her,  and  bidding  her  be  gone,  she  had  then  and  there  rated 
poor  Mary  in  the  beet  of  Gaelic  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour ;  and 
Mary,  instead  of  venting  her  anger  on  the  proper  people,  had 
taken  hor  old  plan  of  m^ing  herself  disagreeable  to  those  who  had 
nothing  lo  do  with  it,  which  naturally  made  Mrs.  Buckley  very 
angry,  and  even  ruflled  the  placid  ME^or  a  httle,  so  that  he  was 
not  Gori'y  when  he  saw  in  bis  wife's  fiace,  from  the  expression  he 
knew  so  well,  that  Maiy  was  going  to  "  catoh  it." 

"  I  wish,  Mary  Hawker,"  said  Mrs.  Buckley,  "  that  you  would 
remember  that  the  Dean  is  our  guest,  and  that  on  our  account 
alone  there  is  duo  to  him  some  better  welcome  than  wbat  yon  have 
given  him." 

"  Now,  you  are  angry  with  me  for  speaking  truth  too  abmptly," 
eaid  Mary,  crying. 

"Well,  lam  angry  with  you,"  said  Mrs.  Buckley.  "If  that 
was  Uie  truth,  yon  should  not  have  spoken  it  now.  You  have  no 
right  to  receive  an  old  friend  like  this/' 

"  You  are  very  nnkind  to  me,"  said  Mary.  "  Just  when  after 
so  many  yeatu'  peace  and  quietness  my  troables  are  begioning 
again,  you  are  all  taming  against  mo."  And  bo  she  laid  down 
her  head  and  wept. 

"  Dear  Mrs.  Hawker,"  said  Frank,  coming  up  and  taking  ber 
band,  "  if  you  are  in  trouble,  I  know  well  that  my  visit  is  well 
timed,  where  trouble  and  sorrow  are,  there  is  my  place,  there 
lies  my  work.  In  prosperity  my  friends  sometimes  forget  me,  but 
my  hope  and  prayer  is,  that  when  affliction  and  dtsaater  come,  I 
may  be  with  them.  You  do  not  want  me  now ;  but  when  yon  do, 
Ood  grant  I  may  he  with  you  I     Remember  my  worde." 

Bbe  refflemb^^  them  well. 
H.  Id 
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Frazik  made  an  bioubo  to    go  out,  aai  Mary,  crying  I 
want  into  her  bedroom.     Wlien  alia  waa  gone,  the  M^or,  who  h 
been  standing  by  the  window,  said, — 

"  My  doar  wile,  that  boy  oC  bors  is  aggraraiing  her.  Don't  ho 
too  bard  upon  her." 

"  My  dear  busband,"  auid  Mrs.  Backley,  "  I  have  no  patienoe 
with  her,  to  welcome  an  old  Iriond,  whom  she  has  not  seen  for 
nearly  twenty  years,  in  that  manner  I     It  is  too  provoking." 

"Yon  aee,  my  love,"  said  the  Mtyor,  "that  her  nerves  have 
been  very  much  shaken  by  misfortune,  and  at  timea  she  ts  really 
not  herself." 

"And  I  tell  yon  what,  mothor  dear,"  aaid  Sam,  "Charles 
Hawker  is  going  on  very  badly.  I  tell  you,  in  the  strictest  coa- 
fidence,  mind,  that  be  has  not  behaved  in  a  very  gentlemanlike 
way  in  one  particular,  and  if  be  waa  any  one  elso  but  who  be  is,  I 
should  have  very  httle  to  say  to  lilm." 

"  Well,  my  dear  husband  and  son,"  said  Mrs.  Buckley,  "  I  will 
go  in  aud  make  the  amende  Ut  her.     Sam,  go  and  see  aSar  tbo 

Sam  went  oat,  and  saw  Frank  across  the  yard  playing  witii  tha 
dogs.  He  was  going  towards  him,  when  a  man  entering  the  yard 
suddenly  came  up  and  spoke  to  him. 

It  was  WiUiam  Lee— grown  older,  and  less  wild-looking,  aince 
we  saw  him  first  at  midnight  on  Dartmoor,  but  a  etiiking  person 
still.  His  hair  bad  become  grizzled,  but  that  was  tJie  only  sign 
of  age  he  showed.  There  was  stall  tbo  same  vigour  of  motion, 
the  same  eipression  of  enormoas  strongth  about  him  as  formorly ; 
the  principal  change  was  in  hia  face.  Eighteen  years  of  honest 
work,  among  people  who  in  time,  Ending  his  real  value,  bad  got  to 
treat  him  more  as  a  friend  than  a  servant,  had  softened  the  old 
eipreasion  of  reckless  ferocity  bto  one  of  good-humoured  indepen- 
dence. And  Tom  Troubridge,  no  careless  observer  of  men,  bad 
said  once  to  Mc^or  Buckley,  that  he  thought  bis  face  grew  each 
year  more  Uke  what  it  must  have  been  when  a  boy.  A  bold  flight 
of  fancy  for  Tom,  but,  like  all  else  he  said,  true. 

Sucli  was  WiUiam  Lee,  as  be  stopped  Sam  in  the  yard,  and, 
with  a  bold,  honest  look  of  admiration,  B^d, — 

"  It  makes  me  feel  young  to  look  at  you,  Mr.  Buckley.  Yoa 
are  a  great  stranger  here  lately.  Some  young  lady  to  mn  afl^r*  I 
suppose  ?     Well,  never  mind  ;  I  hope  it  ain't  Miss  Blake." 

"  A  man  may  not  many  his  graadmotber,  Lee,"  satd  Sam, 
laughing. 

"  True  for  you,  sir,"  said  Lee.  "  That  was  wrota  up  in  Dram* 
eton  church,  I  mind,  and  some  other  things  alongside  of  it,  which 
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I  oonld  say  iy  heart  once  on  a  time — all  on  black  boards,  with 
yellow  letters.  And  also,  I  remember  a  spick  and  span  new  board, 
about  how  Anlhon;  Hamljn  (that's  Mr.  Geaffry  Eamlyn's  father) 
'  repaired  and  beaatlfied  this  chnrch  ; '  which  meant  that  he  bailt 
a  handsome  now  pow  for  himself  in  the  chancel.  Lord,  I  think  I 
see  him  asleep  in  it  now.  But  never  mind  that — I've  kept  a  pup 
of  Flj's  for  you,  air,  and  got  it  through  the  distemper.  Fly's  pnp^ 
by  Bollicker,  you  know." 

"  Oh,  thank  yon,"  said  Sum.     "  I  am  really  much  oblige 
you.    But  you  must  let  mo  know  the  prico,  ;on  know,  Lee. 
dog  ehould  be  a  good  one." 

"  Well,  Mr.  Buckley,"  said  L&e,  "I  have  been  cosseting  this, 
littie  beast  ap  in  the  hopes  you'd  accept  it  as  a  present.  And 
then,  says  I  to  myself,  when  he  takes  a  new  chum  out  to  see  soma 
spoit,  and  the  dog  pulls  down  a  fljing  doe,  and  the  dost  goes  np 
like  emoke,  and  the  dead  sticks  «ome  flying  about  bis  ears,  ho 
will  say  to  his  friends,  '  That's  th«  dog  Leo  gave  me.  Where's 
his  equal  ?  '  So  don't  be  too  prood  to  take  a  present  from  an  old 
friend." 

"  Not  I,  indeed,  Leo,"  said  Sam.  "  I  thank  yon  most 
heartily." 

"  Who  L8  this  long  gent  m  Uaek,  sir  ?  "  B&id  Le«,  looking  to- 
wards Prank,  who  was  standing  and  talking  with  the  M^'or. 
parson,  I  reckon." 

"  The  Dean  of  B "  answered  Sam. 

"  Ah  t  so," — said  Lee,—"  come  to  give  us  some  good  advice  ^ 
Well,  we  want  it  bod  enough,  I  hope  some  on  ns  may  fbUer  it. 
Seems  a  man,  too,  and  not  a  monkey." 

"  My  father  says,"  said  Sam,  "  that  ho  was  formerly  one  of  the 
beat  boxers  he  ever  saw." 

Any  farther  discussion  of  Frank's  physical  powers  was  cnt  abort 
by  bis  coming  up  to  Sam  and  saying, — 

"  I  was  thinking  of  riding  out  to  one  of  the  ontlying  huts,  to 
haTO  a  litUe  conversation  with  the  men.  Will  you  come  with 
me?" 

"If  yon  wlU  allow  me,  I  shall  be  deUghl«d  beyond  all 
measnrv." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Lee,  "  bat  I  nnderstood  yon  to 
say  that  you  wore  goii^  to  one  of  our  huts  to  give  the  men  a  dis- 
course. Would  you  let  me  take  you  out  to  one  of  tham  ?  I'd 
lik«  Well  to  hear  <^at  you'd  got  to  say  myself,  sir,  and  I  promise 
you  the  lads  I'll  show  yoa  want  good  advice  as  wcU  as  any." 

"  Yon  will  do  me  infinite  service,"  said  Frank.  "  Bam,  if  yon 
will  excuse  me,  let  me  ask  you  to  stay  behind.    I  have  a  &uioy  lor 
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going  Dp  alone,     Let  me  take  these  men  in  the  rough,  and 
what  I  can  do  onaEsist^d." 

"  You  will  be  apt  to  find  them  uncivil,  air,"  esid  Sam.  "lua 
known,  and  m?  preaenoe  woold  ensure  yon  outward  respect  al  all 
events. " 

"  Juat  what  I  thought,"  said  Frank.  "  But  I  want  to  see  what 
I  can  do  alone  and  unaasiated.  No  ;  etay,  and  let  me  stonn  the 
place  single-handed." 

So  Lee  and  he  started  toward  the  racgea,  riding  side  by  aide. 

"  Yon  will  find,  air,"  eaid  Lee,  "  that  these  man,  in  this  here 
hut,  are  a  rongher  lot  than  you  think  for.  Very  tike  theyll  he 
cheeky.  I  would  almoat  have  wished  you'd  a'  let  Mr.  Bnckley 
oomo.  Hd'a  a  ravonrit^  round  here,  you  see,  and  you'd  have  gone 
in  aa  his  &iend." 

"  You  see,"  aaid  Frank,  turning  confidentially  to  Lee,  "  I  am 
not  an  ordinary  paraon.  I  am  above  the  others.  And  what  I 
want  is  not  so  much  to  see  what.  I  can  do  myself,  but  what  sort  of 
a  reception  any  parson  oomiug  hap-hazard  among  these  men  will 
get.  That  is  why  I  left  Mr.  Backley  behind.  Do  you  ondorstand 
me?" 

"  I  understand  yon,  air,"  said  Lee.     "  But  I'm  afear'd. 

'■  What  are  yon  afraid  of?  "  aaid  Frank,  laughing. 

"  Why,  if  you'll  excuse  me,  sir,  that  you'll  only  get  lauglnd 
Qt."  -^ 

"  That  all  I  "  aaid  Frank.    "  Laughter  breaka  nobonea. 
ore  these  men  that  we  are  going  to  see  ?  " 

"Why,  one,"  said  Lee,  "  ia  oyoimg  Jimmy  (Ibegyoor^ 
eir,  an  emigrant),  the  other  two  are  old  prisoners.  Now  see  here. 
These  prisonera  hate  the  sight  of  a  paraon  above  all  mortal  men. 
And,  for  why  ?  Because,  when  they're  in  prison,  all  their  indol- 
gencea,  and  half  their  hopes  of  liberty  depend  on  how  far  they  can 
manage  to  humbug  the  chaplain  with  falae  piety.*  And  so,  when 
they  are  fi*ee  again,  they  hate  Hjiri  worse  than  any  man.  I  am  an 
old  prisoner  myself,  and  I  know  it." 

"  Have  you  been  a  prisoner,  then  ?  "  aaid  Frank,  eurprised. 

"  I  was  transported,  air,  for  poaching." 

"That  all!"  aaid  Frank.  "Then  you  were  the  victim  of  a 
villainous  old  law.  Do  you  know,"  be  added,  laughing,  "  that  I 
rather  believe  I  have  earned  tranaportation  myaelf?  I  have  a 
horrible  schoolboy  recollection  of  a  hare  who  would  squeak  in  my 
pocket,  and  of  a  keeper  passing  within  ten  yards  of  where  I  lajr 
hidden.     If  that  is  all,  give  me  your  band." 

*  It  iuqbI  bercmembercdthat  Lce'tptiaonexperieaoes 
■satrant  ISll.— H.  E. 
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Lee  shook  his  bead.  "  That  is  what  I  wu  sent  out  for,"  said 
he,  "bnt  since  then  there  btg  precious  few  viUainicB  I  hsTe  not 
committed.     Yoa  hadn't  onght  to  iihako  hauda  nith  mo,  fiir." 

Frank  laid  his  hand  kindly  on  his  shonlder.  "  I  ani  not  a 
jndge,"  he  said.  "  I  am  a  priest.  We  most  talk  together  again. 
Now,  ve  have  no  time,  for,  if  I  mistake  not,  there  is  our  destination." 

They  had  been  riding  through  splendid  open  forest,  growing 
denser  as  the;  approached  the  ranges .  They  had  followed  a  creek 
oil  the  way,  or  nearly  so,  aod  now  ctune  somewhat  suddenly  on  a 
large  reedy  waterhole,  walled  on  all  sides  by  dense  stn'ngy-bark 
timber,  thickly  undergrown  with  scmb.*  Behind  them  opened  a 
long  TJsta  formed  by  the  gully,  through  which  they  had  been 
approaching,  down  which  the  black  "bnmt  stems  of  the  stringy- 
bark  were  agreeably  relieved  by  the  white  stems  of  the  red  and 
bine  gam,  growing  in  the  molster  onrl  more  open  space  near  the 
creek. t  In  front  of  them  was  a  slab  hut  of  rich  mahogany  colour, 
by  no  means  on  unpteosing  object  among  the  dull  unbroken  green 
of  the  forest.  In  front  of  it  was  a  trodden  space  Uttered  with  the 
chips  of  firewood.  A  pile  of  the  lost  article  lay  a  few  yards  in 
front  of  the  door.  And  against  the  walls  of  the  tenement  was  a 
long  bench,  on  which  stood  a  calabash,  with  a  lump  of  soap  and  a 
coarse  towel ;  a  camp  oven,  and  a  pair  of  black-top  boots,  and 
undemaath  which  lay  a  noble  cattle  dog,  who,  as  soon  as  be  saw 
them,  burst  out  into  fnrions  barking,  and  prepared  to  give  battle. 

"  Will  you  take  my  horse  for  me,"  said  Frank  to  Lee,  "  while 
I  go  inside?  " 

"  Certainly,  sir,"  said  Lee.     "  But  mind  the  dog." 

Frank  laughed  and  jumped  oil".  The  dog  was  unprepared  for 
this.  It  was  irregular.  The  proper  and  usaal  mode  of  proceed- 
ing would  have  been  for  the  stranger  to  have  stayed  on  horsebackj 
and  (or  him  (the  dog)  to  have  barked  himself  hoarse,  till  some  one 
came  out  of  Uie  but  and  pacified  him  by  throwing  billets  of  wood 
at  him ;  no  conversation  posKible  till  his  borkisg  was  turned  into 
mourning.  He  was  not  up  to  the  emergency.  He  had  never  seen 
a  man  clothed  in  black  from  head  to  foot  before.  He  probably 
thought  it  was  the  D — 1.  His  sense  of  duty  not  being  strong 
enough  to  ontweigfa  considerations  of  personal  safety,  he  fled  roimd 
the  house,  and  being  nndecided  whetJier  to  bark  or  to  howl,  did 
both,  while  Frank  opened  the  door  and  went  in. 


*  Bemh. — I  have  ueed,  aDd  Khali  i; 
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:phuttttlon  is  due  to  the  English  reader,    t  did  give  do  belter  definitioa 
It  than  b;  aa;lng  that  il  meaDs  "  Bhrubl>erT." 

t  CrMfc.— The  English  reader  miui  iinileriiaad  that  a  creek  mean*  a 
'  walei'holes,  nnconneoted  for  cine  tnonlhsin  the  rear. 
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The  hut  vraa  like  moat  other  bnsh  hots,  consisting  of  one  n 
Tided  apartment,  formed  of  split  logs,  called  slabs,  set  apii^ht  in 
the  ground.  The  roof  was  of  bark,  and  the  wholo  interior  was 
etoinod  by  the  smoke  mto  a  rich  dark  brown,  such  as  Teniera  or 
OUT  own  beloved  Cattennole  nonld  delight  in.  Yon  entered  bj  a 
door  in  one  of  the  long  sides,  and  saw  that  the  whole  of  the  end 
on  yoor  ngbt  was  taken  up  b;  n  large  fireplace,  on  which  blazed  a 
pile  of  timber.  Round  the  walls  were  four  bed  places,  like  the 
bonks  on  board  ship,  each  filled  with  a  heap  of  fromy  blankets, 
and  in  the  centre  etood  a  rongh  table,  surrounded  by  logs  of  wood, 
sawed  square  off,  which  serred  fur  seats. 

The  living  occupants  of  the  hut  were  scarcely  less  rude  than 
the  hut  itself.  One  of  the  bed  places  was  occupied  by  a  sleepy, 
black-haired,  not  bad-looking  young  fellow,  clad  in  greasy  red 
ehirt,  greasy  breeches  and  boots,  end  whose  ahabby  plated  epors 
were  tai^led  in  the  dirty  blankets.  He  was  lying  on  his  back, 
pkyit^  with  a  beautiful  little  parrot.  Opposite  him,  sitting  up  in 
bis  bunk,  was  another  young  fellow,  with  a  siogolarly  coarse,  T^nX- 
aivo  countenance,  long  yellow  hair,  half-way  down  his  back,  clothed 
like  the  otbei  in  greasy  breeches.  This  last  one  was  puffing  at  a 
short  black  pipe,  in  an  affected  way,  ntakiug  far  more  noise  than 
was  necessary  in  that  operation,  and  seemed  to  be  thinking  of 
something  iuBolont  to  eay  to  the  List  speaker,  whoever  he  may  have 
been. 

Another  man  was  sitting  on  the  end  of  the  bench  before  the  fire, 
with  his  legs  stretched  out  before  it.  At  the  first  glance  Frank 
saw  that  this  was  a  superior  person  to  the  others.  He  was 
dressed  like  the  others  in  black-top  boots,  but,  unlike  the  others, 
he  was  clean  and  neat.  In  fact  the  whole  man  was  clean  and 
neat,  and  had  a  clean-shaved  face,  and  looked  respectable,  as  far 
as  outward  appearances  were  concerned.  The  fourth  man  was  the 
hut-keeper,  a  wicked-looking  old  villain,  who  was  baking  bread. 

Frank  looked  at  the  sleepy  yonng  man  witli  the  parrot,  and  said 
to  himself,  "There's  a  bad  cose."  He  looked  at  the  flash, 
yellow-haired  young  snobtvho  vna  smoking,  and  said,  "  There's  a 
worse."  He  looked  at  the  viUainous  grey-headed  old  hiit-kecper, 
and  said,  "There's  a  hopeless  case  altogether."  But  when  he 
looked  at  tlie  neatly  dressed  man,  who  sat  in  front  of  the  fine,  he 
said,  "  That  seems  a  more  likely  person.  There  is  some  sense  cf 
order  in  him,  at  all  events.     See  what  I  can  do  with  him." 

Ha  stood  with  his  towering  tall  black  figure  in  the  doorway. 
The  sleepy  yonug  man  with  the  Hack  hair  sat  up  ar.d  looked  at  him 
in  wonder,  while  bis  parrot  whistled  and  chatt«rcd  loudly.  The 
ycllow-hured  young  man  looked  round  to  see  if  he  oouU  gA  Out 
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rothoTB  to  join  him  in  &  laugh.  Tho  hut-keeper  eaid,  "  Oh,  h — !  " 
and  Attended  once  more  to  the  cooking ;  bat  the  neat-looking  man 
nae  op,  ftnd  gave  Frank  coart«oQHly  "  Good  day." 

"  I  am  a  cJerg^rman,"  said  Frank,  "  come  to  pay  yon  a  visit,  if 
yon  will  allow  ma," 

Btack-hair  looks  as  if  aBtonishmont  wore  a  oew  gensation  to 
him,  and  he  wus  determined  to  hnve  tljo  moBt  of  it.  Meanwhile, 
little  parrot  taking  advantage  of  his  absence  of  mind,  clambers  np 
hiB  breaat  and  nips  off  a  ehirt-buttoQ,  Ttliieh  he  holds  in  his  claw, 
pretending  it  ie  immensely  good  to  aat.  Hut-keeper  clatters  pots 
aod  pans,  wlulo  Yellow-hair  lies  down  whistling  insolently.  These 
last  two  seemed  inclined  to  constitute  themselves  his  Altyeety'D  Op- 
position in  the  present  matter,  while  Black-hiur  and  the  neat  man 
are  evtdontly  inclined  towards  Frank.  There  lay  a  boot  in  front 
of  the  fire,  which  tlie  neat  man,  without  warning,  seized  and  hurled 
at  Yellow-hair,  with  such  skill  and  precision  that  the  young  fellow 
started  upright  in  bed  and  demanded,  with  many  verbs  and  a^jcc- 
^^^  tives,  what  be  meant  by  that  ? 

^^L  "  I'll  teach  you  to  whistle  when  a  gentleman  comes  into  the  hut 
^^^^— you  PoBsnmgntg  I  Lie  down  now,  will  you  ?  " 
^^■^  Yellow-hair  lay  down,  and  there  was  no  more  trouble  with  him. 
^^■Bnt-keeper,  too,  seeing  how  mailers  were  going,  left  off  clattering 
^^^EiB  pots,  and  Frank  was  master  of  the  field. 
^^^B  "  Very  glad  to  see  you,  sir,"  eays  the  neat  man ;  "  very 
^^HMdom  we  get  a  visit  &om  a  gentleman  in  a  black  coat,  I  assme 
jroo." 

Frank  shook  hands  with  him  and  thanked  him,  and  then,  turning 
suddenly  upon  Black-hair,  who  was  sitting  with  his  bird  on  his 
knee,  one  leg  out  of  bis  bunk,  and  his  great  black  vacant  eyes 
fixed  on  Primk,  said, — 

"  What  an  eiceedlngly  beautiful  bird  you  have  got  there  !  Pmy, 
what  do  yon  call  it  ?  " 

Now  it  so  happened  that  Black. hair  had  been  vacantly  wonder- 
ing to  himself  whether  Frank's  black  coat  would  meet  across  his 
stomach,  or  whether  the  lower  buttons  and  hnttosholes  wore 
"  dummies,"  80  that  iTben  Frank  turned  suddenly  upon  him  he 
was,  as  it  were,  caught  in  the  fact,  and  could  only  reply  in  a  guilty 
whisper,  "  Moimtain  blue." 

"  Will  ha  talk  ?  "  asked  Frank.  , 

"  Whistle,"  says  Black-hair,  still  in  a  whisper,  and  then,  clear- 
ing his  throat  continued,  in  bis  nataral  tone,  "  Whistle  beantifnl. 
Black  fellows  get  'em  young  out  of  the  dead  trees.    I'll  give  you 
this  one  if  you're  a  mind." 
■^^  IVuik  oonldn't  thiak  of  it ;   bat  could  Black-hair  get  him  a 
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young  cockatoo,  and  leave  it  with  Mr.  Bud  Backley  for  t 
misaioQ  ? — noold  be  exceedingly  obliged. 

Yes,  Black-hair  could.  Thinha,  too,  what  a  pleasant  aort  of 
chap  this  parsoo  waa.     "  Will  get  him  a  cockatoo  certainly." 

Then  Frank  asks,  may  he  read  them  a  hit  ont  of  the  Bible,  and 
Deat  man  says  they  n-lll  be  highly  honoored.  And  Black-h&ir  gets 
out  of  his  bunk  and  sits  listening  m  a  decently  reepectfnl  way. 
Oppoeition  are  by  no  means  won  over.  The  old  hut-keeper  eita 
sulkily  smoking,  and  the  yellow-haired  man  Uea  in  his  bunk  with 
his  back  loworda  them.  Lee  Lad  meanwhile  come  in,  and,  afler 
recognitiona  from  those  inside,  sat  qmetly  down  close  to  the  door. 
Frank  took  for  a  text,  "Senrante,  obey  your  masters,"  and 
preached  them  a  sermon  about  the  rdaUona  of  master  aod 
servant,  homely,  plain,  sensible  and  interesting,  and  had  HUoceeded 
in  swakoning  Uio  whole  attention  and  interest  of  the  three  wh* 
were  listening,  when  the  door  was  opened  and  a  man  looked  in. 

Lee  waa  next  the  door,  and  c^t  his  eyes  upon  the  new  comer. 
No  sooner  had  their  eyes  met  than  ho  uttered  a  loud  oath,  and, 
going  out  with  the  stranger,  shat  the  door  after  him. 

"  What  can  be  the  matter  with  our  Mend,  I  wonder  ?  "  asked 
Prank.     "  He  seems  much  diatorbed." 

The  neat  man  went  to  the  door  and  opened  it.  Lee  and  the 
man  who  bad  opened  the  door  wore  standing  with  their  backs 
towards  them,  talking  oamestlr.  Lee  soon  came  bock  without  a 
word,  and,  having  caught  and  saddled  his  horse,  rode  away  with 
the  atrangor,  who  waa  on  foot.  Ho  was  a  large,  shalbdy-dreesed 
man,  with  black  curly  hair ;  this  was  all  they  could  see  of  him, 
for  bis  hack  was  always  towards  them. 

"  Never  saw  Bill  take  on  like  that  before,"  said  Uie  neat  man. 
"  That's  one  of  his  old  pals,  I  reckon.  He  ain't  very  bnd  of 
meeting  any  of  'em,  you  see,  since  he  has  been  on  Uie  sqaore. 
The  beat  friends  in  prison,  sir,  are  the  worst  friends  out." 

"  Were  you  ever  in  prison,  then  ?  "  said  Frank. 

"  Lord  bless  you  1  "  aaid  the  other,  laughing,  '•  I  was  loggod 
for  forgery." 

"  I  will  moke  yon  another  visit  if  I  can,"  aaid  Frank.  "  I  am 
much  obliged  to  you  for  the  patience  with  which  you  heard  me," 

The  other  ran  out  to  get  bis  home  for  biro,  and  bad  it  saddled 
in  no  time.  "  If  you  will  send  a  parson  round,"  he  said,  when 
Frank  was  mounted,  "  I  will  ensure  him  a  hearing,  and  good  bye. 


"And  God  speed  y 


'  says  Frank.    But,  lo  I  as  be  tumadJi 


. .  Black-hair  the  sleepy-beaded  comes  to  the  hat-dfl 
looking  important,  and  aays,  "  Hi  I  "     Frank  is  glad  of  (his,  j 
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he  tikes  the  stupid- looking  young  fclkw  better  then  be  fancied  be 
wonld  have  done  at  first,  and  sayn  to  bimsolf,  "There's  the 
making  of  a  man  in  that  fnUow,  luiless  I  am  mistaken."  Bo  ho 
turns  politely  to  meet  him,  and,  as  he  comes  towards  him,  remarks 
what  a  fine,  good-homoored  yonng  fellow  be  is.  Blaek-hsir 
alongside,  and,  patting  his  band  oa  the  horse's  neok,  says, 
mjaterionsly— 

"  Would  yon  like  a  native  companion?  "  * 
Too  big  to  carry,  isn't  it  ?  "  says  Frank. 

I'll  tie  his  wmgs  together,  and  send  him  down  on  the  nttioa    ; 
dray,"  eave  Block-hair.     "  You'll  come  round  and  see  ns  again, 
will  yon  ?'' ' 

So  Frank  faros  back  to  Toonarhin,  wondering  wnere  Lee  has 
gone.  But  Black-hair  goes  back  into  the  hut,  and  taking  his 
parrot  from  the  bod-place,  pnts  it  on  bis  shoulder,  and  sits  rubbing 
his  kneee  before  the  fire.  Yellow-bur  and  the  hut-kccper  are  now 
in  load  conversation,  and  the  former  is  asking,  in  a  loud  antbori- 
tative  tone  (the  neat  man  being  outside),  "  whether  a  chap  is  to  he 

bnntedand  badgered  out  of  his  bed  by  a  parcel  of parsons?" 

To  which  Hut-keeper  says,   "  No,   by I     A  man  might  as 

well  be  in  barracks  again."  Yellon-hair,  morally  comforted  and 
BOfitained  by  this  opinion,  is  proceeding  to  say,  that,  for  bis  part, 
B  parson  is  a  useless  sort  of  animal  in  g^eral,  who  gets  bis  living 
by  frightening  old  women,  but  that  this  particular  parson  is  an 
unusually  offensive  specimen,  and  that  there  is  nothing  in  this 
world  that  ha  (Yellow-hair)  would  hke  belter  than  to  have  him  out 
m  front  of  the  house  for  fire  minatee,  and  see  who  was  beet  man, 
— ^when  Black-hair,  usually  a  taciturn,  peaceable  ftllow,  astonishes 
the  pair  by  taming  his  black  eyes  an  the  other,  and  saying,  with 
lowering  eyebrows, — 

"  You  4 d  hnmbug  I     Talk  about  fighting  bim  I    Always 

talk  about  fighting  n  chap  when  he's  out  of  the  way,  when  you 
know  you've  no  more  fight  in  you  than  a  bj'onsowing.  Why,  he'd 
kill  you,  if  you  only  waited  for  him  to  hit  yon  I  And  see  here  :  if 
you  don't  stop  your  jaw  about  him,  you'll  have  to  fight  me,  and 
that's  a  little  more  than  you're  gome  for,  I'm  thinkine." 

This  last  was  told  me  by  the  man  distinguished  above  aa  "  Ike 
neat  man,"  who  was  standing  outsid*,  and  heard  the  whole. 

But  Frank  arrived  in  due  time  at  Toonaibin,  and  found  all  there 
much  as  he  had  left  it,  save  that  Majy  Hawker  had  recovered  her 
serenity,  and  was  standing  expecting  him,  with  Charles  by  her 

'  A  great  eraiie,  common  in  Australin-  A  capital  pet,  though  dingcf. 
on*  amona  children ;  btving  th»t  *trang«  propentit;  commoo  to  all  lb« 
«niiM  ana  herons,  of  aiiacking  (he  eye. 
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aide.     Sam  asked  him,  "  Where  was  Lee  9  "  wjd  Frank,  t . 

more  of  other  things,  said  ho  bad  left  him  at  the  hnl,  not  thinl 
it  wortli  while  to  mention  the  circomatance  of  his  haying  t 
cslled  out— a  circumstance  which  became  of  great 
hereafter  ;  for,  though  we  never  found  oat  for  certain  who  the  man 
was,  we  came  in  the  end  to  have  strong  enspicions. 

However,  as  I  said,  all  clouds  bad  cleared  from  the  Toonarhin 
atmosphere,  and,  after  a  pleasant]  meal,  Frank,  M^jor  and  Mrs. 
Buckley,  Bam,  and  Charles  Hawker,  rode  home  to  Baroona  under 
the  forest  arches,  and  reached  the  house  in  the  gathering  twilight. 

The  boys  were  staying  behiniJ  at  the  stable  as  the  three  eUem 
entered  the  darkened  drawing-room,  A  figure  was  in  one  of  the 
easy  chairs  by  the  fire— 8  figure  which  seemed  famihar  there, 
thoQgh  the  Major  could  not  nLoke  out  who  it  was  until  a  well- 
known  voice  said, — 

"  la  that  you.  Buckley  ?  " 

It  was  the  Doctor.  They  both  welcomed  him  wannly  home, 
and  waited  in  tho  gloom  for  him  to  speak,  but  only  saw  that  he 
hod  bent  down  his  head  over  the  fire, 

"  Are  yon  ill,  Doctor  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Buckley. 

"  Sound  in  wind  and  limb,  my  dear  madam,  but  rather  sad  at 
heart.  We  have  had  some  very  severe  black  fighting,  and  wa 
have  lost  a  kind  old  friend — James  Btockbridge." 

"Is  he  wounded,  then?"  said  Mrs.  Buckley. 

"Dead." 

"Dead!  " 

"  Bpoared  in  the  Bide.  Boiled  off-  his  horse,  and  «  „  .  — 
five  minatoH." 

"  Oh,  poor  James  I  "  cried  Mrs.  Buckley.  "He,  of  all  men  I 
The  man  who  >vas  their  champion.  To  think  that  he,  of  all  Eoeii, 
should  end  in  that  way  I  " 

Oharles  Hawker  rode  home  that  night,  tvod  went  into  the  room 
where  his  mother  was.  She  was  sitting  sewing  by  the  fire,  and 
looked  np  to  welcome  him  home. 

"  Mother,"  ewd  he,  "  there  ia  bad  news  to  teJl.  We  have  lost 
D  good  friend.  James  Stockbridge  is  killed  by  the  blaoka  on  the 
Maoquarria," 

She  answered  not  aword,  but  buried  her  face  in  her  hands,  and 
very  shortly  rose  and  left  tho  room.  When  she  was  alone,  she 
began  moaning  to  herself,  and  saying, — 

"  Some  more  fruit  of  Urn  old  cursed  tree  I  If  he  had  never  m 
me,  he  would  have  died  at  home,  among  bis  old  friends,  in  a  d 
honoured  old  age." 
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^^f  On  a  sTunmer'E  laonimg,  almost  before  the  dow  had  left  the  grass 
on  the  Dorth  siJe  of  the  forest,  or  tho  belated  opoasum  had  gone  tc 
his  nest,  in  fact  jost  as  the  East  was  blazing  with  its  brigLteet  fire, 
Sam  eUrted  off  for  a  pleasant  cantor  througU  the  forest,  to  visit  one 
of  their  ont-slation  huts,  which  lay  away  among  the  ranges,  and 
which  was  called,  from  some  ohi  arrangement,  now  fallen  into  dis- 
nsd,  "  the  heifer  atation." 

There  was  the  but,  seen  saddenly  down  a  beactifol  green  vista 
in  the  forest,  the  chimney  smokiug  cheerily.  "  Wliat  a  pretty 
eouLrsst  of  coLonrs  !  "  says  Sam,  in  a  hnmour  for  enjoying  every- 
thing. "  Dark-brown  but  among  the  greem  shmbs,  and  lloe  smoke 
neing  abore  all ;  prettily,  too,  that  smoke  hangs  about  the  foliage 
this  still  morning,  quite  in  festoons.     There's  Matt  at  the  door  I  " 

A  lean,  long-legged,  clever- looking  fellow,  rathei  nide  at  the 
knees,  with  a  brown  complexion,  and  not  lutpleaeant  eipression  of 
bee,  Btood  before  the  door  plaiting  a  cracker  fer  bis  stockwhip. 
Be  looked  pleased  when  be  saw  Sam,  and  indeed  it  mast  be  a  surly 
Callow  indeed,  who  did  not  greet  Sam's  honest  face  with  a  emile. 
Never  a  dog  bnt  wagged  his  tail  when  he  canght  Sam's  eye. 

"  You're  abroad  early  this  morning,  sir,"  said  the  man ;  "  nothing 
the  matter,  is  there,  sir?  " 

e  that  one  of  Captain  Brentwood's 
e  out  to  tell  you  to  have  an  extra  look 


"  yon  look  uncommonly  eraart," 
I  a  rather  sheepish 


"  Nothing,"  said  Sam,  " 
bnUs  is  miSBLDg,  and  I  cam 
round." 

"  I'll  attend  to  it,  sir." 

"  Hi  1  Matt,"  said  Sant,  ' 

Matt  bent  down  his  head,  and  laughed, 
aort  of  way, 

"  WeU,  yon  see,  sir,  I  was  coming  in  to  the  home  station  to  see 
if  the  M^or  could  spare  me  for  a  few  days." 

"  What,  going  a  courting,  eh  ?    WoU,  I'll  make  that  all  right 
Ibr  yon.     Who  ia  the  lady, — eh  ?  " 

*'  Why,  it's  Elsj  Maodouald,  I  heUeve." 

"  Elsy  Macdonald  t  "  said  Sam. 

"  Ay,  yes,  sir.     I  know  what  you  mean,  but  eho  nin't  liko  her 

;  and  that  was  more  Mt.  Charles  Hawker's  fault  than  her 

;  Elsj  is  good  enough  for  me,  and  I'm  not  very  badly 

t,  mi  begin  to  &ooy  I  would  like  Boae  bettor  sort  of  welcome  in 
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the  svening  than  what  a  cranky  old  bnito  of  &  hat-keaper  can  g 


"  I  hope  yon  are  not 


I 


me.     So  I  Uiink  I  shall  bring  her  home." 

"I  wish  jon  well,  Matt,"  said  Sam;   ' 
going  to  leave  ub,  though." 

"  No  fear,  sir  ;  M^or  Bnckley  is  too  good  a  msHtar  for  that  I  " 

"Well.  I'll  get  tlie  hut  coopered  up  a  bit  for  jou,  and  yoa 
shall  be  as  comfortable  as  circnmatances  will  pennit.  Good 
morning  !  " 

"  Good  morning,  sir  ;  I  hope  I  may  see  yoa  happily  married 
yonrself  some  of  these  days." 

Sam  laughed  ;  "  that  would  be  a  fine  joke,"  he  thought,  "  bnt 
why  ehooldu't  it  be,  eh  ?  I  suppose  it  maat  come  some  time  or 
another.  I  ahaU  begin  to  look  oat ;  I  don't  expect  I  shall  be  vety 
easily  suited.     Heigh  he  !  " 

I  oipeot,  however,  Mr.  Sam,  that  yoa  are  Jusi  in  the  state  of 
mind  to  fall  headlong  in  love  -with  the  first  girl  yoa  meet  with  a 
nose  on  her  &ce  ;  let  as  hope,  therefore,  that  she  may  be  eligible. 

But  here  is  home  again,  and  here  is  the  father  standing  majestio 
and  broad  in  the  verandah,  and  the  mother  with  her  arm  round 
his  neck,  both  waiting  to  give  him  a  hearty  morning's  welcome. 
And  there  is  Doctor  Mulhaus  kneeling  in  speetacles  before  hia  now 
Gtevillea  Viotoriw,  the  first  bad  of  which  is  bursting  into  Ufe  ;  and 
the  dogs  catch  sight  of  him  and  dash  forward,  barking  joyfully  ; 
and  as  the  ready  groom  takes  his  horse,  and  the  fat  housekeeper 
looks  out  all  smiles,  and  retreats  to  send  in  breakfast,  Sam  thinks 
to  himself,  that  he  coald  not  leave  bis  home  and  people,  cot  for 
the  best  wife  in  broad  Aastralia  ;  but  then,  you  see,  he  knew  no 

"  What  makes  my  boy  look  so  happy  this  morning  ?  "  asked 
hia  mother.  "  Has  the  bay  more  foaled,  or  have  you  negotiated 
James  Brentwood's  young  dog?  Tell  us,  that  we  may 
participate." 

"  None'of  these  things  have  happened,  mother ;  but  I  feel  in 
rather  a  holiday  humour,  and  I'm  thinking  of  going  down  to 
Oai'oopua  this  morning,  and  spending  a  day  or  two  with  Jim." 

"I  will  throw  a  shoe  Eil^r  you  for  luck,"  said  his  mother. 
"  See,  the  Doolar  is  calling  yoa." 

8sm  went  to  tie  Doctor,  who  was  intent  on  bis  fiower.  "  Look 
bore,  my  boy :  here  is  something  new :  the  handsomest  of  the 
Grevilleas,  as  I  live.     It  has  opened  since  I  was  here." 

"  Ah  I"  said  Sam,  "  this  is  the  one  that  came  from  the  Quartz 
Banges,  last  year,  is  it  not  ?  It  has  not  flowered  with  yen 
before." 

"  If  Linnteus  wept  and  prayed  over  the  first  piece  of  English 
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Eioh  he  aaw,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  what  everkstuig  smelling- 

ittle  bystencs  he  ivould  h&ve  goae  Into  in  tbli  connby  !  I  don't 
i WtQiiathiae  with  his  tears  macb,  though,  myself;  though  a  new 
flower  ia  a  sonrue  of  the  greateat  pleasure  to  me." 

"  And  BO  you  are  gomg  to  Garoopna,  Sam  ?  "  said  his  &tbei', 
at  breakfast.  "  Have  you  heard,  my  dear,  when  the  young  lady 
IB  to  come  home?  " 

"Neit  month,  I  imderstand,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Buckley. 
"  When  she  does  come  I  Bball  go  over  and  make  her  a  visit." 

"  ^Tiat  is  her  name,  by  the  bye  ?  "  asked  the  Doctor. 

"Alice." 

So,  behold  Sam  starting  for  his  visit.  The  very  Bmmmel  of 
bnab-dandiee.  Hunt  might  have  made  his  well-fitting  cord 
breeches,  Eoby  might  have  made  those  black-top  hoo^,  and 
Cbi&ey  might  have  worn  them  before  royalty,  and  not  been 
ashamed.  It  is  too  hot  for  coat  or  waistcoat ;  so  he  wears  his 
BDOW-white  shirt,  topped  by  a  bice  "  bird's -eye -handkerchief,"  and 
keeps  his  coat  in  his  valise,  to  be  U9ed  as  occasion  ehall  require. 
Hifl  costume  ia  completed  with  a  cablMige-tree  hat,  neither  loo  new 
nor  too  old ;  light,  shady,  well- ventilated,  and  three  ponnda  ten, 
the  production,  after  months  of  labour,  of  a  private  in  her 
Miyesty's  Fortieth  Regiment  of  Foot:  not  with  long  streaming 
ribands  down  hia  back,  like  a  Pitt  Street  bully,  bat  with  short  and 
modest  ones  aa  becomes  a  gesdeman, — altogether  aft  fine  a  looking 
yoong  fellow,  as  well  dressed,  and  aa  well  mounted  too,  as  you  will 
find  on  the  coon  try  side. 

Let  me  say  a  word  about  hia  horae,  too;  horae  Widderin. 
Kone  ever  knew  what  that  borae  had  cost  Bam.  The  M^or  even  had 
a  delicacy  about  asking.  I  can  otily  di.scover  b;  inquiry  that,  st 
one  time,  about  a  year  before  this,  there  came  to  tbe  Moor's  a 
traveller,  an  Irishnmn  by  nation,  who  bored  them  all  by  talking 
about  ft  certain  "  Arctnms"  colt,  which  had  been  dro]:^>ed  to  a 
happy  proprietor  by  hia  mare  "  Larks:pnr,"  among  the  Bhoalbaren 
gullies ;  described  by  him  as  a  colt  the  like  of  which  was  never 
seen  bdbre ;  as  indeed  he  should  be,  for  bis  sire  Arctums,  as  all 
the  world  knows,  was  bought  up  by  a  great  Hunter-river  borte- 

hreeder  from  the  Duke  of  C ;  while  his  dam,  Larkspur,  had 

for  grandaire  the  great  Bombshell  himself.  Wbat  more  would 
you  have  than  that,  unless  yon  would  like  to  drive  Veno  in  our 
dog-eart  ?  However,  it  so  happonei]  that,  soon  after  the  Irish- 
man's visit,  Sam  went  away  ou  a  jonrney,  and  came  back  riding  a 
new  horse  ;  which  when  the  Major  saw,  he  whistled,  but  discreetly 
a^d  nothing.  A  very  large  colt  he  was,  with  a  neck  like  a  rain- 
bow, set  into  a  splendid  shoulder,   and    a   marvelloas  way  of 
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thrcRring  his  lega  oat; — •very  dark  chestnut  in  colour,  almost 
black,  with  loRgish  eara,  and  an  eye  so  iiill,  honeet,  and  impudent, 
that  it  made  you  laugh  in  his  face.  Widdorin,  Sam  said,  was  his 
name,  price  and  histoty  being  auppreeaed  ;  called  after  Iloimt 
Widderin,  to  the  northward  there,  whose  lofliest  sublime  souunit 
bends  over  like  a  horse's  neck,  with  two  peaked  craga  for  ear«. 
And  the  Major  comes  somehow  to  connect  this  horse  with  tho 
Arctorua  oolt  mentioned  by  onr  Irish  friend,  and  obserrae  that 
Sara  takes  to  wearing  his  old  clothes  for  a  twelvemontii,  and 
D«Ter  seems  to  have  anj  read;  money.  We  shall  see  some  day 
whether  or  no  this  borso  will  c-tury  Sam  b^n  mile?,  If  required,  on 
such  direful  emergency  too  as  falls  lo  the  lot  of  few  men.  However, 
this  is  all  to  come.  Now  in  holiday  clothes  and  in  holiday  mind 
the  two  noble  animals  cross  the  paddock,  and  so  down  by  the  fence 
towards  the  river  ;  towards  the  old  gravel  ford  you  may  remember 
yeara  ago.  Hera  is  tho  old  flood,  spouting  and  streaming  as  of 
yore,  through  the  basalt  pillars.  There  stand  the  three  fern  trees, 
loo,  above  the  dark  scrub  on  the  island.  Now  up  the  rock  bank, 
and  away  across  the  breezy  plains  due  North, 

Brushing  through  the  long  grass  tussocks,  he  goes  his  way 
singing,  bis  dog  Hover  careering  joyonsly  before  him.  The  horse 
is  dearly  for  a  gallop,  hat  it  is  too  hot  to-day.  The  tall,  flat- 
topped  volcanic  hill  which  hong  before  him  like  a  grey  faint  cloud 
when  he  started,  now  rears  its  fluted  columns  overhead,  and  dow  is 
getting  dim  again  behind  him.  6nt  ore  noon  is  high  he  once  more 
heart)  the  hrawUng  river  beneath  his  feet,  and  Qaroopna  is  before 
him  OQ  the  opposite  bank. 

The  river,  as  it  tell  Major  Buckley's  at  Baroona,  mode  a  sudden 
bund  to  tho  west,  a  great  arc,  including  with  its  minor  windings 
nearly  tweuty-fivo  miles,  over  the  chord  of  which  arc  Sam  bod  now 
been  riding,  making,  from  point  to  point,  tea  miles  or  thereabouts. 
Tho  Mayfords'  station,  also,  lay  to  Uie  letl  of  bim,  being  on  lbs 
curved  side  of  the  arc,  about  five  miles  Irom  Baroooa.  The  reader 
may,  if  he  please,  remember  this. 

Garoopna  is  an  exceedingly  pretty  station ;  in  fact,  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  I  have  ever  seen.  It  sl&uds  at  a  point  where  the 
vast  foresU,  which  sarroand  tho  mountains  in  a  belt,  from  tea  to 
twenty  miles  broad,  run  down  into  tho  plains  and  touch  the  river. 
As  at  Baroona,  the  stream  runs  in  throngb  a  deep  cleft  in  the  taUe 
land,  which  here,  though  precipitous  on  the  eastern  bonk,  on  the 
western  breaks  away  into  a  sinall  natural  amphitheatre  bordered 
by  flue  hanging  woods,  just  in  advance  of  which,  aboat  two  hnndred 
yards  from  the  river,  stands  the  hoasc,  a  long,  low  building  d«Qselj 
covered  wiUi  creepers  of  all  sorts,  and  fronted  by  a  beautifiil  garden. 
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jht  and  lefl  of  li  are  the  woobheds,  slieepyania,  stockyardH,  men's 
bats,  Ac. ;  giviag  it  almost  the  appearance  ot  a  little  village ;  and 
lohind  the  wooded  ranges  begin  to  rise,  in  some  places  broken  heauti- 
'illy  bj  sheer  scarps  of  grey  rock.  The  forest  crosses  the  river  a 
little  way  ;  so  that  Sam,  gradually  descending  from  the  plains  to 
crosa,  went  the  last  qnarter  of  a  mile  throngfa  a  shady  sandy  forest 
tract,  fringed  with  bracken,  which  led  down  to  a  broad  crossing 
place,  where  the  river  sparkled  under  tall  over-arching  red  gums 
and  box-trees ;  and  then  following  the  garden  fence,  found  himself 
before  a  deep  cool-looking  porch,  in  a  broad  neatly-kept  conttyard 
behind  the  house. 

A  groom"  came  out  and  look  his  horse.  Bover  has  enough  to 
do ;  for  there  are  three  or  four  sheep  dogs  in  the  yard,  who  walk 
round  him  on  tiptoe,  slowly,  with  their  frills  out  and  their  taib 
arched,  growling.  Rover,  also,  walks  abont  on  tiptoe,  arches  his 
tiu],  and  growls  with  the  bctst  of  them.  He  knows  that  tlie 
aligbtest  mistake  would  be  disastroas,  and  so  manoeuvres  till  he 
geta  to  the  porch,  where,  a  deal  of  gravel  having  been  kicked  back- 
wards, in  the  same  way  as  the  ancieate  poured  ont  their  wiaa  when 
tfaaydrankatoast,  orelse  (aslthink  is  more  probable)  aaasymbol 
that  animoBities  were  to  be  buried.  Rover  Is  admitted  as  a  gnest, 
and  Sam  feels  it  safe  to  enter  the  house. 

A  cool,  shady  hall,  hnng  round  with  coats,  hats,  stockwhips  ;  a 
gnu  in  the  comer,  and  on  a  slab,  the  most  beautiful  nosegay  you  . 
oan  imagine.  Remarkable  that  for  a  bachelor's  establishment ', — 
btlt  there  is  no  time  to  think  about  it,  for  a  tall,  comfortable -looking 
■bonsekeeper,  whom  Sam  has  never  seen  before,  comce  in  from  the 
'  :iheiiand  cartseys. 

"  Capt«n  Brentwood  not  at  home,  is  he  ?  "  said  Sam. 

"  No,  sir  I     Away  on  the  run  with  Mr.  James." 

"  Oh  1  very  well,"  says  Sam ;  "  I  am  going  to  stay  a  few  days." 
.  "  Very  well,  sir  ;  will  you  take  anything  before  lunch  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  thank  yon." 

"  Bliss  Alice  is  somewhere  about,  sir.  I  expect  her  in  every 
minnt«." 

"  Miss  Alice  I  "  saya  Sam,  astonished.    "  Is  she  come  homo  ?  " 

"Came  home  last  week,  sir.    Will  you  walk  in  and  sit  down?" 

Sam  got  his  coat  out  of  his  valise  and  went  iu.  Ue  wished  that 
he  had  put  on  his  pLun  blue  necktje  instead  of  tiie  blue  one  with 

*  Do  ncit  let  Bob  or  Tom.  when  they  read  this  book  in  the  aixUenth 
edllieo,  belcire  tbe  baroese-room  stove,  auppoae  ihAt  an  Amtrallon  groom 
resembles  in  auy  waj  tbe  nij  neat  70Qiig  man  wbo  follows  the  ycmnii 
tailiw  ia  their  cuilera,  The  dirtieit  helper  at  a  □niieisil;  statile  would 
ouow  nearer  Ihe  mark. 
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vihite  Hpota.  He  would  have  lilied  to  bavo  worn  hia  i 
riding-trouBers,  instead  of  breeches  and  booU.  Ha  bop^  bie  bstr 
waa  in  order,  and  tried  to  arrange  iiia  handsome  brown  carls  witb- 
OQt  a  glass,  but,  is  the  end,  concluded  that  tilings  could  not  be 
mended  now,  bo  be  looked  roand  the  room. 

Wbat  a  charming  room  it  was  I  A  couple  of  good  pictoroe,  and 
Bereral  fine  prints  oa  the  walls.  Over  the  cbimnejpieoe,  a  eword, 
and  an  old  gold-laced  cap,  on  which  Sam  looked  witb  reverence. 
Three  French  windows  opened  on  to  a  dark  cool  verandab,  beyond 
wbiob  was  a  beautiful  flower-garden.  The  floor  of  the  room, 
uncarpeted,  shone  dark  and  smooth,  and  the  air  was  perfumed  by 
vases  of  magnificent  flowers,  a  hundred  ponnds  worth  of  them,  I 
should  saj',  if  yon  could  have  taken  them  to  Covent- garden  that 
Deoember  morning.  But  what  took  Sam's  attention  more  than 
anything  waa  on  open  piano,  in  a  shad;  recess,  and  on  tho  keys  u 
little  fairy  white  glove. 

"  Wbit«  kid  gloves,  oh,  my  lady  ?  "  says  Sam  ;  "  that  don't  look 
well."  So  be  looked  tbrongh  the  book-shelves,  and,  having  lighted 
on  "  BoBwell's  Johnson,"  proceeded  into  the  verandah.  A  coUia 
ebe-dog  was  lying  at  one  end,  who  banged  her  tail  against  the  floor 
in  welcome,  bet  was  too  ntterly  prostrated  by  the  heat  and  by  the 
persecution  of  ber  puppy  to  get  up  and  moke  friends.  The  pup, 
however,  a  ball  of  curly  black  wool,  witb  a  brown-striped  face,  who 
was  sitting  on  the  top  of  ber  witb  his  bead  on  one  side,  seemed  to 
oonolude  that  a  game  of  play  was  to  be  got  out  of  Sam,  and  came 
blundering  towards  him ;  but  Sam  was,  by  this  time,  deep  in  a 
Ininrious  rooking -chair,  so  tho  puppy  stopped  half  way,  and  did 
battle  witb  a  great  black  tarantula  spider  who  happened  to  be 
abroad  on  business. 

Sam  went  to  the  club  with  bis  immortal  namesake,  baUied 
Bennet  Langton,  argued  with  Beauclerk,  put  down  Goldamilb,  and 
extinguished  Boswell.  But  it  waa  too  hot  to  read ;  so  he  let  tbe 
book  fall  on  bis  bp,  and  lay  a  dreaming. 

What  a  delicioos  verandah  is  this  to  dream  in  !  Through  the 
tangled  passion-flowers,  jaBSomincs  and  magnolias,  what  a  soft 
gleam  of  bright  hazy  distance,  over  the  plains  and  far  away  I 
The  deep  river-glen  cleaves  the  table-land,  which,  bore  and  there, 
Bwella  into  breezy  don-na.  Beyond,  miles  away  to  the  North,  is  a 
great  foroat-barrier,  above  which  there  is  a  blaze  of  late  snow, 
sending  strange  bgbt  aloft  into  the  burning  haze.  AU  tbJs  is  seen 
through  an  arch  in  the  dark  mass  of  verdure  which  clothes  the 
trellis -work,  only  broken  tbrongh  in  this  one  place,  aa  though  ta 
make  a  frame  for  the  pictnre.  He  leana  bock,  and  gives  himself 
np  to  watchii^  trifles. 


OBOFFBY  HAMLTN.  «1 

See  here.  A  magpie  comes  furtively  oat  of  the  house  with  a  key 
in  hiB  moath,  and  seeing  Sam,  stops  to  eoQsidcr  if  he  is  likely  to 
betray  him.  On  the  whole,  he  thinks  not ;  so  he  hides  the  key  in 
a  crevice,  and  whistles  a  tone. 

Now  enters  a  cockatoo,  waddling  along  comfortably  and  talking 
to  himself.  He  tries  to  ent«r  mto  conversation  mih  the  magpie, 
who,  however,  cats  him  dead,  and  wallie  off  to  look  at  the  prospect. 

Flop!  flop  I  A  great  foolish-looking  kangaroo  comes  through 
the  house  and  peers  round  him.  The  cockatoo  addresses  a  few 
remarks  to  him,  which  he  takes  no  Dotice  of,  hat  goes  blundering 
out  into  the  garden,  right  over  the  contemplative  magpie,  who  gives 
him  two  or  three  indignant  pecks  on  his  clumsy  feet,  and  sends  him 
flying  down  the  gravel  walk. 

Two  bright-eyed  little  kangaroo  rats  come  ont  of  their  boi  peering 
and  blinking.  The  cockatoo  finds  an  audience  in  them,  for  they 
sit  listening  to  hira,  now  and  then  catching  a  flea,  or  rubbing  the 
backs  of  their  heads  with  their  fore-paws.  But  a  buck  'possum, 
who  stealthily  descends  by  a  pillar  fiy>m  nnknown  realms  of  mis- 
chief on  the  top  of  the  house,  evidently  discredits  cockey's  stories, 
and  departs  down  the  garden  to  see  i?  be  can  find  something  to 
eat. 

An  old  cat  comes  up  the  garden  walk,  accompanied  by  a  wicked 
kitten,  who  ambushes  round  the  corner  of  the  flower-bed,  and  pomiua 
out  on  her  mother,  knocking  her  down  and  severely  maltreating  her. 
Bnt  the  old  lady  picks  herself  up  without  a  mnnnur,  and  comes  into 
the  verandah  followttd  by  her  unnataml  offspring,  ready  (or  any 
mischief.  The  kangaroo  rats  retire  intA  their  box,  and  the  cockatoo, 
rather  nervous,  lays  himself  ont  to  be  agreeable. 

Bnt  the  pnppy,  bora  under  an  unlucky  star,  who  haa  been 
watching  all  these  things  from  behind  his  mother,  thinks  at  last, 
"  Here  is  some  one  to  play  with,"  so  he  comes  staggering  forth 
and  challenges  tbe  kitten  to  a  lark. 

She  receives  him  with  every  symptom  of  disgust  and  abhorrence, 
bnt  he,  regardless  of  all  spitting,  and  tail  swelling,  rolls  her  over, 
spurring  and  swearing,  and  makes  believe  ho  will  worry  her  to 
death.  Her  scratching  and  biting  tell  bnt  little  cm  his  woolly  hide, 
and  he  seems  to  have  the  best  of  it  out  and  out,  till  a  new  ally 
appeaiu  unexpectedly,  aud  quite  turns  the  tables.  The  magpie 
hops  up,  ranges  alongside  of  the  combatants,  and  catches  the  puppy 
such  a  dig  over  the  t^l  as  sends  him  bowling  to  his  mother  with 
a  flea  in  bis  ear. 

Bam  lay  sleepily  amused  by  this  little  drama ;  then  he  looked  at 
tiia  bright  green  arch  which  separated  Ihe  dark  verandah  &om  the 

'  ;ht  hot  garden.    The  arch  was  darkened,  and  looking  ' 
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Bomething  which  made  his  be«it  more  strangelf ,  someUungS 

he  has  not  forgotten  ^et,  and  neTer  will. 

Under  Uie  arch  between  tha  snnlight  and  the  sh 
dressed  in  white,  stood  a  girl,  so  amazingly  beaaUfnl,  1 
wondered  for  a  few  momenta  wbeUier  hu  was  asleep  or  awake. 
Her  hat,  which  she  had  just  taken  olT,  hung  on  her  lefl  arm,  and 
with  her  dehcate  right  hand  she  arnLnged  a  vagrant  tendril  of  the 
pussioa- flower,  which  in  ite  luxuriant  growth  bod  broken  boitoda 
and  fallen  horn  its  place  above. — A  girl  so  beantifnl  that  I  in  all 
mj-  life  never  eaw  ber  superior.  They  showed  me  the  other  day, 
in  a  carriage  in  the  park,  one  they  said  was  the  moat  beantifiil  gid 
in  England,  a  descendant  of  I  know  not  how  many  noblemen.  Bat, 
looking  bock  to  the  times  I  am  speaking  of  now,  1  said  at  onee 
and  decidedly,  "Alice  Brentwood  twenty  years  ago  was  mora 
beaatifol  than  she." 

A  Norman  style  of  beanty,  I  believe  yon  would  coll  it.  Light 
hair,  deep  brilliant  blue  eyes,  and  a  very  fair  complexion.  Beauty 
and  high-bred  grace  in  every  limb  and  every  motion.  She  stood 
there  an  instant  on  tiptoe,  with  the  sunlight  full  npon  her,  while 
6am,  hnried  in  gloom,  bad  time  for  a  delighted  look,  befive  she 
stepped  into  the  verandah  and  saw  him. 

She  floated  towards  him  throngh  the  deep  shadow.  "I  thiiilE," 
ahfl  said  in  the  sweetest,  most  mnsical  little  voice,  "  that  jon  are 
Mr.  Buckley.  If  so,  yoa  are  &  reiy  old  friend  of  mine  by  report." 
8o  she  held  ont  her  little  band,  and  with  one  bold  kind  look  from 
the  happy  eyes,  finished  Bam  for  hfc. 

Father  and  mother,  retire  into  the  chimney  comer  and  watch. 
Your  day  is  done.  Doctor  Mulhans,  pnt  your  good  advice  into  yonr 
pocket  and  smoke  your  pipe.  Here  is  one  wbo  can  exojrt  n  grMter 
power  for  good  or  evil  than  all  of  yoa  pnt  together.  It  was  wntteoi 
of  old, — "  A  man  shall  leave  his  father  and  mother  and  cleave  onto 
bis-  ■-"     Hallo  I     I  am  getting  on  rather  fast,  I  am  afraid. 

He  had  risen  to  meet  her.  "  And  yoa,  Uiss  Brentwood,"  ho 
said,  "  are  tolerably  well  knovn  to  me.  Do  yoa  know  now  Ihat  I 
believe  by  an  exertion  of  memory  I  conid  t^'Jl  yon  the  year  and  Lbe 
month  when  you  began  to  learn  the  harp  ?  My  dear  old  friend 
Jim  has  kept  me  quite  aa/ait  with  all  yoar  sccoiaplislunents." 

"  I  hope  yon  are  act  diaappomted  in  me,"  said  Alice,  laughing- 

'■  No,"  said  Sara.     "  I  think  rather  the  contrary.     Are  yon?  " 

"  I  have  not  had  time  to  tell  yet,"  she  said.  "  I  will  sm  how 
yon  behave  at  Innch,  which  we  shall  have  in  half  an  boor  Mt-a- 
Idu,  You  have  been  often  here  before,  I  believe  ?  X)a  you  »ee 
much  cjiange  ?  " 

"  Not  much.     I  noticed  a  new  piano,  and  a  little  glon  tltri 
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snmerona  as  ever,  I  see.  He  woiM  have  liked  to  be  In  Noah's 
Ark." 

"  And  BO  would  yoa  and  I,  Mr.  B-aclOey,"  she  answered,  Iaiigh> 
iBg,  "  if  we  had  be«n  caught  in  the  fiood." 

Oood  gracious  I     Think  of  being  in  Noah's  Ark  with  her  I 

"  Yoa  find  them  a  little  troublesome,  don't  yoa,  Mtaa  Brent- 
wood !  " 

"  Well,  it  requires  a  good  deal  of  admimBtivtive  faculty  to  keep 
th«  kitten  and  the  puppy  from  open  collision,  aud  to  prevent  the 
magpie  from  peckii^  out  the  cockatoo's  eye  and  biding  it  in  the 
flower  bed.  Last  Sunday  moraiug  be  (the  magpie)  got  into  my 
&lber'B  room,  and  stole  thirty-one  Bhillings  and  Eizpence.  We 
got  it  all  back  but  half  a  sovereign,  and  that  we  eball  never  see." 

The  bird  tbna  alluded  to  broke  info  a  gush  of  melody,  so  rich, 
tall,  and  mctftlltc,  that  they  both  turned  to  look  at  him.  Havmg 
attract«d  attention,  he  began  dancing,  crooning  a  little  eong  to 
himself,  aa  though  he  would  say,  "I  know  where  it  is."  And 
lastly  be  puffed  out  his  breast,  pat  back  his  bill,  and  swore  two 
or  three  oaths  that  would  have  disgraced  a  London  scavenger, 
with  HUcb  remarkablfi  distinctness  too,  that  there  was  no  mis- 
ttnderstiinding  him ;  eo  Sam's  affectation  of  not  having  caught 
what  the  bird  said,  was  a  dead  failure. 

"  Mr.  Buckley,"  said  Bho,  "  if  yon  will  excuse  mo  I  will  go  and 
■oe  about  lunch.  Can  you  amuse  yourself  there  for  half  an 
hour?"  Well,  he  would  try.  So  he  retired  again  to  the  rooking- 
ehair,  about  ten  yean  older  than  when  he  rose  from  it.  For  ha 
had  grown  from  a  boy  into  a  mim. 

He  bad  fallen  over  bead  aud  ears  in  love,  and  all  in  five  minutes. 
Fallen  deeply,  serionaly  in  lovo,  to  the  eiduaion  of  all  other  sub- 
lunary matters,  before  he  hod  well  had  Urae  lo  notice  whether  she 
apoke  witb  an  Irish  brogue  or  n  Scotch  (happily  she  did  neither}. 
Sodden,  you  say  :  well,  yes ;  but,  ia  lat.  84°,  and  lower,  whether 
in  Ibo  aoutheni  or  northern  atmosphere,  these  sort  of  affairs  como 
oa  with  a  rapidity  and  violence  only  equalled  by  the  thunder*  slonnH 
of  those  regions,  and  utterly  Enrprising  to  you  who  perhaps  read 
Jhia  book  is  62'  north,  or  perhaps  higher.  I  once  weut  to  a  ball 
ith  as  free-and-easy,  heart-whole  a  yonng  fellow  as  any  I  know, 

'  agreed  with  him  to  stay  half  an  honr,  and  then  come  away  and 

ly  pool.     In  twenty-five  minutes  by  my  watch,  which  keeps  time 

o  a  ship's  chronometer,  that  man  -was  in  the  tragic  or  cut-throat 
stage  of  Uie  passion  witb  a  pretty  UtUe  thing  of  Ibrty,  a  cattle- 
dealer's  widow,  who  stopped  hU  pool-playing  for  a  time,  until  eho 
WSraei  the  great  ironmonger  in   Oeorge  StreeL    Bomso  utd 
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Juliet's  little  matter  wtia  just  as  sndden,  and  veiy  AoBtraliim  1 
many  points.  Only  mind,  that  Borneo,  had  he  IiTod  in  AnstraliA, 
instead  of  taldug  poison,  nouli  probably  have 

"  Took  to  drinking  ratafia,  and  tbooght  of  poor  Uiu  Batly," 

for  Ml  twenty-four  boors  after  the  calaBtrophe. 

At  least,  BDch  would  have  been  the  case  in  many  uisUuc«8,  bnt 
not  in  all.  With  some  men  these  snddenly-coaceived  pftssioos  last 
their  lives,  and,  I  should  be  inclined  to  say  longer,  were  there  not 
strong  authority  against  it. 

But  Bam  ?  He  saw  the  last  twinkle  of  her  white  gown  dis- 
appear, and  then  leant  back  and  tried  to  think.  He  eoold  only 
say  to  himself,  "  By  Jove,  I  wonder  if  I  can  ever  bring  her  to  like 
me.  I  irish  I  had  known  she  was  here  ;  I'd  have  dressed  myself 
better.  She  la  a  preoiona  superior  girl.  She  might  come  to  like 
me  in  time.     Heigh  ho  I  " 

Tbo  idea  of  his  having  a  rival,  or  of  any  third  person  atepping 
in  between  him  and  the  yoong  lady  to  whom  he  had  thrown  his 
handkerchief,  never  entered  into  his  Sultanship'e  bead.  Also, 
when  he  came  to  think  about  it,  he  really  saw  no  reason  why  she 
should  not  be  brought  to  think  well  of  him.  "  Ab  well  m»  as 
another,"  said  he  to  himself;  "tiiat's  where  it  is.  Bhe  moat 
marry  Bomobody,  you  know  I  " 

Why  is  she  gone  so  long  ?  He  begins  to  donbt  whether  be  has 
not  after  all  been  asleep  and  dreaming.  There  she  comes  again, 
however,  for  the  arch  nnder  tbe  creepers  is  darkened  a^aiu,  and 
he  looks  up  with  a  pleasant  smile  npon  bis  face  to  greet  ber. 

God  save  ns  I  What  imp's  trick  is  this  ?  There,  in  the  porch, 
in  the  bright  sun,  where  she  stood  not  an  hour  ago  In  all  her 
beauty  and  graoo,  stands  a  hi<Ieaus,  old  savage,  black  as  Topbet, 
grinning  ;  showing  the  sharp  gap-teeth  in  her  apish  jawa,  her  lean 
legs  shaking  with  old  age  and  rhanmatism. 

The  collie  shakes  out  her  frill,  and,  raising  the  hair  all  do<™ 
her  back,  stands  grinning  and  Bnarling,  while  her  pappy  barki 
potvaliantly  between  her  legs.  The  Uttle  kangaroo  rate  ensconoe 
themselves  once  more  in  their  box,  and  gaze  out  amazed  from 
their  bright  little  eyes.  The  cockatoo  books  and  clambers  oji  to 
a  safe  place  in  the  treUia,  and  Sam,  after  standing  Uitmder-stjnck 
for  a  moment,  asks,  what  she  wants  ? 

"  Make  a  light,"  *  says  the  old  girl,  in  a  pathelio  squeak. 

*  "Mika  a  light,"  In  blaokfellow'a  gibbi 
Here  It  maans.  "  I'm  onl;  conu  t«  see  bow  ;ou 

thinf;  of  UiBt  sort. 
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Farther  onsn-er  sLe  mokes  none,  but  eqnata  down  outside,  and 
b^ios  a  petotont  vhrne  :  eore  sign  that  she  has  a  tale  of  woe  to 
anfold,  and  is  going  to  ask  for  eometbiug. 

"  Can  that  creatore,"  thmks  Sain,  "  b«  of  the  same  species  as 
the  beantifol  Alice  Brentwood  ?  Sarel;  not  I  There  eeama  aa 
much  difference  between  them  as  between  an  angel  and  an  ordiuaty 
good  woman."  Hard  to  believe,  trol;,  Sam;  bnt  perbapa,  in 
some  of  the  great  European  cities,  or  even  nearer  home,  in  Bome 
of  tbe  prison  barracks,  70a  ma;  chance  to  find  a  white  woman  or 
two  fallen  as  low  as  that  poor,  starved,  ill-treated,  filthy  old 
savage  I 

Alice  comes  out  once  more,  and  brings  Gunsbine  with  her.  She 
goes  np  to  the  old  lubra  with  a  look  of  divine  compaBeion  on  her 
beantiftil  litee  ;  the  old  woman's  whine  grows  louder  as  she  rocks 
herself  to  and  fro.  "  Yah  marah,  Yah  boorah,  Oh  boora  Yah  I 
Yah  Ma  I  " 

"  What  I  old  Sally  1  "  sayn  the  beautiful  girl.  ■'  What  is  the 
matter?     Have  you  been  getting  waddy  again  V  " 

"  Baal  I  "  says  she,  with  a  petulant  burst  of  grief. 

"  What  ifl  it,  then  ?  "  says  Alice.  "  Where  ia  the  gown  I  gave 
yon?" 

Alice  had  evidently  vibrated  the  right  chord.  Tbe  "  Yarah 
Moorah  "  coronach  was  begun  again  ;  and  then  suddenly,  as  if  her 
indignation  had  burst  bonuds,  she  started  off  with  a  sbrillnesB  and 
rapiditf  astonishing  to  one  not  accustomed  to  blackfellows,  into 
something  like  the  following:  "Oh  Yah  (very  loud),  ob  Mah  I 
Barkmaburraworrah,  BarkmamurraJiwurrah  Oh  Ya  Barkmannrra- 
wah  Yee  (in  a  scream.  Then  a  pause).  Oh  Mooroo  (pause). 
Oh  binaray  (pause).     Oh  Borknamurrwunuh  Yee  1 " 

Alice  looked  as  if  she  nnJerstood  «very  word  of  it,  and  waited 
till  the  poor  old  soul  had  "  blown  off  the  st^am,"  and  then  asked 
again: 

"  And  what  baa  become  of  the  gown,  Sallj  ?  " 

"  Oh  dear  I  Young  lubra,  Betty  (big  thief  that  one)  tear  it  up 
and  stick  it  along  a  fire.  Oh,  plenty  cold  this  old  woman.  Oh, 
pkn^  hungiy  this  old  woman.     Oh,  Yarah  Uoorah,"  Sm. 

"  There  I  go  round  to  the  kitchen,"  said  Alice,  "  and  get  some- 
thing to  eat.  Is  it  not  abominable,  Mr.  Buckley  ?  I  cannot  give 
anything  to  this  old  woman  bat  the  yonng  tubraa  take  it  &om  her. 
However,  I  will '  put  tho  screw  on  them."  They  shall  have  nothing 
from  me  till  the;  treat  her  better.  It  goes  to  my  heart  to  see  a 
woman  of  tiiat  age,  with  nothing  to  look  forward  to  but  kicks  and 
blows.  I  have  tried  hard  to  make  her  understand  something  of 
the  06x1  worid :  hut  I  can't  get  it  oat  of  her  head  that  when  she 
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dies  she  wiU  go  across  the  water  and  come  back  a  yoiing  wbiM 
vom&n  with  plenty  of  monej.     Mr.  S&ndford,  the  misMOtuuy,  says 
he  has  never  found  one  who  could  bo  made  to  comprehend  thd 
exiatence  of  God.    However,  I  came  to  call  you  to  Itmoh ;  will  j 
giTfl  me  your  arm  ?  " 

Such  a  self- possessed,  btrepid  little  maiden,  not  a  bit  bfraid 
him,  but  seeming  to  mideratoud  and  tmst  him  ho  thoroaghlv.  a 
all  tiie  mock-modesty  and  blushing  in  the  world  would  bars  4 
him  biUf  BO  surely,  as  did  her  bold,  qoiet,  honest  look.  Although 
a  very  young  man,  and  an  ineiperienoed,  Sam  eould  see  what  a 
candid,  honest,  gentle  soul  looked  at  him  bom  those  kind  blue 
eyes;  aad  she,  too,  saw  something  in  Sam's  broad  noble  &:i> 
which  attracted  her  marvellously,  and  in  all  innocence  she  told 
him  80,  plump  and  plain,  as  they  were  going  into  tlie  honse. 

"  I  fancy  I  ahall  like  you  very  much,  Mr.  Buckley.  We  ought 
to  be  good  friends,  you  know ;  your  father  saved  the  Uvea  of  my 
father  and  ancle." 

"  I  never  heard  of  that  before,"  said  Sam. 

"I  dare  Bay  not,"  said  Alice.  "  Your  father  Is  not  tbe  man 
to  speak  of  bis  own  noble  deeds  ;  yet  he  ran  out  of  his  square  nod 
polled  my  father  and  uncle  almost  from  under  the  hoofs  of  the 
French  cavalry  at  Waterloo.  It  makes  my  cheeks  tingle  to  tell  of 
it  now," 

Indeed  it  did.  Sam  thought  that  if  it  brought  such  a  beautiful 
flush  to  her  face,  and  such  a  flash  from  her  eyes,  whenever  ahe 
told  it,  that  he  would  get  her  to  tell  it  again  more  than  once. 

But  lunch  I  Don't  let  us  stajre  our  new  pair  of  tnrtle-dores, 
in  the  outset.  Bain  is  but  a  growing  lad,  and  needs  carbon  for 
his  muscles,  lime  for  hia  bones,  and  all  that  soii  of  thing  ;  a  glass 
of  wine  won't  do  him  any  harm  either,  and  let  us  hope  that  his 
new  passion  is  not  of  such  lamentable  sort  as  to  prevent  his  using 
a  knife  and  fork  with  credit  and  Butisfaction  to  himself. 

Here,  in  the  dork,  cool  parlour,  stands  a  banquet  for  the  gods, 
white  damask,  pretty  bright  china,  and  clean  silver.  In  the 
comer  of  the  table  is  a  frosted  claret-jug,  standing,  with  freezing 
politeness,  upright,  his  hand  on  hia  hip,  waiting  to  be  poured  out. 
In  the  centre,  the  grandfather  of  water-melons,  half-hidden  by 
peaobos  and  pomegranates,  the  whole  heaped  over  by  a  confusion 
of  ruby  cherries  (ob,  for  Lance  to  paint  it  I).  Are  you  hungry, 
though  ?  If  so,  here  is  a  mould  of  potted-head  and  a  cold  wild 
dnek,  while,  on  the  sideboard,  I  see  a  bottle  of  pole  ale.  Uy 
brother,  let  ns  breakfast  in  Scotland,  lunch  in  Australia,  and  dine 
in  I'rancc,  till  our  lives'  end. 

And  thu  banquet  being  over,  she  said,  as  pleasantly  as  possibW, 
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"Kott,  I  know  you  want  to  smoko  in  the  verandah.  For  my 
put,  I  should  like  to  bring  my  work  there  and  sit  with  yon,  bat, 
if  yon  bad  rather  not  have  me,  yon  have  only  to  say  &»,t  '  yoa 
could  not  think,'  &c.,  &c.,  and  I  will  obediontiy  tak<3  myself  off." 

fiat  Sam  didn't  say  that,  fie  stkid  that  he  oouldu't  coDiielva 
anything  more  delighttiil,  if  she  was  t^nite  sore  ahe  did  not  mind. 

Not  she,  indeed  1  So  she  brought  her  work  ont,  and  they  sat 
together.  A  cool  wind  came  up,  bending  the  flowers,  ewiitging 
the  creepers  to  and  &o,  and  raising  a  rushing  sound,  like  the  sea, 
&om  the  distant  forest.  The  mi^ie  having  been  down  the  garden 
when  the  wind  came  on,  and  having  been  blown  over,  soon  joined 
tbem  in  a  Tery  captious  frame  of  miad  ;  and,  when  Alice  dropped 
a  ball  of  red  worsted,  h«  seized  it  as  lawjnl  prize,  and  away  in  ihe 
house  with  a  hop  and  a  flutter.  So  boUi  Sam  and  Alice  had  to 
go  after  him,  and  hunt  him  nnder  the  sofa,  and  Uie  bird,  finduig 
tiiAt  he  must  yield,  dropped  the  ball  suddenly,  and  gave  Sam  two 
\iciouB  digs  on  the  fingers  to  remember  him  by.  But  when  Alice 
just  tonched  hia  hand  in  taking  it  from  him,  he  wished  it  had  been 
ft  vhipBuake  instead  of  a  mt^ie. 

So  the  ball  of  wonted  was  recoYfred,  and  they  sat  down  again. 
He  wat«hed  her  nimble  fingers  on  the  delicate  embroidery  ;  he 
ghmoed  at  her  quiet  face  and  down-turned  eyelids,  wondering  who 
she  was  thinking  of.  Suddenly  she  raised  her  eyes  and  caught 
him  in  the  fact.  You  c«uld  not  Bwear  she  blushed ;  it  might 
only  be  a  trifling  reflection  from  one  of  the  red  China  roses  that 
hang  between  her  and  the  sun  ;  yet,  when  she  spoke,  it  was  not 
quite  with  her  nsnal  self-posacsston  ;  a  little  hnrriedly  perhaps. 

"  Are  you  going  to  bo  a  soldier,  as  jonr  father  was  ?  " 

Sam  had  thought  for  an  instant  of  saying  "  yes,"  and  then  to 
prove  his  words  true  of  going  to  Sydney,  and  enlisting  in  the 
"  Half  Hundred."  *  Truth,  however,  prompting  him  lo  say 
"  DO,"  he  compromised  the  matter  b;  saying  he  had  not  thought 
of  it. 

"  I  am  rather  glad  of  that,  do  you  know,"  she  said.  "  Unless 
in  India,  now,  a  man  bad  bettor  be  anything  than  a  soldier.  I 
am  a&aid  my  brother  Jim  will  bo  begging  for  a  commission  some 
day.     I  wish  he  would  stay  quietly  at  home." 

That  was  comforting.  He  gave  up  all  thoughts  of  enlisting  at 
onoe.  Bat  now  the  ailemoon  shadows  were  heguming  to  slant 
longer  and  longer,  and  it  was  nearly  time  that  the  Captun  and 
Jim  should  make  their  appearance.  Bo  Alice  proposed  to  walk 
out  to  meet  them,  and  aa  Sam  did  not  say  no,  they  went  forth 
together. 

*  The  filtiatb,  bofti. 
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Davra  the  garden,  famt  with  tbs  aft^jmoon  Ecents  of  the  fltn 
before  the  western  saa,  unoag  petunias  and  roses,  oleander  and 
magnolia ;  bere  a  towering  bidlan  lily,  there  a  thicket  of  scarlet 
geraniom  and  tiichsia.  By  shady  j'oimg  orange  trees,  corered 
with  frnit  and  btosaora,  between  rows  of  trellised  vinea,  bearing 
rich  promise  of  a  purple  vintage.  Among  fig  trees  and  pome- 
granates, and  so  leaving  the  garden,  along  the  dry  slippery  grasa, 
towards  the  hoarse  rushing  riyet,  both  silent  till  they  reached  it. 
There  is  a  silence  that  is  golden. 

They  stood  gazing  on  the  foaming  tide  an  instant,  and  tlien 
Aiico  said, — 

"  My  father  and  Jim  will  come  borne  by  the  track  bctdbs  there. 
Bhall  we  cn^s  and  meet  them  ?     We  can  get  over  just  below." 

A  little  lower  down,  all  the  liver  was  collected  inte  one  head- 
long race ;  and  a  giant  tree,  undermined  by  Hiat«T  floods,  had 
follen  Iram  one  bank  to  the  otJier,  offering  a  giddy  footway  across 
the  foaming  water. 

"  Now,"  said  Alice,  "  if  you  will  go  over,  I  will  follow  yon." 

So  be  ran  across,  and  then  looked  back  to  see  the  beantifol 
figure  tripping  fearlessly  over,  vitb  oatstretched  arms,  and  held 
out  his  great  brown  hand  to  take  her  tiny  fingers  as  she  stopped 
down  from  the  uptnrQed  roots,  on  to  the  soft  white  sand.  Ha 
would  like  to  have  taken  them  agun,  to  help  her  np  the  bank, 
but  she  sprang  np,  like  a  deer,  and  would  not  give  him  the 
opportmu^.  Then  tbcy  had  a  meny  langh  at  the  magpie,  who 
had  flattored  down  all  this  way  before  them,  to  see  if  they  were  on 
a  foraging  expedition,  and  if  there  were  any  plauder  going,  and 
'  coald  not  summon  courage  to  cross  the  river,  bat  stood 
crooning  and  oorsing  by  the  bnuk.  Then  they  sanntered  away 
through  the  forest,  side  by  aide,  along  the  sandy  track,  among  the 
knolls  of  bracken,  with  the  sunlit  bongha  overhead  whispering 
knowingly  to  one  another  in  the  evening  breeze,  as  they  pasai 
boncalb. — An  evening  walk  long  remembered  by  both  of  tJiem. 

"  Oh  see  ;e  not  tbat  pleasant  road. 
That  niniig  abng  the  tem;  brae  ? 
Ob  that's  the  road  to  taiiy  land, 
Where  thou  and  I  this  e'en  must  gu." 

'■  And  so  yon  cannot  remember  England,  Mr.  Buckley?  " 
Alice. 

"  Oh  dear,  no.     Stay  tbongh,  I  am  speaking  too  ^t.     I 
remember  some  few  places.     I  remember  a  steep,  red  road,  t 
led  np  to  the  church,  and  have  some  dim  rocoU-ictiou  of  a  vast 
grey  boildiug,  with  a  dork  porch,   which  must  have  been  the 
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otmroh  itvelf.  I  con  see,  too,  at  thia  momeiit,  a  broad  green  Hat, 
beaide  b  creek,  vhich  was  covered  with  yeUow  and  purple  flowers, 
which  mother  and  I  made  into  nosegays.  That  moet  be  the  place 
my  bther  speaks  of  as  the  Hatherleigh  Meadows,  where  he  used 
to  go  fishing,  and,  although  I  must  have  been  there  often,  yet 
I  con  only  remember  it  on  one  aucasion,  when  he  emptied  out 
a  b&sket  of  fish  on  the  grass  for  me  to  look  at.  My  impression 
of  England  ia,  that  cTeiything  waa  of  a  brighter  colour  than  here ; 
and  they  tell  me  I  am  right." 

"  A  glorious  country,"  said  Mce ;  "  what  wonld  I  give  to  see 
it  ? — so  ancient  and  venerable,  and  yet  ho  amazingly  yonng  and 
vigorous.  It  seema  like  a  waste  of  existence  for  a  man  to  stay 
here  tending  abeep,  when  hia  birthright  is  that  of  an  Enghshman : 
tlie  right  to  move  among  his  peers,  and  find  his  fit  place  in  the 
greatest  empire  in  the  world.  Never  had  any  woman  sncb  a 
noble  destiny  before  her  as  this  yonng  lady  wbo  has  just  uscended 
the  throne." 

But  the  conversation  changed  here,  and  ber  M^eaty  escaped 
criticiam  for  the  time.  They  came  to  an  open  space  in  the  forest, 
thickly  grown  with  thickets  of  bracken  fern,  prickly  acacia,  and< 
here  and  there  a  xolitary  dark-foliaged  lightwood.  In  the  centre 
rose  a  few  blackened  posts,  the  supports  of  what  had  once  been. 
a  hut,  and  as  you  looked,  you  were  surprised  to  see  an  English 
rose  or  two,  flowering  among  the  dull-coloured  prickly  shrubs, 
which  were  growmg  around.  A  place,  as  any  casnnl  traveller 
wonld  have  guessed,  which  had  a  history,  and  Sam,  scL-ing  Alice 
pause.  Baked  ber,  "  what  old  hut  was  this  ?  " 

"  Xhia,"  she  eaid,  "  ia  the  Donovans'  old  station,  where  thi 
were  burnt  out  by  the  blocks." 

8am  knew  the  eioiy  well  enough,  but  he  would  like  to  hear  her 
tell  it ;  BO  he  made  beheve  to  have  heard  some  faint  reports  of  tho 
occurrence,  and  what  could  she  do,  hut  give  bim  the  particulara  ? 

"They  had  not  been  here  a  year,"  she  aoid;  "and  Mrs. 
Donovan  had  been  confined  only  three  days  ;  there  was  not  n  soul 
on  the  station  but  herself,  her  son  Murtagb,  and  Miss  Burke. 
All  day  the  blaukfellowa  were  prowling  about,  and  getting  more 
and  more  insolent,  and  at  night,  jost  as  Mnrtagh  shut  the  door, 
they  raised  their  yell,  and  rushed  against  it.  Mnrtagh  Donovan 
,  and  Miss  Burke  had  guessed  what  was  coming  all  day,  but  had 
kept  it  fi'om  the  sick  woman,  and  dow,  when  the  time  came,  they 
were  cool  and  prepared.  They  tad  two  double-barrelled  guns 
loaded  witl)  slugs,  and  with  these  they  did  such  fearful  ezecntioQ 
from  two  loop-holes  they  had  made  in  the  slabs,  that  the  savages 
quickly  retired ;  trat  poor  Miss  Burke,  iuoaDtiously  looking  out  ta 
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g«t  a  shot,  received  a.  spear  wound  in  her  shonUer,  vhloh 
beam  the  mark  of  to  tbis  day.  But  the  worst  w&s  to  come.  The 
blackfellowB  moimted  on  the  roof,  tried  to  take  off  the  bark,  and 
throw  their  spcara  into  the  hut,  but  bera  thev  were  failed  again. 
Wherever  a  sheet  of  bark  was  seen  to  move  thej  walohed,  and  on 
the  first  appearance  of  an  enemy,  a  charge  of  shot  at  a  few  yarda' 
dtstaoce  tolJ  with  deadly  effoot.  Mrs.  Donovan,  who  Uy  in  bed 
aud  aaw  the  whole,  told  my  father  that  LeebJa  Bnrke  loaded  and 
fired  with  greater  rapidity  and  precision  than  did  her  eousin.  A. 
noble  woman,  I  say." 

"  Good  old  Leshia  !  "  said  Sam  ;  "  and  bow  did  it  end  ?  " 

"  Why,  the  foolish  bliicks  fired  the  woolshed,  and  brongbt  the 
Delifiles  upon  them;  they  tried  to  fire  the  roof  of  the  hot,  hot  it 
was  raining  too  hard  :  otbcnviso  it  would  have  gone  bard  vHb 
poor  Mias  Burke.  See,  here  is  a  peach -tree  they  planted,  covered 
with  fruit ;  let  us  gather  some ;  it  is  pretty  good,  for  the  Donovans 
have  kept  it  pruned  b  memory  of  their  eBcape." 

"  But  the  hot  was  not  burnt,"  said  Sam,  "  where  did  it  §tand  ?  " 

"  That  pile  of  earth  there,  is  the  remains  of  the  old  turf 
chimney.     They  moved  across  the  river  after  it  happened." 

But  peaches,  when  they  grow  on  a  high  tree,  most  be  climbed 
for,  particularly  if  a  young  and  pretty  girl  eipressea  a  wish  for 
them.  And  bo  it  fell  oat,  that  Sam  was  soon  astride  of  one  of 
the  lower  boughs,  throwing  th»  fruit  down  to  Alice,  who  put  them 
one  by  one  into  Ibe  neatest  conceivable  little  basket  that  hung  on 
hor  arm. 

Acd  so  they  were  employed,  busy  and  merry,  when  they  heaid 
a  loud  cheery  voice,  which  made  both  of  them  start. 

"Quite  a  scene  from  '  Paradise  Lost,' I  declare;  only  Eve 
ouglit  to  be  np  the  tree  handing  down  the  apples  to  Adam,  and 
not  eice  verm.  I  miss  a  carpet  snake,  too,  who  would  represent 
the  Deuce,  and  make  the  thing  complete. — Sam  Buckley,  bow  are 
yoa?  " 

It  was  Captain  Brentwood  who  had  come  on  them  so  inandibly 
along  the  sandy  track,  on  bors«back,  and  beside  him  was  son  Jim, 
lookmg  rather  mischievously  at  Sam,  vho  did  not  show  to  the 
best  of  advantage  up  in  the  peacli-tree ;  but,  having  descended, 
and  greetings  being  exchanged,  father  and  son  rode  on  to  dresa 
for  dinner,  the  hour  for  which  was  now  approaching,  leaving  Sam 
and  Alice  to  follow  at  lelsare,  which  tbey  did;  for  Cnptiun 
Brentwood  and  Jim  had  time  to  dress  and  meet  in  the  verandah, 
before  they  saw  the  pair  come  sauntering  up  the  garden. 

"  Father,"  said  Jim,  taking  the  Captain's  hand,  "  how  would 
that  du  ?  " 
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"Mmdlons  well,  I  should  aay :  "  replied  the  Captain. 

"  And  BO  I  tiiiuk,  too,"  Enid  Jim.  "  Hallo  I  fon  two  ;  dioner 
ia  readir,  so  look  sharp." 

After  dinner  the  Captain  retired  ailentty  to  the  chinmey-eomer, 
and  read  his  book,  leaving  the  three  young  people  to  lunnse  them- 
Belves  OB  they  would.  Nothing  the  Captain  liked  bo  much  aa 
quiet,  while  be  road  some  abstraee  work  on  Gunnery,  or  some 
Boientific  voyage ;  but  I  am  aorr;  to  say  be  had  got  venr  little  ' 
quiet  of  an  evening  since  Alice  came  home,  and  Jim  hod  got  s( 
one  to  chatter  to.  This  evening,  however,  seemed  to  promise  1 
well,  for  Alice  brought  out  a  great  book  of  coloured  prints,  and  I 
the  three  sat  down  to  turn  them  over,  Jim,  of  course,  jon  know,' 
being  in  the  middle. 

The  book  was  "  Wild  Sporte  of  the  East,"  a  great  volnmo  of  I 
ooloured  lithographs,  worth  aome  five- and -twenty  gnineaa.  One 
sever  sees  such  books  as  that  now-a-days,  somehow ;  [)eopte,  I 
&ncy,  wonld  not  pay  that  price  for  them.  What  modem  tnvela 
have  such  plates  as  the  old  editions  of  "  Cook's  Voyages  "  ?  The 
number  of  illustrated  books  is  increased  tenfold,  but  they  are 
hardly  improved  in  quality. 

But  Sam,  I  think,  would  have  considered  any  book  beautiful  in 
such  company.  "  This,"  said  Alice,  "  is  what  we  call  the  'Tiger 
Book'— why,  you  will  see  directly. — You  turn  over,  Jim,  and 
don't  crease  the  pages." 

So  Jim  turned  over,  and  kept  them  laughing  by  his  simple 
remarks,  more  oflen  affected  than  real,  I  suspect.     Now  they  weut 
tfarongh  the  tangled  jungle,  and  seemed  to  bear  the  lost  mod  howl  ■ 
of  the  dying  tiger,  as  the  elephant  knelt  and  pinned  him  to  the  I 
ground  with  bis  tusks.     Now  they  chaaed  a  lordly  buflalo  from  ' 
his  damp  lair  in  the  swamp ;  non  they  saw  the  English  ofhcers 
flying  along  on  their  Arabs  through  the  high  grass  with  well- 
poised  spears  aRer  the    snorting    hog.     They  have    come   un- 
expectedly on  a  terrible  old  tiger  ;  one  of  the  horses  swerves,  and 
a  handsome  young  man,  losing  his  seat,  seems  just  fuUiug  bta  j 
the  monster's  jaws,  while  the  poriab  dogs  scud  away    terrified  I 
through  the  grass. 

"  That  chap  will  be  eaten  immediately,"  says  Jim. 

"He  has  been  in  that  position  ever  since  I  con  remember," 
says  Alice ;  "  so  I  think  he  is  pretty  safe." 

Now  they  are  with  the  British  army  on  the  march.  A  scarlet 
bar  stretches  across  the  plain,  of  which  the  iorther  end  is  lost  in 
tbe  white  mirage— all  in  order ;  walking  irresistibly  on  to  the 
of  an  empire  greater  than  Horoun  Al  RaAchid's.  So 
done  too,  that  aa  you  look,  you  think  yon  see  the  oolnmos 
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Bwing  OS  tbey  advance,  and  hear  the  hoATy,  weary  trantp  of  H 
troops  aboTe  the  din  and  shouting  of  the  crowd  of  camp-foUowera, 
on  camels  and  elephants,  which  aniToaiids  them.  Beyond  the 
plain  the  faint  blue  tiills  pierce  the  grej  air,  barred  with  a  few 
long  whit«  clouds,  and  far  away  a  gleaming  river  winds  through  a 
golden  coiintzy  spanned  with  long  bridges,  and  &inged  with  many 
a  tantastic  minaret. 

"  How  I  should  like  to  see  that  1  "  said  Alice. 

"  Would  you  like  to  be  a  countess,"  said  Jim,  "  and  ride  on  an 
elephant  m  a  howitzer?  " 

"  Howdah,  you  goose  1  "  said  Alice.  "  Besides,  that  is  not  a 
countess  ;  thai  is  one  of  the  soldiers'  wires.  Countesses  don*t  go 
to  India  :  they  stay  at  home  to  mind  the  Queen's  clothes." 

"  What  a  pleasant  job  for  them,"  said  Jim,  "  when  her  Uoet 
Gracious  Majesty  has  got  the  toothache  I  I  wonder  whether  dia 
wears  her  crown  under  her  bonnet  or  over  it  ?  " 

Captain  Brentwood  looked  up.     "Mydear  boy,"  he  aaid, ' 
it  not  strike  you  that  yon  are  talking  nonsense  ?  " 

"  Did  70Q  ever  see  the  old  King,  father  ?  "  said  Jim. 

"  I  saw  King  George  the  Third  many  times." 

"  Ah,  but  I  mean  to  apeak  to  him." 

"  Once  only,  and  then  he  was  mad.  Ho  was  sitting  up  with 
her  Majesty,  waiting  for  intelligence  which  I  brought.  EJa  Royal 
Highness  took  the  despatches  irom  mo,  but  the  King  insisted  on 
Boeing  me." 

"And  what  did  he  eay,  father  ?     Do  tellua,"  said  Alice  eagerly. 

"Little  enough,  my  lore,"  said  the  Captain,  leaning  boci. 
"He  asked,  'Is  this  the  officer  who  brought  the  deBpat4:he8, 
York  ?  '  And  his  Boyal  Highness  said  '  Yes.'  Then  the  King 
said,  *  You  bring  good  news,  bit  :  I  was  going  to  ask  you  some 
questions,  bat  they  are  all  gone  oat  of  my  head.  Go  and  get  your 
Buppor ;  get  your  supper,  sir.'  Poor  old  gentleman.  He  waa  a 
kindly  old  man,  and  I  bad  a  gre»t  respect  for  him.  Alice,  sii^  ns 
a  song,  my  love." 

She  sang  them  "Hie  Burial  of  Sir  Jolm  Mooie  "  with  such 
perfect  taste  and  pathos  that  Sam  fult  as  if  the  candle  had  gone 
out  when  she  finished.  Then  she  turned  round  and  said  to  him, 
"  Yon  ought  to  like  that  song ;  your  father  was  one  of  the  ft  ' 
in  it." 

"He  has  oiton  told  me  the  story,"  siud  Sam,  "but  I  t 
Iqiew  what  a  beautiful  one  it  was  till  I  heard  you  sing  it." 

AU  pleasant  evenings  must  end,  and  at  last  she  rose  to  go  C 
bed.  But  Sam,  before  he  went  off  to  the  land  of  happy  dreams, 
saw  that  the  Ltlle  white  glove  which  ho  had  noticed  in 
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ins  was  lying  neglected  on  the  floor ;  so  he  quietly  SMiired  and 
kept  it.      And,  Ust  year,  opening  bis  family  Bible  to  Tekr  to 
cartain  entries,  now  pretty  numeroas,  in  the  beginning.  I  found  a 
little  whit«  glove  pinned  to  the  flj-leaf,  which  I  believe  to  be  f 
Mtme  glove  here  f^ken  of. 
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I  KBED  hardly  say  that  Sam  was  sorry  when  the  two  days  w 
he  had  allowed  himself  for  his  visit  were  over.  Bnt  that  evening 
when  be  mentioned  the  fact  that  he  was  going  away  in  the  morn- 
ing, tba  Captain,  Alice,  and  Jim,  all  pressed  him  eo  eagerly  to 
stay  another  week,  that  ho  coosented  ;  the  more  as  there  was  no 
earthly  reason  be  knew  of  why  he  Bhoold  go  home. 

And  the  second  morning  firom  that  on  which  he  should  have 
been  at  homo,  going  out  to  the  stable  before  breakfast,  be  saw  hia 
father  come  riding  over  the  plain,  and,  going  to  meet  bim,  foond 
that  he,  too,  medilated  a  vieit  to  the  Captain. 

"  I  thought  yon  were  come  after  me,  father,"  said  Sam. 
the  hjG,  do  you  know  that  the  Captain's  danghter,  Uira  Alice,  j 
come  home  ?  " 

"Indeedl"  said  the  M^or;  "and  what  sort  of  a  body  is  she?" 

"Oh,  she  is  well  enough.  Something  lik^  Jim.  Plays  very 
well  on  the  piano,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  you  know.  Singa 
too." 

"  la  she  protty?  "  asked  the  Major. 

"  Ob,  wdl,  I  suppose  she  is,"  said  Sam.     "  Yes ;  I  should  ai 
that  a  great  many  people  would  consider  her  pretty,"  _ 

They  had  arrived  at  the  door,  and  the  groom  bad  taken  ih» 
Jiajoi'a  horse,  when  Alice  suddenly  stepped  out  and  confronted 

The  Major  had  been  prepared  to  see  a  pretty  girl,  but  he  was 
by  no  means  prepared  for  sucb  a  radiant,  bvely,  blushing  creature 
as  stepped  out  of  the  darkness  into  the  fresh  morning  to  greet 
him,  clothed  in  white;  bareheaded,  with 

"  k  tingle  rote  in  her  hair." 

As  he  told  his  wi&,  a  few  days  after,  he  was  stnck  "all  of  l 
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beftp ;  "  and  Sam  heard  him  wihisper  to  bu&fielf,  "  Bj  Jove 
before  be  went  np  to  Alice  and  spoke. 

"  My  dear  young  lady,  yoa  and  I  ooght  not  to  be  Btiangera, 
I  recogniae  yon  from  my  recolleotlonB  of  yonr  mother.  Can 
goesB  who  I  am  ?  " 

"I  recognise  you  Com  my  rMoUectioDB  of  yonr  eon,  «r,"  sud 
Alice,  with  a  ely  look  at  Sam ;  "  I  should  say  tJiat  yon  were  M^or 
Buckley." 

The  Major  laughed,  and,  taking;  her  hand,  carried  it  to  his  lips ; 
a  piece  of  old-fashioned  conjtesy  she  had  never  experienced  before, 
and  which  won  her  heart  amazingly. 

"Come,  come,  finckleyl"  said  the  qoiet  voice  of  Captain 
Brentwood  &om  ihe  dark  passage  ;  "  what  ata  yon  at  there  with 
my  daughter  ?  I  shall  have  to  call  oat  and  fight  some  of  you 
young  fWlowB  yet,  I  see." 

Alice  went  m  pattt  her  father,  stopping  to  give  him  a  kisa,  and 
disappeared  into  the  breakfast- room,  ^e  (^ptaiu  came  out,  and 
shook  hands  warmly  with  the  M^or,  and  said, 

"  What  do  you  think  of  her, — eh  ?  " 

"  I  never   saw  such    beauty    before,"    answered  Uie  Uqjorj 
"  never,  by  Jove  1  I  tell  you  what,  Brentwood,  I  wish  she 
come  out  this  season  in  London.     Why,  nhe  might  many  a  i 

"  Let  US  get  her  a  rooge-pot  and  a  French  governess,  and 
her  home  by  the  next  ship;  eh,  Buckley?"  said  the  Captain,  witii 
bis  most  Bsjdonic  smile.  "  She  would  be  the  better  for  a  UtUe 
polishing  ;  wouldn't  she,  eh  ?  Too  hoydenish  and  forwaid,  I  am 
R&aid  ;  too  fond  of  epeaking  the  Imth.  Let'u  have  her  taajght  to 
amble,  and  miuce,  and — Bah,  come  to  breakfast! " 

The  M^jor  laughed  heartily  at  this  tirade  of  the  Captain's.  He 
was  fond  of  t«asiag  him,  and  I  believe  the  Captab  liked  to  be 
toased  by  bim. 

"  And  what  are  you  three  going  to  do  with  yourselves  to-day, 
eh  ?  "  asked  the  Captain  at  breakfast.  "  It  is  »  matter  of  total 
indifference  to  me,  ao  long  as  you  take  yourselves  off  somewhere, 
and  leave  me  in  peace." 

Alic«  was  spokesman  : — "  We  are  going  up  to  the  LimMtone 
Gates ;  Mr.  ^muel  Buckley  has  expressed  a  desire  to  mo  tbem, 
and  so  Jim  and  I  thought  of  taking  him  there." 

This  was  r&tber  a  Jesuitical  speech.  The  expedition  to  the 
Limestone  Gates  involved  a  long  nde  ihroogh  very  pretty  actaaj, 
which  she  herself  had  proposed.  As  for  Sam,  bless  yoa  I  he 
didn't  care  whether  thoy  rode  east,  west,  north,  or  &o)iUi,  so  long 
as  be  rode  beside  her ;  bowtrvei,  having  g'ol  his  nie,  he  expressed 
•  etrong  wish  to  examine,  geologically,  the  great  band  of  limestone 
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attenuAed  with  the  ahila  to'n^jds  the  monntaiits,  the  mora 
partionlu'ly  &b  he  knew  that  the  Captain  and  the  Major  intended 
"i  out  in  another  direction,  to  examine  some  new  netting  for 
,  yards  which  the  Captain  had  imported. 

If  Mi^or  Buckley  thought  Alice  beautiful  aa  he  had  seen  her  in 
the  morning,  he  did  not  think  her  less  bo  when  she  was  seated  on 
ft  beantiful  httle  horse,  which  she  rode  groc^'fnlly  and  courageously, 
in  B  blue  riding-habit,  and  a  Gwe>et  little  grey  hat  with  a  plume  of 
oompaoion's  feathers  hanging  down  on  one  side.  The  cockatoo 
was  on  the  door-step  to  see  her  start,  and  talked  so  incegsantly  in 
bis  excitement,  that  even  when  the  magpie,  (who  wanted,  yoa 
know,  to  see  the  thing  quietly  aud  form  his  opmioD,  not  to  have 
evei^body  talking  at  once,)  afisadted  him  and  pulled  a  feather  out 
of  hie  tail,  he  could  not  be  quiet.  Sam's  horse  Widderin  capered 
with  delight,  and  Sam's  dog  Bover  coorsed  far  and  wide  before 
them,  with  joyfiil  bark.  So  they  three  went  off  through  the 
BUiumor's  day  aa  happy  as  though  all  life  were  one  great  summer's 
hohday,  and  there  were  no  storms  bulow  the  horizon  to  rise  and 
overwhelm  them ;  through  the  grassy  flat,  where  the  qnail  whirred 
before  them,  and  dropped  again  as  if  shot ;  across  the  low  rolling 
fbreat  land,  where  a  million  parrots  fled  whistling  to  and  fro,  like 
jewels  in  the  sua  ;  past  the  old  stock-yard,  past  the  eheep-waeb 
hut,  and  then  through  forest  which  grew  each  moment  more  dense 
and  lofty,  along  the  faint  and  narrow  track  which  led  into  one  of 
the  most  abmpt  and  romantic  gullies  which  pierce  tho  Anatrahan 
Alps. 

AH  thia  became  classic  ground  to  them  alWrwards,  and  the 
caasee  which  made  it  so  were  now  gathering  to  their  fulfilment, 
even  now,  while  these  three  were  making  happy  holiday  together, 
little  dreaming  of  what  was  to  como.  Aflerwards,  yeu^  after, 
they  three  came  and  looked  on  this  valley  again;  not  as  now,  witli 
Laughter  and  jokes,  bat  silently,  speaking  in  whispers,  as  though 
they  feared  to  wake  the  dead. 

i'he  road  they  followed,  suddenly  rising  &om  the  forest,  took 
over  tlie  shoulder  of  a  rocky  hill,  and  then,  plunging  down  again, 
Cullowed  a  little  running  creek,  up  to  where  a  great  ridge  of  slate, 
.ansBing  the  valley,  hemmed  them  in  on  either  side,  leering  only 
room  m  the  creek  and  the  road.     FoUowiitg  it  further,  the  glen  1 
ofiOBi  oat.  sweeping  away  right  and  left  in  broad  curves,  whilb  | 
etntight  before  tbem.  a  quarter  of  a  mile  distant,  there  rose  out  a 
the  law  scrub  and  fern  a  mighty  wsU  of  limestone,  utterly  baning-l 
all  fiirth«r  progress  save  in  a  single  spot  lo  the  left,  where  thsl 
vast  grey  wall  wag  split,  giving  a  glimpse  of  another  glen  beyond.  1 
Thii  gr»at  natural  d^  was  the  limestoos  gaU  which  tliey  1 
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come  lo  Bee,  and  which  was  rendered  the  more  wonderful  by  all 
pinnacle  of  rock,  which  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  gap  aboat  800 
feet  in  height,  not  nnlike  one  of  the  same  kind  in  Dovedale. 

"  I  don't  think  I  ever  saw  anything  bo  beautiful,"  eaid  Alice. 
"  How  fine  that  spire  of  rock  is,  shooting  up  from  the  feathered 
ehraba  at  the  haee  I  I  will  come  here  some  day  and  try  to  draw 
it." 

"  Wait  a  minute,"  said  Jim  ;  "  yon  have  not  aeen  half  yet," 

He  led  them  throiteh  the  narrow  pass,  among  the  great  bonldera 
which  lined  the  creeE.  The  instant  they  came  beyond,  a  wind, 
icy  cold,  atmck  upon  their  cheeks,  and  Alice,  dropping  her  reins, 
uttered  a  cry  of  awe  and  wonder,  and  Sam  too  exclaimed  alond  ; 
for  before  them,  partly  seen  throngh  crowded  tre«-Btfims,  and 
partly  towering  above  the  forest,  lay  a  rast  lerel  wall  of  snow, 
flecked  here  and  there  hy  the  pnrple  shBdoiv  of  some  flying  Bummer 
cloud. 

A  sight  so  vast  and  magnificent  held  them  silent  for  a  little ; 
then  suddenly,  Jim,  looking  at  Alice,  saw  that  she  was  shiTering. 

"  What  is  Iho  matter,  Alice,  my  dear  ?  "  he  said ;  "  let  ns  coma 
away  :  the  snow-wind  is  too  mnch  for  yon." 

"  Oh  I  it  is  not  that  1  "  she  said.  "  Somebody  is  walking  orer 
my  grave." 

"  Oh,  that's  all ! "  said  Jim  ;  "  they  are  always  at  it  with 
in  cold  weather.     Let  'em.     It  won't  hurt,  that  I  know  of." 

But  they  turned  homeward,  nevertheless  ;  and  coming 
the  rock  walls  again,  Jim  said, 

"  Sam,  what  was  that  battle  the  Doctor  and  yon  were 
about  one  day,  and  you  told  me  all  about  it  aftervarde,  you 
know?" 

"  Malplftcqoet  7  " 

"  No ;  something  like  that,  though.  Where  they  got  bailed  up 
among  the  rocks,  voa  know,  and  fought  till  they  were  all  killed." 

"  Thermopylffl  ?  " 

"  Ah  !     This  must  be  just  snch  another  place,  I  should  think." 

"  ThermopylfB  was  hy  the  sea-shore,"  said  Ahec. 

"Now,  I  should  imagine,"  said  Sam,  pointing  to  the  natural 
glacis  formed  by  the  decay  of  the  great  w^  whtott  they  had  seen 
fronting  them  as  they  came  up,  "  that  a  few  determined  men  with 
rifles,  posted  among  those  fem-trees,  could  make  a  stand  against 
almost  any  force." 

"  But,  Sam,"  said  Jim,  "  they  might  be  cut  up  by  cavalry. 
Hones  could  travel  Ti{[lit  up  the  face  of  the  slope  there.  Now, 
mppose  a  gang  of  bushrangers  in  that  fem-scnih ;  do  you  think 
an  equal  number  of  police  could  not  turn  them  out  of  it  ?     Why. 
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I  IiaT«  sees  the  place  where  Moppy's  gaiig  turned  and  foagbt 
DeBborougb  on  tbe  Hacqaairie.  It  wEia  gtronger  than  tliU,  and 
yat — ^you  knon  what  he  did  with  them,  only  kept  one  small  one  for 
hftaging,  as  be  elegantly  expressed  it." 

"Bat  I  ain't  talking  of  baahrangere/'said  Sam.  "  I  mean  ench 
fellows  as  tbe  Americans  In  tbe  War  of  Independence.  See  what 
a  dance  tbej  led  oar  troops  witb  their  buabfigbting." 

"  I  wonder  if  erer  there  will  be  a  "War  of  Independence  here," 
said  Alice. 

"  I  know  which  aide  I  should  be  on,  if  there  was,"  aiud  Sam. 

"  Which  would  that  be  ?  "  asked  Jim. 

"  My  dear  &iend,"  said  Sam,  testily,  "  how  can  yon,  an  officer's 
son,  aak  me,  an  ofBcer's  son,  such  a  question  ?  Tbe  King's  (I 
beg  pardon,  tbe  Queen's)  aide,  of  coarse." 

"  And  so  would  I,"  said  Jim,  "  if  it  came  to  that,  you  know." 

"  Yon  would  never  have  tbe  boBoar  of  speakiug  to  your  sweet 
sister  again,  if  you  were  not,"  said  Alice. 

"  But  I  don't  think  those  Americans  were  in  the  wroug ;  do  you, 
ICbs  Brentwood  ?  "  said  Sam. 

"Why  no;  I  don't  suppose  that  such  a  man  as  General 
Waabington,  for  instance,  would  have  had  much  to  do  with  them 
if  they  had  been." 

"However,"  said  Sam,  "we  are  talking  of  what  will  never 
oceat  bore.  To  begin  with,  we  could  never  stand  alone  against  a 
great  naval  power.  They  would  shut  as  np  here  to  starve.  We 
have  everything  to  lose,  aud  nothing  to  gain  by  a  separatioD.  I 
would  hardly  like,  myself,  for  tbe  sake  of  a  few  extra  pounds  taxes, 
to  sell  my  birthright  as  an  Englishmsu." 

'•  Conceive,"  said  Alice,  "  being  iu  some  great  European  city, 
and  being  asked  if  you  were  British,  having  to  say,  Ko  I  " 

They  were  comlog  through  the  lower  pass,  and  toroed  to  luok 
back  on  the  bcautiM  rock-walled  amphitheatre,  sleeping  peaceful 
and  stQl  under  the  aftornooD  sun.  The  next  time  (so  it  happened) 
that  Sam  and  Jim  looked  at  that  scene  together,  was  under  very 
different  ctrcumatances.  Now  the  fronds  of  the  fern-trees  were 
scarce  moved  in  tbe  summer's  breeze,  and  all  was  silent  as  the 
grave.  They  saw  it  again ; — ^when  every  fern  tuft  blazed  with 
musketry,  and  the  ancient  cUffa  echoed  with  the  shouts  of  fighting, 
and  the  screams  of  dying  men  and  horses. 

"  It  is  very  early,"  said  Abce.  "  Let  us  ride  to  the  lofti  and 
Bee  tbe  great  waterfall  you  speak  of,  Jim." 

It  was  a^eed.  Instead  of  going  homo  they  tamed  through  the 
(breet,  and  debouched  on  tbe  ploms  about  two  milea  above  Oaroopna, 
ud,  holding  their  course  lo  the  river,  came  to  it  at  a  place  where 
19 
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B  great  trap  dike,  croBsmg,  formed  a  wat«Tiall,  orer  which  the  ri 
now  fall  with  melting  enow,  fell  in  magnificent  confasioo.  They 
Btood  watehing  the  grand  scene  with  delight  for  a  short  lime,  and 
then,  crossing  the  riTcr  by  a  broad  Ehallon  ford,  held  their  war 
homeward,  along  the  eastern  and  more  level  hank,  Bometimes  rein- 
ing np  their  horses  to  giao  into  the  tremendoos  glen  below  them, 
and  watch  the  river  crawling  on  through  manj  impediments,  and 
beginning  to  show  a  golden  light  in  its  larger  pools  beneath  ibo 
slopbg,  westering  sun. 

Just  as  they  sighted  home,  oo  the  oj^iosit^  side  of  th«  rirer, 
they  perceived  two  horsemen  before  them,  evidently  on  the  track 
between  M^or  Buckley's  and  Garoopna,  They  pushed  on  to 
"  averhanl  thorn,"  and  found  that  it  was  Doctor  Unlhans,  whom 
they  received  with  boisterous  ivelconie,  and  a  tall,  handsome  young 
gentleman,  a  stranger. 

"A  young  gentleman,  Sam,"  said  the  Doctor,  "Mr.  Halbert 
by  name,  who  arrived  during  your  father's  absence  with  letters  of 
introduction.  I  begged  him  to  follow  your  father  over  here, 
and  as  his  own  horse  was  knocked  up,  I  moiinted  him  at  hia  own 
request  on  Jezebel,  he  preferrbg  her  to  all  the  horses  m  the 
paddock  on  account  of  her  beauty,  after  having  been  duly  warned 
of  her  wickedness.  But  Mr.  Halbert  seems  of  the  Centaor 
species,  and  rather  to  enjoy  an  extra  chance  of  getting  hia  neck 
broke." 

Politeness  to  strangers  was  one  of  the  first  articles  of  futh  in 
the  Bnckley  and  Brentwood  families  :  so  the  young  folks  were  soon 
on  the  best  of  terms. 

"  Are  you  from  Sydney  way,  Mr.  Halbert  ?  "  said  Sam. 

"  Indeed,"  siud  the  young  man,  "  I  have  only  landed  in  the 
country  sii  weeks.  1  have  got  three  years'  leave  of  absence  &om 
my  regiment  ui  India,  and,  it  I  can  see  a  chance,  I  shall  cut  Uie 
army  and  settle  here." 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Alice,  "  ore  yon  a  soldier,  Mr.  Halbert  ?  " 

"  I  have  that  honour,  Miss  Brentwood.  1  am  a  lieutenant  in 
the  Bengal  Horse  Artillery." 

"  That  is  delightful.  I  am  a  soldier's  daughter,  and  Mr. 
Buckley  here  also,  as  you  know,  I  suppose." 

"  A  soldier's  daughter,  is  he  ?  "  said  impudent  Jim.  "  A  very 
fine  girl,  too!  " 

Sam,  and  Jim  too,  bad  some  disrespectful  ideas  about  soldiers' 
riding  ({uahties  ;  Bom  could  not  help  saying, — 

"  I  bope  yon  will  be  carefnl  with  that  mare,  Mr.  Halbert ;  I 
should  not  Like  a  guest  of  ours  to  he  damaged.  She's  a  deaperato 
bruto, — I  am  afiuid  of  her  myself." 
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"  I  Hunk  I  know  the  length  of  her  IcidyBbip'B  foot,"  said  Hal- 
iMrt,  laugbmg  good-natnredlj. 

Ab  they  were  speaking,  thej  irere  paeaing  through  a  narrow  way 
in  a  wattle  scmb.  Saddenly  a  blundering  kangaroo,  with  RoTer 
in  fuU  chase,  dashed  right  under  tLe  mare's  nose  and  sot  her 
plunging  fbrionsly.  She  tried  to  wheel  round,  but,  finding  heraelf 
checked,  reared  up  three  or  four  times,  and  at  last  seemed  to  stand 
OQ  her  hind  legs,  almost  overbalancing  hereelf. 

Halbert  sat  like  a  statue  till  he  saw  there  waa  a  real  chance  of 
her  lalling  back  on  him  ;  then  he  dipped  his  right  foot  quickly  out 
of  the  stirmp,  and  stood  with  bis  lefl  toe  in  the  iron,  balancing 
himself  till  she  was  quieter ;  then  be  once  more  threw  Ms  leg 
across  the  saddle,  and  regained  his  seat,  laughing. 

Jim  clapped  his  hands  ;  "  By  JoTe,  Sam,  we  must  get  some  of 
these  army  men  to  teach  ns  to  ride,  after  aO  I  " 

"We  must  do  so,"  said  Sam.  "If  that  had  been  jou  or  I,  Jim, 
with  our  rough  clumsy  handy,  wo  sbonld  have  had  tLe  mare  hack 
atop  of  us." 

"  Indeed,"  said  Alice,  "  yon  are  a  splendid  rider,  Mr.  Halbert : 
but  don't  suppose,  from  Mr.  Bnokley's  account  of  himself,  that  be 
can't  ride  well ;  I  assure  you  we  are  all  very  proud  of  him.  He 
can  sit  some  bncking  borscs  which  very  few  men  nill  attempt  to 
nionnt." 

"  And  that  some  bucking.  Miss  Brentwood,"  said  Halbert,  "  is 
just  what  pozzies  me  utterly.  I  got  on  a  bucking  horse  in  Sydney 
the  other  day,  and  had  an  ignominioas  tumble  in  the  sale-yard,  to 
Bverybody's  great  amusement." 

"  We  must  give  one  another  lessoDS,  then,  Mr.  Halbert,"  said 
Sam  : — "  but  I  can  see  already,  that  you  hare  a  much  finer  band 
than  I." 

Soon  alter  they  got  home,  where  the  rest  of  the  party  wera 
watching  for  them,  wondering  at  their  bte  absence.  Halbert  was 
introduced  to  the  Mi^or  by  the  Doctor,  who  said,  "  I  deliver  over 
to  yOu  a  guest,  a  young  conqueror  &om  the  Himalayas,  and  son 
of  an  old  brother  warrior.  If  he  now  breaks  his  neck  horse-riding, 
hia  death  will  not  be  at  my  door ;  I  can  now  eat  my  dinner  in 
peace." 

Alter  dinner  the  three  young  ones,  Sam,  Alic«,  and  Jini, 
gatliered  round  the  fire,  leaving  Halbert  with  the  ME^or  and  the 
Captain  talking  military,  and  the  Doctor  looking  over  an  abstruse 
mathematical  calculation,  with  which  Captain  Brentwood  was  not 
altogether  satisfied.  Alice  and  Sam  sat  in  chairs  side  by  side, 
like  Christians,  bat  Jim  lay  on  the  floor,  between  the  two,  like  a 
UaekMow ;  they  talked  in  a  low  voice  about  the  Btnmger. 
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"I  say,"  said  Jim,  ' 


□'t  he  a  handsome  chap,  and  c 


ride  7  I  doro  saj  he's  a  devil  to  fight,  too, — hear  bint  tell  bM> 
they  pounded  away  at  those  Indians  in  that  battle.  I  expect 
they'd  have  made  a  general  of  him  before  now,  only  be'e  too 
yonag.  Dad  says  he's  a  very  diatingniahed  young  officer.  Alice, 
my  dear,  yon  sboold  see  the  woond  he's  got,  a  great  eeara  all  dora 
his  Bide.  I  saw  it  nhcn  he  ^as  changing  his  shirt  in  my  room 
before  dinner," 

"  Poor  fellow !  "  said  Alice ;  "  I  like  him  reiy  mncb.  Dtm't 
you,  Mr.  Buckley  ?  " 

"I  like  him  exceedingly; — I  hope  he'll  stop  with  us,"  contbuud 

"  And  I  also,"  said  Sam,  ' '  but  what  shall  we  do  to-morrow  ?  " 

"Lot's  have  a  hunt,"  said  Jim.  " Halhert,  have  yoo  ever 
been  kaitgaroo  banting  ?  " 

"  Never  I — I  want  to  go  1 " 

"  Well,  we  can  have  a  capital  htmt  to-morrow  :  Sam  has  got 
his  dog  Fly  here,  and  I'll  take  one  of  my  best  dogs,  and  wb'U 
have  a  good  run,  I  dare  say.''* 

"  I  shall  come,  too,"  eaid  Alice  :  "  that  is,"  added  she,  loolcing 
abyly  at  Sam,  "  if  you  would  be  kind  enough  to  take  care  of  me, 
and  let  Mr.  Halbert  and  Jim  do  the  riding.  But  I'm  tt&aid 
I  Bhatl  be  sadly  in  your  way,' ' 

"Ifyon  don't  go,"  said  Sam,  "I  shall  stay  at  home:  now  then ! " 

At  this  minute,  the  housekeeper  came  in  bearing  jugs  and 
glftssea.     "  Eleanor,"  said  Jim,  "  Is  Jerry  round  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir ;  he's  coiled  somewhere  in  the  woodbouse,"  said  she. 

"  Just  rouse  him  out  and  send  him  in." 

"  Who  is  this  Jerry  who  coils  in  woodhouses  ?  "  said  Halbert. 

"  A  tame  black  belonging  to  us.  He  is  great  at  all  eorta  of 
hunting ;  I  want  to  see  if  he  can  find  us  a  flying  doe  ior  to- 
morrow." 

Jerry  entered,  and  advanced  with  perfect  self-possession  towards 
the  fire.  He  was  a  tall  savage,  with  a  big  black  beard,  and 
wavy  hair  like  a  Comishman.  He  was  dressed  in  an  old  pair  of 
dandy  riding  breeches  of  Jim's,  which  reached  a  short  way  below 
the  knees,  fitting  closely,  and  a  blue  check  shirt  rolled  up  above 
the  elbow  showing  his  lean  wiry  forearm,  seamed  and  scarred  with 
Bpear  wounds  and  bniisea.  He  addressed  nobody,  but  ke|il  his 
eyes  wondering  all  over  the  room ;  at  length  he  aaii,  looking  at 
the  coiling, — 

"  Cobbrai  thirsty  this  fellow :  you  got  a  drop  of  brandy  ?  "  _ 

''  Jany,"  said  Jim,  having  produced  the  brandy,  "  fOn  a 
■  lijht  kangaroo." 
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'  "  All  about  plenty  kangaroo,"  said  Jerry. 

"  Yowi  ;■  but  mine  want  it  big  ona  flying  doe." 

"  Ah-h-h  I  Mine  make  a  light  flying  doo  along  a  stockyard 
this  morning ;  close  by,  along  a  fcnt,  you  see  I  " 

"  That'll  do,"  says  Jim.  "  We'll  be  up  round  tbe  old  etock- 
yaid  after  bret^fest  to-morrow.     You,  Jerry,  come  with  os." 

It  waa  a  freBh  brcozy  antninn  morning  in  April,  when  tbe  four 
Ballied  forth,  about  nine  o'clock,  for  their  hunt.  The  old  stock- 
yard stood  in  tlie  hash,  a  hundred  yards  from  the  comer  of  the 
big  paddock  fence,  and  among  low  rolling  ranges  and  gullies, 
Ihicldy  timbered  with  gum,  cberry,  and  sLeoak :  a  thousand 
parrots  flow  swiiUy  in  flocks,  whistling  and  screaming  from  treo 
to  tree,  while  wattled-birde  and  nnmerons  other  honcy-eat«r8 
oloBtered  on  the  flowering  basksias.  The  spur-winged  plover  and 
the  oorlew  ran  swiftly  among  the  grass,  and  on  a  tall  d^ad  tree 
wtut«  cockatoos  and  blue  cranes  wal^hcd  the  introders  curiously. 

Alice  and  Sam  rode  together  soberly,  and  before  them  were 
Ealbert  and  Jim,  girt  up,  ready  for  the  chase.  Before  tbem, 
again,  was  the  active  blackfellow,  holding  the  dogs  in  a  leash, — 
two  t^ll  bounds,  bred  of  foxhound  and  greyhound,  with  a  dash  of 
collie. 

A  mob  of  kangaroos  crosses  tbeir  path,  but  they  are  all  small ; 
so  the  doge,  though  stniggling  fiercely,  are  still  held  tight  by 
Jen; ;  now  he  crosses  a  little  ridge  before  them  and  looks  down 
into  tbe  gully  beyond,  holding  up  his  band. 

I  Tbe  two  young  men  gather  up  their  reins  and  settio  thetoselves 
(heir  seats.  "  Now,  Halbert,"  says  Jin,  "  sit  fast  and  mind 
1  trees." 
They  ride  up  to  the  blackfellow  ;  through  the  low  wattles,  tbey 
a  see  what  is  in  the  gully  before  them,  though  tbe  dogs  cannot. 
"  Baal,  flying  doe  this  one,"  says  Jerry  in  a  whisper.  "  Old 
in  this  fcUow,  cobbon  matong.t  mine  think  it." 
A  great  aix-foot  kangaroo  was  standing  about  two  himdrcd 
yards  from  them,  staring  stupidly  about  him. 

"  Let  go,  Jerry,"  said  Jim.  The  dogs  released,  sprang  for- 
ward, and,  in  an  instant,  saw  tbeir  quarry,  which,  with  a  loud  puff 
t  alarm,  bounded  away  up  tbe  opposite  elope  at  foil  speed, 
^ing  twenty  feet  at  each  spring. 

[  Ealbert  and  Jim  dashed  off  after  the  dogs,  who  had  got  a  good 

t  of  them,  and  were  laying  themselves  out  to  their  work  right 

Jpantly  :  Sam's  dog.  Fly,  slightly  leading.     Both  dogs  wero  closo 

lUie  game,  and  ^bcrt  said, — 

f  Towi  means  yes.    But  Mr.  Haml;n  is  a  little  inoorreet  In  osing  It 

Blamotaof  aMoraloaBay  word— H.  K.       f  "  Very  itrong." 


imu 
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"  We  are  going  to  b&ve  a  short  ran,  I'm  a&nid."  ^^1 

"  Talk  aboat  that  twenty  mmates  hence,"  said  Jim,  settling  lo 

Over  range  after  range  they  hold  their  headlong  coaree.  Now 
a  bandicoot  scuttles  away  from  under  tiieir  feet  to  hide  in  his 
hoUo«  log ;  now  a  mob  of  terrified  cattle  hnddle  together  as  they 
sweep  by ;  now  tbey  are  flying  past  a  shepherd's  hat,  and  the 
mother  nma  ont  to  snatch  np  a  child,  and  bear  him  oat  of  liann't 
way,  afler  they  are  safe  past.  A  pappy,  three  weeks  old,  joins 
the  chase  with  heart  and  sool,  bat  "cares  in"  at  about  Sfij 
yards,  and  sits  him  down  to  bark.  Now  they  are  mshiog  on 
tbrongh  a  broad  flat,  with  another  great  range  before  them.  Still 
alirays  the  grey  boondtng  figure  holds  on,  through  sonligbt  and 
shadow,  with  the  dogs  grim  and  steadfast  close  in  his  wake. 

The  work  begins  to  tell  on  the  horses.  Fat  Jezebel,  who  could 
hardly  bo  held  at  first,  now  is  none  the  worse  for  a  little  spur : 
and  Jim's  lean,  long-legged  horse,  seems  to  consider  that  the 
entertainment  ought  to  conclude  shortly.  "  Well  done,  Fly !  "  he 
shouts  ;  "  bravely  tried,  my  girl  1  "  She  bad  drawn  herself  ahead, 
and  made  a  bold  strike  at  the  kangaroo,  but  missed  him.  Now 
the  other  dog,  Bolt,  tries  it,  but  without  luck  ;  and  now  they  have 
both  dropped  a  little  back,  and  seem  in  for  another  mile  or  so. 

Well  done,  lass  I— there  she  goes  again  1  With  a  furious  effort 
she  pushes  ahead,  and  seizes  the  flying  beast  by  the  bock — this 
time  with  some  luck,  for  down  be  goes  in  a  cloud  of  dust  and 
broken  sticks,  aud  both  the  dogs  are  on  him  at  once.  Now  he  is 
np  again  and  nmmng,  but  feebly.  And  see,  what  is  the  matter 
with  the  young  dog  ?  He  rune  on,  bat  keeps  turning,  snappiag 
fiercely  at  his  side,  and  his  footsteps  are  marked  with  blool. 
Poor  lad  I  he  has  got  a  had  wound  in  that  last  tumble, — tbe 
kangaroo  has  ripped  up  his  flank  with  a  kick  &om  his  hind  foot. 
But  now  the  chase  is  over, — th«  hunted  beast  has  turned,  and  is 
at  bay  gainst  a  tree,  Fly  etonding  before  him,  waiting  for 
assistance,  snarling  fiercely. 

They  pulled  up.    Jim  took  out  a  pistol  and  preeeuted  iti^H 
Holbert.  ^M 

"  Thank  you,"  md  he.     "  Hur  trigger?  "  ^H 

"  Yes."  ^M 

lie  balanced  it  for  a  second,  and  in  another  the  kangaroo  wu 
lying  quivering  on  the  ground,  shot  through  tbe  heart. 

"  Well  done  t  "  said  Jim,     "Now  I  mnst  look  to  this  dog." 

All  his  flank  along  the  ribs  was  laid  open,  and  Jim,  prodofl' 
a  needle  and  thread,  proceeded  to  sew  it  np. 

"  Will  you  lot  me  do  that  for  you  ?  "  said  Halbert. 


Tim,  prodoota^^H 
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"I  wish  you  would.  I'm  fond  of  the  poor  thing,  and  my  hand 
Bh&kes.     YottVe  Been  the  snrgeonB  at  work,  I  expect." 

"Yea,  indeed."  And  he  lenderly  and  carefully  §titched  up  ths 
dog'e  side,  while  Jim  held  him. 

"  What  do  we  do  with  the  game  ?  "  said  he. 

"  Oh,  Jerry  will  be  along  on  our  tracks  proBently,"  etud  Jim. 
"  He  brings  me  the  tail,  and  does  what  be  lilies  with  the  rest, 
I  wonder  where  Sam  and  Alice  are  ?  " 

"Oh,  they  are  right  enough,"  eaid  Halbert,  laughing.  "I  dare 
say  they  are  not  very  anxious  aboat  the  kangaroo,  or  anything 
else.     That's  '  a  case,'  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  Well,  1  hope  it  is,"  said  Jim  ;  ^'  bat  yon  see  I  don't  know. 
Oirls  are  so  odd." 

"Perhaps  he  has  never  asked  her," 

"No;  I  don't  think  he  has.  I  wish  he  would.  Yon  ore  not 
manied,  are  yoa?" 

"  My  God — no  I  "  said  Halbert,  "nor  ever  shall  be." 

"Never?" 

"  Never,  Jim.  Let  me  tell  yon  a  etory  as  we  ride  borne.  You 
and  I  shall  be  good  friends,  I  know.  I  like  you  already,  though 
we  have  only  known  one  another  two  days.  I  can  see  well  what 
you  are  made  of.  They  say  it  cases  a  man's  mind  to  tell  his 
grief.  I  wish  it  would  mine.  Well ;  before  I  left  England  I  had 
eeoretl^  engaged  myself  to  marry  a  bcautiM  girl,  very  much  like 
your  eister,  a  governess  in  my  brother-in-law's  family.  I  went  off 
to  join  my  regiment,  and  left  her  there  with  my  sister  and  her 
husband,  Lord  Carst^ne,  who  treated  her  as  if  she  was  already 
one  of  the  laraily^-God  bless  them  !  Two  years  ago  my  father 
died,  and  I  came  into  twenty  thousand  pounds;  not  much,  but 
enough  to  get  married  on  in  Ltdia,  particolarly  as  I  was  getting 
on  in  my  profession.  So  I  wrote  to  her  to  come  out  to  mo.  She 
sailed  in  the  Assam,  for  Calcutta,  but  the  ship  never  arrived. 
She  was  spoken  off  the  Mauritius,  but  never  seen  after.  The 
nnderwrifers  have  paid  np  her  Jnsaranee,  and  everyone  knows  now 
that  the  Assam  went  down  m  a  tj-plioon,  with  all  hands." 

"  God  bless  yon  I  "  isaid  Jim,  "  I  am  very  sorry  for  that." 

"  Thank  yon,  I  have  come  here  for  change  of  scene  more  than 
anything,  bat  I  Urnik  I  shall  go  back  soon." 

"  I  sbaU  come  with  yon,"  said  Jim.  "  I  have  determined  to 
be  a  soldier,  and  I  know  the  governor  has  interest  enough  to  get 
me  into  some  regiment  in  India."  (I  don't  beheve  he  had  over 
thought  of  it  before  that  morning.) 

"  If  you  are  determined,  he  might.  His  services  in  India  were 
too  spl^idid  (o  have  been  forgolt«n  yet." 


"  I  wonder,"  said  Jim,  "  if  be  will  let  me  g 

Alioe  nuuried  first." 

They  jagged  cm  in  silence  for  a  little,  and  slowlj,  on 
tUe  wounded  dogs.     Then  Jim  said, — 

"  Well,  and  how  did  jou  like  your  sport  ?  " 

"Very  mnch  indeed  ;  bat  I  thought  bosh -riding  vu  harder 
work.  We  have  only  bad  one  or  two  leaps  over  fallen  logt 
altogQther." 

"  There  ain't  much  leaping,  Lhafa  a  fact,  I  suppose  yoa  hsTa 
been  fox-hunting?  " 

"  My  father  was  a  master  of  tonnds,"  replied  Halbert.  "  On 
the  fir^t  day  of  the  season,  when  the  hoonda  met  at  home,  there 
would  be  two  hundred  horsemen  on  our  Urrace,  fifty  of  them,  at 
least,  in  pink.  It  was  a  regular  holiday  for  all  the  country  roond. 
Such  horses,  too.  Ky  fatber's  borso,  the  Elk,  was  worth  £800, 
and  there  were  bettor  horses  than  him  to  be  seen  in  i" 
I  promise  yon." 

"  And  all  after  a  poor  little  ioi  I  " 

"You  don't  know  Charley,  I  can  see,"  said  Halbert.  _ 

little  fox,  indeed !  \Vhy,  it'a  aa  fair  a  match  between  the  best- 
tried  pack  of  honnda  in  England,  and  an  old  dog-fox,  as  one 
would  wish  to  see.  And  as  hard  work  aa  it  is  to  ride  up  to  them, 
even  without  a  BtiS  fence  at  every  two  hundred  3'ards,  to  roll  3^u 
over  on  your  head,  if  yonr  horse  is  blown  or  clnmay.  Just  con- 
aider  how  many  are  run,  and  how  few  are  killed.  I  consider  a  fox 
to  be  tbe  noblest  quarry  in  the  world.  His  speed,  courage,  and 
cnnaing  are  wonder^-  I  have  seen  a  fox  nm  fifloen  mDes  as  the 
crow  fliea,  and  only  tliree  of  ns  in  at  tba  death.  That's  what 
I  call  sport." 

"  So  do  I,  by  Jove  I  "  said  Jtm.  "I'on  have  some  good  apoit 
in  India,  too  "  " 

"  Yes.     Pig-sticking  is  pretty — very  pretty,  I  may  say,  if 

have  two  or  three  of  the  right  sort  with  you.     All  the  Ori 

ooght  to  liunt  together,  thongh.     There  was  a  young  fellow^ 

"■     ■      "•  •  ■■  ^ith  I     -        ■• 


s  the  pig  turned,  he  contrived . 
He  was  tidl  of  apolt 


King's-ofBcor,  and  a  nobleman,  too,  came  out 
day,  and  rode  well  forward,  but 
spear  my  horse  throngh  the  pi 

and  I  was  outwardly  highly  polit«  and  indifferent,  but  intei 
cursing  liim  np  hill  aud  down  dale.  I  went  home  and  had  the 
horse  shot ;  but  when  I  got  op  next  moming,  there  waa  a  Syco 
loading  up  and  down  a  magniftuent  Australian,  a  for  fim-r  benst 
than  the  one  which  I  had  lost,  wliich  my  Lord  bad  sent  np  to  replace 
my  nnfortuuat«  nag.  I  went  down  to  his  quarters  and  refused  to 
accept  it ;  but  he  forced  me  in  tho  end,  and  it  gave  me  a  good 
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teseon  iSxmi  keeping  my  temper  orer  an  imaToidable  accident, 
vhich  I  don't  mean  to  forget.  Don't  yon  think  it  was  prettily 
done?" 

"  Yes,  I  do,"  said  Jim  ;  "  bnt  yoa  see  these  nohlemen  are  eo 
rich  that  they  can  afford  to  do  that  sort  of  thing,  where  you  or  I 
couldn't.     But  I  expect  tbey  are  very  good  fellows  on  the  whole." 

"  There  are  just  as  large  a  proportion  of  good  noblemen  as  there 
are  of  any  other  claas — more  than  that  yon  have  no  right  to  expect, 
I'm  a  liberal,  as  my  father  was  bcforo  me,  and  a  pretty  strong  one 
too  ;  bnt  I  think  that  a  man  with  sixty  thousand  acres,  and  a  seat 
in  the  House  of  Lords,  is  entitled  to  a  certain  sort  of  respect.  A 
Grand  Seigneur  ia  a  very  capital  institation  it  be  will  only  stay  on 
bis  estates  some  part  of  the  year." 

"  Ay  1  "  said  Jim;  who  was  a  shrewd  fellow  in  his  way. 
1'  They  know  that  here,  well  enough  ;  look  at  onr  Macarthnrs  and 
Wentworths, — but  then  they  must  he  men,  and  not  snobs,  as  the 
gOTemor  says. 

When  they  got  home,  they  fonnd  Sam  and  Alice  sitting  in  the 
verandah  as  comfortable  aa  you  please. 

"  Well,"  said  Jim ;  "  you  are  a  nice  lot !  This  is  what  you 
call  kangaroo-hunting  I " 

"  Oh,  yon  went  too  fast  for  us.    Have  you  killed  ?  " 

"  Yes  I  out  by  the  big  Bwamp." 

"  You  have  taken  your  time  to  get  home  then." 

"  Poor  Bolt  is  cut  op,  and  we  couldn't  go  out  of  a  walk.  Now 
give  as  something  to  eat,  wiH  you,  Alice  ?  " 

"  Well,  ring  the  bell  and  we  will  have  lunch." 

But  just  as  Jim  rang  the  bell,  there  was  a  loud  voice  ontsido, 
and  the  three  young  men  went  out  to  see  who  it  was,  and  found 
two  horsemen  in  front  of  the  door. 

One,  who  was  still  sitting  on  his  horse,  was  a  dark -haired  slight 
yutmg  man,  Charles  Hawker  b  fact,  whom  we  know  already,  bnt 
the  oUier,  who  had  dismounted,  and  was  leaning  against  his  horse, 
was  a  highbred,  delical«  Uttle  fellow,  to  whom  we  have  yet  to  be 
uitrodnced. 

He  was  a  sL'ght  lad,  perhaps  not  more  than  eighteen,  with  ona 
of  the  pleasantest,  handsomest  facea  of  his  own  that  you  could 
wish  to  see,  and  also  a  very  intellectual  look  about  him,  which 
impressed  you  at  once  with  the  idea  that  if  ho  lived  he  would  have 
made  some  sort  of  figure  in  life.  He  was  one  of  the  grealest 
dandies,  also,  in  those  part,s,  and  after  the  longest  ride  used  to  look 
as  if  he  had  been  turned  out  of  a  bandbox.  On  the  present 
occasion  he  had  on  two  articles  of  dress  which  attracted  Jim's 
■ttentioQ  amazingly.     The  first  was  a  now  whit«  bat,  which  was 
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B  GnfGcientl;  remark&blo  thing  in  Uioee  parts  at  that  ti 
the  seconi,  a  pair  of  yellow  leather  riding- traoBera. 

"  Why,  Cecil Mavford  1 "  said  Sam,  "  howdoyondo?  durlejTi 
how  are  yon?    Just  in  time  for  lunch.     Come  in." 

Jim  was  walking  round  aod  round  Cecil  withont  ^leakiDg  a  word. 
At  last  the  latter  a^d,  "How  do  i/ou  do,  James  Brentwood  ?  " 

"  How  do  your  breechee  do,  Cecil  ?  "  answered  Jim ;  "  that  is 
a  mnch  more  important  queation.  By  the  hye,  let  me  introdnea 
you  to  Ur.  Halbert.  Also,  allow  me  to  have  ihe  honour  to  infonn 
yon  that  my  sister  Alice  is  come  home  from  school." 

"  I  am  aware  of  that,  and  am  come  over  to  pay  my  respects. 
Sam,  leave  me  alons.  If  I  were  to  disarrange  my  dress  before  I 
was  presented  to  Miss  Brentwood,  I  wonld  pnt  a  period  to  my 
eiistoQce.  Jim,  my  dear  soul,  come  in  and  present  me.  Don't 
all  you  fellows  come  mobbing  in,  jon  know." 

Bo  Jim  took  Cecil  in,  and  the  other  young  fellows  lounged  about 
the  door  in  the  sun.  "  Where  have  yon  come  from,  Charley  ?  " 
asked  Soro. 

"I  have  been  staying  at  the  Mayforda' ;  and  this  monung, 
hearing  that  yon  and  your  father  were  here,  we  thooght  we  wooH 
come  over  and  stay  a  bit." 

"  By  the  bye,"  said  Sam,  "Kllen  Mayfbrd  was  to  have  come 
home  from  Sydney  the  same  time  as  Alice  Brentwood,  or  Uiere- 
abonta.    Fray,  is  she  come  ?  " 

"Oh,  yes  I"  said  Charles;  "she  is  come  this  fortnight,  or 
more." 

"  What  sort  of  a  girl  has  she  grown  to  be  ?  " 

"  Well,  /  coll  her  an  micommonly  pretty  girl.  A  very  nice 
girl  indeed,  I  should  say.  Have  you  heard  the  news  frcoB  tha 
north  ?  " 

"  No  I  " 

"  Bushrangars  I  Nine  or  ten  devils,  loose  on  the  upper  Mao. 
qnarrie,  caught  the  publican  at  Uarrj-ong  alone  in  the  bosb ;  ba 
had  been  an  overlooker,  or  soma  such  thing,  in  old  times,  so  they 
stripped  him,  tied  him  np,  gave  him  four  dozen,  and  leil  him  to 
the  Umicn  mercies  of  the  blowflies,  in  consequence  of  which  he 
was  found  dead  next  day,  with  th«  cords  at  his  wrists  cutting  down 
to  the  bone  with  the  struggles  ho  made  in  his  agony." 

"  Whew  !  "  said  Sam.  "  We  are  going  to  hare  some  of  the 
old-fashioned  work  over  again.  Let  as  hope  Deeborongh  will  get 
hold  of  them  before  they  come  this  way." 

"  Some  of  our  fellow -countiymen,"  said  Halberi,  "  are,  it  seenu 
to  ma,  more  detestably  ferocious  than  savages,  when  ibffj  oooe  get 
loose." 
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"  Unch  of  a  mncbneBs — no  better,  and  perhaps  no  worse,"  eaii 
Sam.  "  All  men  who  act  entiiely  without  any  law  in  tlieir  actions 
amve  at  much  the  same  degree,  whether  white  or  black," 

"  And  will  Ibia  Captain  iDeshorongli,  whom  you  speak  of,  have 
much  chance  of  catching  these  fellows  7  "  asked  Halbeii. 

"  They  will  most  likely  disperse  on  his  approach  if  he  takes  taty 
force  against  them,"  said  Bam.  "  I  heard  him  say,  myself,  that 
the  best  way  was  to  l*mpt  them  to  stay  and  show  fight,  by  taking 
B  small  force  against  them,  as  our  admirals  used  to  do  to  the  French, 
in  the  war.  By  the  bye,  how  is  Tom  Tronbridge  ?  He  is  qoite 
&  stranger  to  me.  I  have  only  seen  him  twice  since  he  was  back 
from  Port  Phillip." 

"  He  is  off  again  now,  after  some  rams,  np  to  the  north." 

"  I  hope  he  won't  fall  in  tdth  the  fanslurangere.     Anybody  mth 

f?" 
William  Lee,"  answered  Charles. 
A  good  escort.     There  is  lunch  going  in,— come  along," 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

BUI  KEZTS   WITH   k  BIVIL,    AKD   BOW   HE   TREATED  HDf. 


That  week  one  of  those  runs  upon  tbe  Captiun's  hospitality  took 
place  which  are  common  enough  in  the  hush,  and,  although  causing 
a  temporary  inconvenience,  as  generally  as  much  enjoyed  by  the 
entertainer  as  entertained.  Everyttody  during  this  next  week 
come  to  see  them,  and  nobody  went-lack  again.  Bo  by  the  end 
of  the  week  there  were  a  dozen  or  fourloen  guests  assembled,  all 
uninvited,  and  apparently  bent  on  maJting  a  good  long  stay  of  it. 

Alice,  who  had  eipect«d  to  be  rather  put  out,  conducted  every- 
thing with  EDch  tact  and  dignity  that  Mrs.  Buckley  remarked  to 
Mis,  Uayford,  when  they  were  alone  together,  "  that  she  had 
never  seen  such  beantr  and  such  channing  domestic  grace  combined, 
and  that  he  wonld  be  a  lucky  young  fellow  who  got  her  for  a 

"  Welt,  yes,  I  should  be  inclined  lo  Bay  bo  too,"  answered  Mis. 
Mayford.  "  Rather  much  of  the  boarding-school  as  yet,  hut  that 
will  wear  off,  I  dare  say.  I  don't  think  the  young  lady  will  go 
very  long  without  an  offer.  Pray,  have  yon  remarked  anything, 
my  dear  madam  ?  " 

Yes,  Urs.  Buckley  had  remarked  something  on  her  arrival  the 
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daybefivre  yestercUy.  She  had  rem&rkeii  Sam  ant 
rilling  over  the  paddock,  and  Sam,  by  way  of  giving  a  riding- 
leasen,  holding  the  little  white  hand  in  his,  teaching  it  (the  dog  I) 
to  hold  the  rein3  properly.  And  on  seeing  Alice  she  hod  said  (o 
herself,  "  Thai  will  do,"  Bat  all  tlus  was  not  what  Mrs.  Mayfoid 
meant — in  laot,  these  two  good  ladies  were  at  cross-purposes. 

"Well,  I  thought  1  did,"  replied  Mrs.  Buckley,  referring  to 
Sam.  "  But  one  muat  not  ba  premature.  They  are  both  very 
young,  and  may  not  know  their  own  minds." 

"They  seem  as  if  they  did,"   said    Mrs.  Mayford.     "Look 
there  I"     Outside  the  window  they  saw  something  which  | 
Mrs.  Buckley  a  sort  of  pang,  and  made  Mrs.  Mayford  laugh. 

There  was  no  oue  in  the  garden  visible  bat  Cecil  Mayford  | 
Mae,  and  she  was  at  that  monaent  hnsily  engaged  in  piiu  ' 
rose  into  his  buttonhole,  "The  audacious  girl  I"  thonghi  _^_ 
Buckley ;  "I  am  afi'aid  she  will  be  a  daughter  of  debate  among 
as.  I  wish  she  had  not  come  home."  'While  Mrs.  Mayford 
continued, — 

"  I  am  lar  (rom  saying,  mind  you,  my  dear  Mrs.  Buckley,  that 
I  don't  consider  Cecil  might  do  far  bettor  for  himself.  The  girl  is 
pretty,  very  pretty,  and  will  hare  money.  But  she  is  too  decided, 
my  dear.     Fancy  a  girl  of  her  age  expressing  opinions  I     Why,  if 

I  had  ventured  to  express  opinions   at  her  ago,  I 1  don't  )mow 

what  my  fether  would  have  said." 

"  Depend  very  much  on  what  sort  of  opinions  they  were  ; 
wouldn't  it  ?  "  said  Mrs,  Buckley, 

"  No  :  I  mean  any  opinions.  Girls  onghl  to  have  no  opinions 
at  all.  There,  last  night  when  the  young  men  were  talking  all 
together,  she  must  needs  get  red  in  the  face  and  bridle  up,  and 
say,  '  She  thought  an  Englishman  who  wasn't  proud  of  Ohver 
Cromwell  was  nnworthy  of  the  name  of  an  EngUshnian.'  Her  very 
words,  I  assure  you.  Why,  if  my  daughter  Ellen  had  dared  to 
express  herself  in  that  way  about  a  murdorons  Papist,  I'd  have 
elapped  her  face." 

"I  don't  think  Cromwell  was  a  Papist;  was  he  ?  "  said  Mi's. 
Buckley. 

"A  Dissanter,  then,  or  something  of  that  sort,"  said  Mrs. 
Mayford.  "  But  that  don't  alter  the  matter.  What  I  don't  like 
to  see  is  a  young  girl  thrusting  her  oar  in  in  that  way.  However,  I 
shall  make  no  opposition,  I  can  assurii  yon,  Cecil  is  old  enough 
to  choose  for  himself,  and  a  mother's  place  is  to  submit.  Oh,  no, 
I  assure  you,  whatever  my  oj>inions  may  be,  I  shall  offer  no  opposi- 
tion." 

"  I  shouldn't  think  you  would,"  eaid  Mrs.  Buckley,  as  the  olhor 
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loft  tile  room  :  "  rather  a  pitice  of  lock  for  ^our  Loy  to  luarr;  the 
handsomest  anil  richest  giii  in  the  coimtiy.  However,  maduu,  if 
;ou  think  I  am  going  to  pky  a  game  of  chesB  with  ;oa  for  that 
girl,  or  any  other  giil,  why,  you  are  mistaken." 

And  yet  it  was  very  proToking.  Ever  since  she  had  began  U> 
hear  from  various  sources  bow  handgome  and  clever  Alice  was,  ahe 
bad  made  up  her  mind  that  Sam  should  marry  her,  and  now  to  be 
pot  out  like  this  by  people  nbom  they  had  actaally  introduced  into 
the  house  I  It  would  he  a  great  blow  to  Sam  too.  She  wished  h« 
had  never  eeen  her.  She  would  Booner  have  lost  a  Itmb  than 
caused  his  honest  heart  one  single  peng.  But,  ailer  all,  it  might 
be  only  a  little  flirtation  between  ber  and  Cecil.  Girla  would  flirt ; 
but  then  there  would  be  Mrs.  Mayford  manceuvring  and  scheming 
ber  heart  out,  while  she,  Agnes  Buckley,  was  constrained  by  her 
principles  only  to  look  on  and  let  things  take  their  natural  coarse. 

Now,  there  arose  a  coolness  between  Agnes  Buckley  and  the 
Mayfords,  mother  and  son,  which  was  nevei'  made  np — never,  ob, 
never  I  Not  very  many  months  after  this  she  would  have  given 
t«n  thousand  pounds  to  bave  been  reconciled  to  the  kind-bearled 
old  busy-body  ;  but  then  it  was  too  lat«. 

Bnt  now,  going  out  into  the  gai'deii,  she  found  the  Doctor  busy 
planting  some  weeds  he  bad  found  in  the  bush,  in  a  quiet  comer, 
with  an  air  of  stealth,  intending  to  privately  aak  the  gardener  to 
aeo  after  them  till  be  could  fetch  thetn  away.  l!he  magpie,  having 
Been  from  the  window  a  procesE  of  diggmg  and  burying  going  on, 
had  attended  in  his  official  capacity,  standing  behind  the  Doctor, 
and  moooraging  bim  every  now  and  then  with  a  dance,  or  a  few 
flate-like  notes  of  music.  I  need  hardly  mention  that  the  moment 
the  Doctor's  back  was  turned  the  bird  rooted  up  every  one  of  the 
plants,  and  buried  them  in  some  secret  spot  of  his  own,  where  tbey 
Ue,  I  believe,  till  this  day. 

To  the  Doctor  she  told  the  whole  matter,  omitting  nothing,  and 
then  asked  h\a  advice.  "I  suppose,"  ahe  Baid,  "you  wUl  only 
«cho  my  own  determination  of  doing  nothing  at  all  ?  " 

"  Quite  BO,  my  dear  madam.  If  abe  loves  Sam,  she  will  marijr 
him;  if  ahe  don't,  he  is  better  without  ber." 

"That  is  true,"  said  Mrs.  Buckley.  "I  hope  she  will  have 
good  taste  enough  to  choose  my  boy." 

"I  hope  BO  too,  I  am  sore,"  said  the  Doctor.  "  But  we  nuist 
not  be  very  forioua  if  she  don't.  Little  Cecil  Mayibrd  is  both 
handaomor  and  cleverer  than  Sam.  "We  most  not  foiget  that,  yon 
know." 

That  evening  was  the  £rst  thorougbly  unhappy  evening,  I  think, 
tittt  Sam  ever  paased  in  his  liie.    I  am  bciuwd  to  imagine  4haj 
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hia  digeatiou  waa  out  of  order.  If  any  of  my  readers  ever  ( 
themselves  in  the  same  state  of  mind  that  be  was  in  that  night,  let 
them  be  oomforted  by  considencg  that  there  is  always  a  remedy  at 
hand,  before  which  evil  thonghts  and  evil  tempers  of  all  kinds  fly 
like  mist  before  the  muming  son.  How  many  serious  family 
quarrels,  marHc^ofi  oat  of  spite,  alterations  of  wilb,  and  recessions 
to  the  Church  of  Rome,  might  have  been  prevented  by  a  gentle 
dose  of  blue  ptU  I  What  awful  instances  of  chronic  dyspepsia  are 
presented  to  ooi  view  by  the  immortal  bard  in  the  characters  of 
Hamlet  and  Othello !  I  look  with  awe  on  the  digestion  of  such  a 
man  as  the  present  King  of  Naples.  Banish  dyspepsia  and 
spiritnous  liquors  from  society,  and  you  would  have  no  crime,  or 
at  least  so  little  that  you  would  not  consider  it  worth  mentioning. 

However,  to  return  to  Bam.  Ho,  Halbert,  Charles  Hanker,  and 
Jim  had  been  away  riding  down  an  emu,  and  had  sUyed  out  all 
day.  But  Cecil  Mayford,  having  made  excuse  to  stay  at  home, 
had  been  making  himself  in  many  ways  agreeable  to  Alice,  and  at 
last  had  attended  her  on  a  rid«,  and  on  his  return  bad  been  re- 
warded with  a  rose,  as  we  saw.  The  first  thing  Sam  caught  sight 
of  when  he  came  home  was  Alice  and  Cecil  walking  up  and  down 
the  garden  very  comfortably  together,  talking  and  langhing.  He 
did  not  like  to  see  this.  He  dreaded  Cecil's  powers  of  entertain- 
ment too  much,  and  it  made  him  angry  to  hear  how  he  was  making 
Alice  laugh.  Then,  wheu  the  four  came  mto  the  hooae,  this 
offending  couple  took  no  notice  of  them  at  all,  but  oontinoed 
walking  up  and  down  m  the  garden,  til]  Jim,  who,  not  being  la 
love,  didn't  care  twopence  wheflier  his  sister  came  in  or  not,  i 
ont  to  the  verandah,  and  called  out  "  Hi  !  " 

"  What  now  ?  "  said  Alice,  turning  round. 

"  Why,  we're  come  home,"  said  Jim,  "  and  I  want  yon."      

"  Then  you  won't  get  me,  impudence,"  said  Alice,  and  begu 
walking  up  and  down  again.  But  not  long  after,  having  to  corns 
in,  she  just  said,  "  How  do,  hir.  Halbert  ?  '*  and  passed  on,  never 
speaking  to  Sam.  Now  there  was  no  reason  why  she  should  have 
spoken  to  him,  but  "  Good  evening,  Mr.  Buckley,"  would  not  have 
hurt  anybody.  And  now  in  eame  Cecil,  with  that  unlucky  rose, 
and  Jim  Immediately  began, — 

"  Hallo,  Cis,  where  did  yon  get  your  flower?  " 

"  Ah,  that's  a  secret,"  said  CecQ,  with  an  affected  look. 

"  No  secret  at  all,"  said  Alice,  coming  back.  "  I  gave  it  to 
him.  He  bad  the  civility  to  stay  and  take  me  ont  for  a  ride,  in* 
Btead  of  going  to  run  down  those  poor  pretty  emos.  And  t'  ~ 
his  reward.  I  pinned  it  Into  his  coat  for  him."  And  ( 
wont  again. 
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very  solky,  bat  he  cooldn't  exactly  say  with  whom. 
With  himeelf  more  than  anybodj,  I  believe, 

"  Like  Cecil's  conBummate  impadence  t "  waa  bia  first  thought ; 
bat  aft«r  he  had  gone  to  his  room  to  dresa,  his  better  uaturo 
came  to  him,  and  before  dimior  came  on  he  waa  his  old  self 
again,  ouhappy  still,  bat  not  sulky,  and  detennined  to  be  juet. 

"What  right  have  I  to  be  angry,  even  suppose  she  does  come  to 
core  more  for  him  than  for  me  ?  What  can  be  more  likely  ?  he 
IB  more  coortly,  amnsiog,  better- looking,  they  say,  and  certainly 
dsrerer  ;  oh,  decidedly  cleverer.  He  might  as  well  make  me  hia 
enemy  as  I  make  him  mine.     No ;  dash  it  all  t     Ho  hea  been  like 

s  brother  to  me  ever  since  he  was  bo  high,  and  I'll  be  d d  if 

there  shan't  be  fair  play  between  as  two,  thoagh  I  shoold  go  into 
the  anny  through  it.     Bat  I'll  watch,  and  see  how  things  go." 

Bo  he  watched  at  dinner  and  ai^orwards,  hot  saw  Uttle  to  comfort 
him.  Saw  one  thing,  nay,  two  things,  most  clearly.  One  was, 
that  Cecil  Mayford  was  madly  in  love  with  Alice ;  and  the  other 
was,  that  poor  Cecil  was  madly  jealous  of  Sam.  He  treated  him 
differently  to  what  he  had  ever  dano  before,  as  thoagh  on  that 
erening  he  had  first  fonnd  his  rival.  Nay,  he  became  ahnost  rode, 
K  that  once  Jim  looked  snddenly  np,  casting  his  shrewd  blue  ej'es 
firgt  on  one  and  then  on  the  other,  as  thoagh  to  ask  what  tha 
tiiatt«r  was.  Bnt  Sam  only  said  to  himself,  "  Let  him  go  on. 
Let  him  say  what  he  will.  He  is  Iweido  himself  now,  and  aonie 
day  bo  will  bo  sorry.    He  shall  have  fair  play,  come  what  will." 

Bat  it  was  bard  for  oar  lad  to  keep  his  temper  Bomotimes.  It 
WB8  hard  to  sec  another  man  sitting  alongsido  of  her  all  the 
evening,  paying  her  all  those  nameless  httle  attentions  which 
somehow,  however  onreasonably,  he  had  brought  himself  to  think 
vere  his  right,  aud  no  one  else'a,  to  pay.  Hard  to  wonder,  and 
wonder  whether  or  no  he  had  angered  her,  and  if  so,  how  ? 
Halbert,  good  heart,  saw  it  all,  and  sitting  all  the  evening  by 
Bam,  made  himself  so  agreeable,  that  for  a  time  even  Alice  herself 
was  fijrgotten.  But  then,  when  he  looked  up,  and  saw  Cecil  still 
beside  her,  aod  her  laughing  and  talking  so  pleasantly,  while  he 
Tas  misOTahle  and  nnhappy,  the  old  chill  came  on  his  heart  again, 
and  he  thought — was  the  last  happy  week  only  a  doceitfol  gleam 
of  BuuBlmie,  and  should  he  ever  take  bis  old  place  beside  her 
again? 

Onoe  or  twice  moro  dorii^  the  evening  Cecil  was  almost  insolent 
to  hint,  but  still  his  rosolatton  was  atrong. 

"  If  he  is  a  fool,  why  should  I  be  a  fool  ?  I  will  wait  and  see  if 
he  c«o  win  her.  If  be  does,  why  there  is  India  for  me.  Il  he 
not,  I  will  try  again.    Only  I  will  not  qnairei  with  Cecil,  ba> 
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causo  he  is  Ltiuded.  Little  Cecil,  who  nacd  to  bathe  with  me  biad 
ridij  pickaback  rouod  the  garden  I  No ;  he  shall  hare  fair  pla;. 
By  Jove,  he  ehall  have  bir  play,  if  I  die  for  it." 

And  he  had  some  httJe  comfort  in  the  evening.  When  the;  bad 
all  risen  to  go  to  bed,  and  were  etandiiig  about  in  ooafasion  lijjht- 
ing  caudles,  he  saddunl;  foond  Alice  b;  his  aide,  who  s&id  in  ■ 
sweet,  low,  mosical  totto,— 

"  Can  jou  forgive  me?" 

"  What  have  I  to  forgive,  m;  dear  young  lady  ?  "  he  said  eofU;. 
"  I  was  thinkmg  of  asking  yomr  forgiveness  for  some  anknown 
fault." 

"  I  bave  behaved  bo  ill  to  you  to-day,"  she  said,  "  the  first  ot 
my  new  friends  I  I  was  angry  at  your  going  oat  aft«r  our  poor 
emu3,  and  I  was  cross  to  yon  when  you  came  home.  Do  let  as  be 
friends  again." 

There  was  a  chance  for  a  reconciliation  t  But  here  was  Cecil 
Uayford  thniattog  between  them  witJi  a  Ut  caudle  just  at  the  wrong 
moment ;  and  she  gave  him  such  a  sweet  smile,  and  such  kind 
thanks,  that  Sam  felt  nearly  as  miserable  as  ever. 

And  next  morning  everything  went  wrong  agam.  Whether  it 
waa  merely  coquetry,  or  whether  she  was  angry  at  their  banting 
the  emus,  or  whether  she  for  a.  time  preferred  Cecil's  company,  I 
know  not ;  but  she,  during  the  next  week,  neglected  Sam  altogether, 
and  refused  (o  sit  beside  him,  making  a  most  tiresome  show  of 
being  nnable  to  get  on  withont  Cecil  Mayford,  who  squired  her 
here,  there,  and  everywhere,  in.  the  most  provoking  fashion. 

But  it  so  happened  that  the  Doctor  and  the  Major  sat  up  l&t«r 
than  the  others  that  night,  taking  a  glass  of  punch  together  before 
the  fire,  and  the  M^or  said,  abruptly, — 

"  There  will  be  uuBchicf  among  the  yonng  feUows  abont  that 
girl.  It  is  a  long  while  since  I  saw  one  man  look  at  another  aa 
young  Mayford  did  at  our  Sam  to-ntght.  I  wish  she  were  out  of 
the  way.  Sam  and  Mayford  are  both  desperately  in  love  with  her, 
and  one  must  go  to  the  wall.  I  wish  that  boy  of  mine  was  keener ; 
he  stayed  aloof  from  her  all  to-night." 

"  Don't  you  see  hia  intention  ?  "  said  the  Doctor.  "  I  am  very 
much  mistaken  if  I  do  not.  He  is  determined  to  leave  the  field 
clear  for  all  comers,  unless  she  herself  makes  some  sort  of  advaneea 
to  him.  '  If  she  prefers  Mayford,'  says  Sam  to  himself,  '  in  the 
way  she  appears  to,  why,  she  is  welcome  to  him,  and  I  can  go 
home  as  soon  as  I  am  assured  of  it.'  And  go  home  he  would,  too, 
and  never  say  one  word  of  complaint  to  any  living  aool." 

"What  ft  dear,  brave,  hooeet  soal  that  ]ad  haal  "  m 
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"  Truly,"  Btud  the  Doctor, "  I  onlj  knew  one  man  who  is  his  equal" 

"And  who  U  he?" 

"  Hia  father.     Good-night :  good  dreama  I  " 

So  Sam  kept  to  his  resolation  of  finding  out  whether  or  do  Alice 
«R3  liliely  to  prefer  Cecil  to  him.  And,  for  all  hia  watching  and 
puzzling,  he  couldn't.  He  had  never  confided  oae  word  of  all  this 
to  his  mother,  and  yet  she  knew  it  lUl  as  well  as  he. 

Meanwhile,  Cecil  was  quite  changed.  He  almost  hated  Sam, 
and  seldom  spoke  to  him,  and  at  the  same  time  hated  himself  for 
it.  He  grew  pale,  too,  and  never  could  be  persnaded  to  join  any 
sport  whatever ;  while  Sam,  being  content  to  receive  only  a  few 
words  in  the  day  from  My  Lady,  worked  harder  than  ever,  both  in 
the  yards  and  ridiag.  AH  day  be  and  Jim  wonld  be  working  like 
horses,  with  Holbert  for  their  constant  companion,  and,  half  an 
komr  before  dinner,  wonld  run  whooping  down  to  the  river  for  their 
bathe,  and  then  come  in  clean,  happy,  hungry — so  full  of  life  and 
youth,  that  in  these  sad  days  of  deficient  grinders,  indigestion,  and 
liver,  I  can  hardly  realise  that  once  I  myself  was  as  foil  of  blood 
and  as  active  and  hearty  as  any  of  tliem. 

There  was  much  to  do  the  week  tliat  Alice  and  Sam  had  their 
little  tiff.  The  Captain  was  getting  in  the  "  scrubbers,"  cattle 
which  had  been  left,  under  the  not  very  careftd  rule  of  Ibo 
Donovans,  to  mn  wild  in  the  mountains.  These  leasts  had  now 
to  be  got  in,  and  put  through  such  processes  as  cattle  are  bom  to 
ondcrgo.  The  Captain  and  the  Major  were  both  folly  stiff  for 
working  in  the  yards,  but  their  places  were  well  eupplied  by  Sam 
and  Jim.  The  two  fathers,  with  the  Bsaistance  of  the  stockmcm, 
and  sometimes  of  the  sons,  used  to  got  them  into  the  yards,  and 
then  the  two  young  men  wonld  go  to  work  in  a  style  I  have  never 
seen  surpassed  by  any  two  of  the  same  age.  Halbert  would  some- 
times go  into  the  yard  and  assist,  or  raUier  hinder ;  but  be  bad 
to  give  np  just  when  ho  was  beginning  to  be  of  aoroo  use,  as  the 
exertion  was  too  violent  for  an  old  wound  he  bad. 

Meanwhile  Cecil  despised  all  theae  things,  and,  though  a  capital 
band  among  oattle,  was  now  grown  completely  effeminate,  banging 
about  the  house  all  day,  makmg,  in  fact,  "  rajher  a  fool  of  himself 
about  that  girl,"  as  Halbert  thought,  and  thongbt,  besides, "  What 
a  confounded  fool  she  will  moke  of  herself  if  she  takes  that  little 
dandy  I — not  that  he  isn't  a  very  gentlemanlike  little  (ellow,  but 
that  Bam  is  worth  five  hundred  of  him." 

One  day,  It  so  happened  that  every  one  was  out  bat  Cecil  and 
Alice ;  and  Alice,  who  had  been  listening  to  the  noises  at  the 
•loe^Did  a  long  while,  suddenly  proposed  to  go  there. 
19 
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"  I  have  never  beeo,"  sbe  said  ;  "  I  ahonld  go  like  to  go 
know  I  Eim  not  iiUowed,  but  yon  need  not  betraj  me,  and  X 
sore  the  otiere  won't.     I  should  bo  like  to  see  what  ihay  axe 
abontl  " 

"  I  assure  you  MlsB  Brentwood,  that  it  is  not  a  fit  place  for  k 
Udy." 

"Why  not?" 

Cecil  hlasbed  scarlet.  If  -women  only  knew  wiiat  awkwsnj 
qaestions  Uiey  ask  sometimes  I  In  this  inslance  he  made  an  ass 
of  himself,  for  he  hesitated  and  Btammered. 

"Come  along  I"  said  she;  "you  are  going  to  say  that  it  is 
dftngerous — (nothing  was  further  from  his  tbonghts)  ;  I  must  letm 
to  face  a  Uttlo  danger,  you  know.    Come  along." 

"  I  am  afraid,"  said  Cecil,  "  that  Jim  will  be  veiy  angry 
roe  :  "  which  was  undonbtedly  very  likely. 

"  Never  mind  Jim,"  she  said ;  "  come  along." 

Bo  tbey  went,  and  in  the  msh  and  confugion  of  the  beaets' 
got  to  the  yard  nnnoticed.  Sam  and  Jim  were  inside,  and  Hal- 
bert  was  perched  upon  the  rails  ;  she  came  close  behind  Itim  and 
peeped  throagh. 

She  was  frightened.  Close  before  her  was  Bnm,  hatless,  in  shirt 
and  breeches  only,  almost  nnrecognisable,  grimed  with  sweat,  diut, 
and  filth  beyond  description.  He  had  been  nearly  homed  that 
monimg,  and  his  shirt  was  torn  from  his  armpit  downwards, 
ahowing  rather  more  of  a  lean  mnscalar  flank  than  woold  have 
been  desirable  in  a  drawing-room.  He  stood  there  with  his  lege 
wide  apart,  and  a  stick  about  eiglit  feet  long  and  as  thick  as  one's 
wrist  in  bis  hand  ;  while  before  him,  crowded  into  a  comer  of  the 
yard,  were  a  mob  of  infuriated,  terrified  cattle,  As  she  watched, 
one  tried  to  push  past  him  and  get  out  of  the  yard ;  he  steppe 
aside  and  let  it  go.  The  next  instant  a  lordly  young  hull  tried  the 
Bame  gome,  but  he  was  "  wanied ;  "  so,  just  as  he  came  nenily 
abreast  of  Sam,  he  received  a  Erightfdl  blow  on  the  noee  from  the 
stick,  which  turned  him. 

But  only  for  a  moment.  The  maddened  heaai  shaking  his  head 
with  a  roar  roshed  upon  6am  like  a  thunderbolt,  driving  him 
towards  the  side  of  the  yard.  He  stuped  on  one  side  rapidly, 
and  then  tumbled  himself  bodily  through  the  nuls,  and  fell  with 
his  fine  brown  curls  in  the  dust,  right  at  the  feet  of  poor  AUce, 
who  would  have  screamed,  but  could  not  find  the  voice. 

Jim  and  Halbert  roared  with  laughter,  and  Sam,  picking  himself 
Up,  was  beginning  to  join  as  loud  as  anybody,  when  he  saw  Alice, 
looking  very  white  and  pale,  aad  went  towards  her. 

"  I  hope  you  Itavec't  been  frightened  by  that  evil-dispoBdd  boll. 
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UisB  Brentwood,"  be  eaxA  plefteasUy:  "you  most  get  nsed  to  that  I 

eort  of  work."  I 

■'  Hallo,  Biater  I  "  sbotited  Jim  ;  "  what  the  deuce  liringB  yoB  1 
bore  ?  I  thoaght  yoa  were  at  bome  at  your  worsted  work.  Yos  I 
Bboold  bave  seen  what  we  we^e  at,  Cecil,  before  yon  brought  her  I 
up.  Now,  miss,  just  mount  that  rail  alongside  of  Halbert,  and  | 
keep  quiet." 

"  Oh,  do  let  me  go  home,  Jim  dear  ;  I  am  so  frightened  I  " 

"  Then  you  mast  learn  not  to  be  frightened,"  he  said.  "  Jump 
np  now  I " 

But  meanwhile  the  bnU  had  the  best  of  it,  and  bad  got  ont  of 
tiie  yard.  A  long  lithe  lad,  stationed  onteidc  on  borseback,  was 
in  full  cboee,  and  Jim,  leaping  on  one  of  the  horses  tied  to  tho 
rails,  started  off  to  bis  assistance.  The  two  chased  the  onliappy 
bnll  as  a  pair  of  greyhounds  chase  a.  bare,  with  their  whips 
cracking  as  rapidly  and  as  loudly  as  you  would  fire  a  revolver. 
After  an  excnrston  of  about  a  mile  into  the  forest,  the  beast  was 
turned  and  brought  towards  the  yard.  Twice  ho  tuniod  and 
charged  the  lad,  with  the  eame  success.  The  cunning  old  elock- 
horse  wheeled  round  or  sprang  aeide.  and  the  bull  went  blundering 
into  empty  space  with  two  fourt«eii'foot  Btockwhips  playing  on  hia 
nnlncky  hide  like  rain.  At  length  be  was  brought  in  again,  and 
one  by  one  those  entitled  to  freedom  were  paaeed  out  by  Sam, 
and  others  reserred  unto  ft  day  of  wrath — (dl  but  one  cow  with 
her  calf. 

AH  this  time  Alice  hod  sat  bj  Halbert.  Cecil  had  giren  no 
ueistance,  for  Jim  would  have  done  anything  rather  than  press  a 
gsert  into  the  service.  Halbert  asked  ber  what  she  thought  of 
the  sport. 

"  Oh,  it  is  horrible,"  she  said.  "  I  should  like  to  go  home.  I 
hope  it  is  all  over." 

"Nearly,"  said  Halbert;  "that  cow  and  calf  have  got  to 
go  out.  Don't  get  frightened  now ;  watch  your  brother  and 
Buckley." 

It  was  a  sight  worth  watching ;  Sain  and  Jim  advanced  towards 
the  maddened  beasle  to  try  and  get  the  cow  to  bolt.  The  cattle 
were  huddled  up  st  the  other  end  of  the  yard,  and  having  been  u 
long  in  hand,  were  getfjng  dangerous.  Onc*3  or  twico  young 
bewta  had  tried  to  pass,  bnt  had  been  driven  back  by  the  young 
men,  with  a  cooragc  and  deiterit;  which  the  boldest  matador  in 
Spain  could  not  have  surpassed.  Cecil  Mayford  eaw,  with  his 
weU-actnslomed  eye,  ihat  matters  were  getting  perilous,  and  placed 
himself  at  t^  raiis,  holding  one  ready  to  slip  if  the  beasts  should 
brak.    In  a  moment  how,  or  why  nose  could  tell,  lh«]r  toadd  a 
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gudden  rash :  Jim  n&s  borne  back,  dealing  blows  about  him  like  k 
Paladin,  and  Sam  was  down,  rolled  over  and  over  in  the  dual,  just 
at  Alice's  feet. 

Half-a-dozen  passed  right  orer  him  as  he  lay.  Jim  had  made 
good  bis  retreat  from  tie  yard,  and  Cecil  had  quietly  done  jnat 
Uie  right  thing :  pat  np  the  rail  he  held,  and  saYed  the  ^y't 
work.  The  cattle  were  still  safe,  but  Sam  lay  tiiere  in  the  dost, 
motionless. 

Before  any  of  them  had  appreciated  what  had  happened,  Alioo 
was  down,  and,  seizmg  Sam  1^  tha  abooldere,  had  dr^ged  liim  to 
the  fence.  Halbert,  horrified  to  see  her  actnally  in  the  preeenee 
of  the  cattle,  leaped  after  her,  put  Sam  throngh  the  rails,  and  lifted 
her  Dp  to  her  old  post  on  the  top.  In  another  instant  th«  beasts 
swept  forionsly  round  the  yard,  just  over  tho  place  where  they  had 
been  standing. 

They  gathered  round  Sam,  and  for  an  instant  thought  he  wis 
dead  ;  bat  jnst  as  Jim  horriedly  knelt  down,  and  raising  his  head 
began  to  untie  his  handkerchief,  Sam  uprose,  and,  shaking  himself 
and  dnsting  bis  clothes,  said, — 

"  If  it  had  been  any  other  beast  which  knocked  me  down  bnt 
that  poley  beifer,  I  should  have  been  hurt ;  "  and  then  said  that 
"  it  was  bathing- time,  and  they  mnst  look  sharp  to  be  in  time  for 
dinner :  "  three  undeniable  facts,  showing  that,  although  he  was  s 
little  nnateady  on  his  legs,  his  mtellect  hod  in  nowise  suffered. 

And  Halbert,  glancing  at  Alice,  saw  something  in  her  face  that 
made  him  laugh  ;  and  dressing  for  dinner  in  Jim's  room,  ha  said 
to  that  young  gentleman, — 

"  Unless  there  are  family  reasons  against  it,  Jim,  which  of 
eonrso  I  can't  speak  aboot,  you  know,  I  should  say  yon  would 
have  Sam  for  your  brother-b-law  in  a  very  abort  time," 

"  Do  you  really  think  so,  now  ?  "  said  Jim ;  "  I  rather  Euicied 
she  bad  token  up  with  Cecil.  I  llho  Sam's  fist,  mind  you,  better 
than  Cecil's  whole  body,  though  he  is  a  good  little  fellow,  too." 

"  Siie  has  been  doing  that,  I  think,  rather  to  pnt  Sam  on  his 
mettle  ;  for  I  think  be  was  taking  things  too  eosj'  with  hor  at  first ; 
but  now,  if  Ceoil  has  any  false  hopes,  he  may  give  them  up  ;  the 
eooner  the  better.  No  woman  who  was  fimcy  free  could  stand 
seeing  that  noble  bead  of  Sam's  come  rolling  down  in  the  dost  at 
lier  feet ;  and  what  courage  and  skill  he  exhibited,  too  I  Talk  of 
boll-fights  1  I  have  seen  one.  Bah  1  it  h  like  this  nail-brush  to 
B  gold  watch,  to  what  I  saw  to-day.  Sam,  sir,  has  won  a  wi&  )rj 
cattle -drafting." 

"If  that  is  the  case,"  said  Jim,  pensively  brashing  his  hair, "  I 
am  Very  glad  that  Cecil's  care  for  his  fine  clothes  prerent^  hil 
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coming  into  the  yard ;  for  he  ia  one  of  the  brarest,  coolest  hands 
among  cattle,  I  know  ;  he  beats  mc." 

"Then  he  beats  a  precious  good  feUow,  Jini.  A  man  nbo  could 
make  such  play  as  you  did  to-daj-,  with  a  atick,  onght  to  hare 
nothing  but  a  big  three-foot  of  blue  eteel  m  bis  hand,  and  her 
U^eaty's  commission  to  use  it  against  her  enemies." 

"  That  will  come,"  said  Jim,  "  the  day  after  Sam  has  got  the 
right  to  look  after  Alice  ;  not  before  ;  the  governor  is  too  fond  of 
his  logarithms." 

When  Sam  came  to  dress  for  dinner  he  found  that  he  was 
bruised  oU  over,  and  had  to  go  to  the  Captain  for  "  shin  plaster," 
08  he  called  it. 

Captain  Brentwood  had  lately  been  tiying  homceopathy,  which 
in  his  ctbse,  there  being  nothing  the  matter  with  liim,  wait  a  decided 
success.  He  doctored  Sam  with  Arnica  externally,  and  gave  him 
the  five-himdredth  of  a  grain  of  something  to  swallow  ;  hut  what 
made  Sam  forget  his  bruises  quicker  than  these  dangerons  and 
violent  remedies,  was  the  delightM  change  in  Alice's  behaviour. 
6he  waa  so  agreeable  that  evening,  that  he  was  in  the  seventh 
heaven ;  the  only  drawback  to  hia  happiness  being  poor  Cecil  May- 
fbrd's  utter  distraction  and  misery.  Next  morning,  too,  after  a 
Bwim  in  tlie  river,  he  handled  such  a  singularly  good  knife  and 
fork,  that  Halbert  told  Jim  privately,  that  if  he,  Sam,  continued 
to  sport  BQch  a  confoundedly  good  appetite,  he  would  have  to  bo 
earned  half-a-mile  on  a  heifer's  horne,  and  left  for  dead,  to  keep 
np  the  romantic  effect  of  his  tumble  the  day  before. 

They  were  sitting  at  breakfast,  when  the  door  opened,  and  there 
appeared  before  the  assembled  company  the  lithe  lad  1  spoke  of 
yesterday,  who  said, — 

"Beg  your  pardon,  sir;  child  lost,  sir," 

They  all  started  np.      "  Whose  child  ?  "  asked  the  Captam. 

"  James  Grewer's  child,  sir,  at  the  wattle  hut." 

"  Oh  I  "  said  Alice,  taming  to  Sam,  "  it  is  that  pretty  little  boy 
Up  the  river  that  we  were  admiring  eo  last  week." 

"  When  was  be  lost  1 "  asked  Mi^or  Buckley. 

"  Two  days  now,  sir,"  said  the  lad. 

"fiat  the  hnt  ia  on  the  plain  side  of  the  river,"  said  the  U^jor; 
"  he  can't  be  lost  on  the  plains." 

"  The  nvcr  is  very  low,  sir,"  said  the  lad ;  "  hardly  ancle-deep 
just  there.    He  may  have  crossed." 

"The  black  fellows  may  have  found  him,"  suggested  Mrs. 
Boekley. 

"  They  would  have  been  here  before  now  to  tell  us,  if  tliey  had, 
^^Xua  a&ud,"  aud  Captain  Brentwood.     "  Let  ns  hops  they  m^ 
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hxK  got  him ;  however,  we  hsd  better  start  at  once.  Two  of  n 
may  search  the  river  between  this  and  the  hut,  and  two  may  follow 
it  towards  the  Mayfbrds'.  Sam,  jon  have  the  best  horse ;  go  down 
to  the  hut,  and  see  if  yon  can  find  any  trace  across  the  rirer,  on 
this  Bidi),  and  follow  it  np  to  the  ranges.  Take  some  ose  with 
yon,  and,  by-the-bye,  take  your  dog  Eover." 

They  were  all  quickly  on  the  alert.  Sam  waa  going  to  ask  Jim 
to  come  with  him  ;  bnt  as  ho  was  putting  the  saddle  on  Widderin 
he  felt  a  hand  on  his  ano,  and,  turning,  saw  Cecil  >Iayford. 

"Sam  Buckley,"  said  CocO.  "let  mo  ride  with  joa;  willyoo?" 

'*  Who  sooner,  old  fiiond?"  answered  Sam  heartily:  "letiis 

come  together  by  all  means,  and  if  we  are  to  go  to  the  ranges,  we 

had  better  take  a  blanket  a-piece,  and  a  wedge  of  damper.     So  if 

you  will  got  them  from  the  house,  I  will  saddle  your  horw." 


CHAPTER  XXX. 


HOW  THE  CHILD  WAS  LOST,  AND  HOW  HE  OOT  FOUND  AQ. 
CECIL  SAID  TO  SAM  WHEN  THEY  VOVKD  HW — AND  HOW 
LOTS,   ALTHOUGH   CECIL  WON  THE   LOT,    HK   LOST   THE   PBIZK. 

FouB  or  five  miles  np  the  river  from  Garoopna  stood  a  solitary  hut. 
Bang — sheltered  by  a  lofty  bare  knoll,  round  which  the  great  rivsr 
chafed  among  the  boulders.  Auioss  the  stream  was  the  forest 
sloping  down  in  pleasant  glades  from  the  monntain ;  and  behind 
the  hut  rose  the  plain  four  or  five  hnndred  feet  over  head,  »eem- 
ing  to  be  held  aloft  by  the  blue-atouc  columns  which  rose  from 
the  river  aide. 

In  this  cottage  resided  a  shcpberd,  his  wife,  and  one  httle  hoj, 
their  son,  about  eight  years  old.  A  strange,  wild  little  bash  child, 
able  to  speak  articnlately,  bnt  utterly  without  knowledge  or  experi- 

e  of  human  creatnres.  save  of  his  father  and  mother;  nnable  to 
read  a  line ;  without  religion  of  any  sort  or  kind  ;  as  entire  a  little 
savage,  in  fact,  as  you  could  find  in  the  worst  den  in  yonr  city, 
morally  speaking,  and  yet  beantifiil  to  look  on  ;  as  active  as  a  roe, 
and,  with  regard  (o  natural  objects,  as  fearlesft-os  a  lion. 

As  yet  rmSt  to  begin  labour.  All  the  long  summer  he  woold 
wander  about  the  river  bank,  up  and  down  the  beautiful  roek- 
wallod  paradise  where  he  was  confined,  sometimes  looking  eagerly 
across  the  water  at  the  waving  forest  boughs,  and  fancying  bs 
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oovld  aee  other  chililreii  far  np  the  Tistaa  beckoning  to  Um  to 
orOBS  and  plity  in  that  merrr  land  of  sbifticg  lights  and  ehodowa. 

It  grew  qiiit«  into  a  pasBion  with  the  poor  Uttle  man  to  get 
across  and  play  there ;  and  one  day  when  his  mother  was  shiitiiig 
the  hurdles,  and  he  was  handing  her  the  strips  of  green  hide  whicb 
bonnd  them  together,  he  said  to  her, — 

"  Mother,  what  country  la  that  across  the  river  ?  " 

"The  forest,  chUd." 

"  There's  plenty  of  qnantonga  over  there,  eh,  mother,  and  raep- 
berriee?    Wiy  mayn't  I  get  across  and  p!sy  there?" 

"  The  river  is  too  deep,  child,  and  the  Bonyip  lives  in  the 
water  under  the  stones." 

"  Who  are  the  children  that  play  across  there  ?  " 

"  Black  children,  likely." 

"  No  white  children  1 " 

"  Pixies ;  don't  go  near  'em,  child ;  they'll  lore  yon  on,  Lorj 
knows  where.  Don't  get  tiying  to  cross  the  river,  now,  or  yon'l] 
be  drowned." 

But  next  da;  the  passion  was  stronger  on  him  than  ever.  Quite 
early  on  the  glorious  clondless  midsimimer  day  be  was  down  by 
the  river  side,  sitting  on  a  rock,  with  his  shoes  and  stockings  off, 
paddling  bis  feet  in  the  clear  tepid  water,  and  watching  the  miQion 
fish  in  Uie  shallows — black  fiab  and  grayling — leaping  and  fiasbing 
in  the  Ban. 

There  is  no  pleasure  that  I  have  ever  eipetienoed  like  a  child's 
midanmmer  hobday.  The  time,  I  mean,  wlien  two  or  three  of  na 
used  to  go  away  np  the  brook,  and  take  our  dinners  with  us,  and 
come  home  at  uight  tired,  dirty,  happy,  scratched  beyond  recog- 
nition, with  a  great  nosegay,  three  bttJe  tront,  and  one  shoe,  the 
■x  one  having  been  used  for  a  boat  till  it  bad  gone  down  with 
hands  ont  of  soundings.     How  poor  onr  Derby  days,  oar 

■eenwich  dinners,  onr  evening  parties,  where  there  are  plenQi  of 

;e  girls,  are  after  that  1  Depend  on  it,  a  man  never  experiences 
such  pleasure  or  grief  after  fourteen  as  he  does  before  :  unless  in 
Bome  cases  in  bis  firet  love-making,  vrhen  the  sensation  is  new  to 

But,  meanwhile,  there  sat  our  child,  barrlegged,  watching  the 
forbidden  ground  beyond  the  river.  A  fresh  breeze  was  moving 
the  trees,  and  making  the  whole  a  dazzling  mass  of  shifting  light 
and  shadow.  Ho  sat  so  still  that  a  glorious  violet  aud  red  king- 
fisher perched  quite  dose,  and,  dashing  into  the  water,  eame  forth 
with  a  fish,  and  lied  like  a  my  of  light  along  the  winding  of  the 
river.  A  colony  of  little  shell  parrote,  loo,  crowded  on  a  bonglj, 
ind  twittered  and  ran  to  and  fro  qnit«  busily,  as  though  they  Hai4 
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to  bim,  "  We  don't  mind  yon,  my  dear ;  yoa  are  qnite  c 

Never  was  the  river  bo  low.  He  8t«pp«d  in;  it  scarcely  reached 
hiH  BDOle.  Now  surely  he  might  get  across.  He  stripped  him- 
eelf,  and,  carrytng  hia  clothee,  waded  throogb,  the  wat«r  never 
reaching  bis  middle  all  across  the  long,  yellow,  gravelly  shallow. 
Ani  there  he  stood  naked  and  &ee  in  the  forbidden  ground. 

He  quickly  dressed  himself,  and  hegan  examining  bifi  iievr  king- 
dom, rich  beyond  his  utmost  hopes.  Such  qoautonga,  soch  rasp- 
berries, eorpassing  imagiuation ;  and  whon  tired  of  them,  sncfa 
fern  boughs,  six  or  eight  feet  long  I  He  would  penetrate  tbis 
region,  and  see  how  fiir  it  extended. 

What  tales  he  would  have  for  bis  father  to-night.  He  woold 
bring  bim  here,  and  show  him  all  the  wonders,  and  perhaps  he 
would  build  a  new  hut  over  here,  and  come  and  live  in  it  ? 
Perhaps  the  pretty  young  lady,  with  the  feathers  in  her  hat,  lived 
Bomawbere  here,  too  ? 

There  I  There  is  one  of  those  children  he  has  seen  before 
across  the  river.  Ah  I  ab  1  it  is  not  a  child  at  all,  bat  a  pretty 
grey  beast,  with  big  ears.  A  kangaroo,  my  lad  ;  he  won't  play 
with  yon,  but  skips  away  slowly,  and  leaves  you  alonti. 

There  is  something  like  tha  gleam  of  water  on  that  rock.  A 
Bnake  I  Now  a  sounding  rush  through  the  wood,  and  a  passing 
fibadow.  An  eagle  I  He  brushes  so  close  to  the  child,  that  be 
strikes  at  the  bird  with  a  stick,  and  then  watches  him  as  he  shoota 
np  like  a  rocket,  and,  measuring  the  fields  of  air  in  ever-widen- 
ing circles,  bungs  like  a  motionless  speck  upon  the  sky ;  thoogh, 
measure  bis  wings  across,  and  yon  will  find  be  la  nearer  fifteen 
feet  than  fourteen. 

Here  is  a  prize,  though  1  A  wee  little  native  bear,  barely 
eight  inches  long, — a  Uttle  grey  beast,  comical  beyond  expression, 
with  broad  fiapped  ears,  sits  on  a  tr^o  within  reach.  He  makes 
no  resistance,  but  cuddles  into  the  child's  bosom,  and  eats  a  leaf 
as  they  go  along ',  while  his  mother  sits  aloil,  and  grunts  in- 
dignant at  the  abstraction  of  her  offspring,  but,  on  the  whole, 
t^s  it  pretty  comfortably,  and  goes  on  with  her  dinner  of  pepper- 
mint leaves. 

What  a  short  day  it  has  been  t  Here  is  the  sun  getting  low, 
and  the  magpies  and  jackasses  beginning  to  tune  up  before 
roosting. 

He  would  turn  and  go  back  Lo  the  river.     Alas  I  which  way  ? 

He  was  lost  in  the  buab.  He  turned  back  and  went,  as  be 
IhoDght,  the  way  be  bod  come,  but  socra  arrived  at  a  tall,  pre- 
cipitous cliff,  which,  by  some  infernal  magic,  seemed  to  have  got 


between  bim  and  the  rireT.  Then  he  broke  dovn,  and  that 
Btrange  madness  came  on  him  which  comes  even  on  strong  men 
when  lo9t  in  the  Ibreet :  a  despair,  a  confiision  of  intellect,  which 
has  cost  many  a  man  his  life.  Think  what  it  must  be  with  a 
chad! 

He  was  folly  persuaded  that  the  cUff  was  between  him  and 
home,  and  that  he  must  climb  it.  Alas  I  every  step  he  took  aloft 
carried  him  finlher  &om  the  riveT  and  the  hope  of  safety ;  and 
when  he  came  to  the  top,  just  at  dark,  he  saw  nothing  bnt  cliS 
alter  clifT,  range  after  range,  all  around  him.  He  had  been 
wandering  through  steep  gaUios  ail  day  unconsciously,  and  had 
penetrated  for  into  the  mountains.  Night  was  coming  down,  still 
and  cryatol-clear,  and  the  poor  httle  lad  was  far  away  from  help 
or  hope,  going  his  last  long  journey  alone. 

Partly  perhaps  walking,  and  partly  sitting  doivn  and  weeping,  he 
got  ttiroagh  the  night ;  and  when  the  solemn  morning  came  up 
again  he  was  still  tottering  along  the  leading  range,  bewildered ; 
crying,  firom  time  to  time,  "Mother,  mother  I  "  still  nursing  his 
little  bear,  his  only  companion,  to  his  bosom,  and  holdmg  still  in 
his  hand  a  few  poor  flowers  he  had  gathered  the  day  before.  Up 
and  on  all  day,  and  at  evening,  paseing  out  of  the  great  zone  i^ 
timber,  he  came  on  the  hald,  thunder -smitten  snnunit  ridge,  where 
one  mined  tree  held  up  its  skeleton  arms  against  the  sunset,  and  ' 
the  wind  came  keen  and  frosty.  So,  with  failing,  feeble  legs, 
upward  still,  towards  the  region  of  the  granite  and  the  snow ;  ■ 
towards  the  eyrie  of  the  kite  and  the  eagle. 

Brisk  as  they  all  were  at  Goroopna,  none  wore  bo  brisk  as  Cecil 
and  8am.  Charles  Hawker  wanted  to  come  with  them,  but  Sam 
asked  him  to  go  with  Jiui ;  and,  long  before  the  others  were 
ready,  our  two  bad  strapped  their  blankets  to  their  saddles,  and, 
followed  by  Barn's  dog  Kover,  now  getting  a  httle  grey  about  the 
nose,  cantered  off  up  the  river. 

Neither  spoke  at  first.  They  knew  what  a  solemn  task  they 
had  before  them ;  and,  while  acting  as  though  everything  depended 
on  speed,  guessed  well  that  their  search  was  only  for  a  Uttlu 
corpse,  which,  if  they  had  luck,  they  would  find  stiff  and  cold 
under  some  tree  or  crag. 

Cecil  began  :  "  Sam,  depend  on  it  that  child  has  crossed  the   , 
tivor  to  this  side.     If  he  had  been  on  the  plains  he  would  have 
I  been  seen  &om  a  distance  in  a  few  hours." 

I  quit«  agree,"  said  Sam.     "  Let  us  go  down  this  side  till  we 
Ikre  opposite  the  but,  and  search  for  marks  by  the  river  side." 

~  >  they  agreed;  and  in  half  an  hour  were  opposite  the  bat. 
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and,  riding  across  to  it  to  ask  a  few  questions,  found  the  poor 
moUier  sitting  on  tho  door-step,  with  her  apron  over  her  head, 
rockiug  herself  to  and  fro. 

"  We  have  come  to  help  you,  mistress,"  said  Sam.  "  How  do 
YOU  think  ho  ia  gone  ?  " 

She  said,  with  freqnent  bursts  of  grief,  that  "  some  days  before 
he  had  mentioned  having  seen  white  uhildron  across  the  water, 
who  beckoni-d  him  to  cross  and  play ;  that  she,  knowing  well  that 
tbey  were  fairies,  or  perhaps  worse,  had  warned  him  solemnly  not 
to  mind  them  ;  but  that  aha  bad  very  little  doubt  that  they  bad 
helped  him  ovor  and  carried  him  away  to  the  forest ;  and  that  ber 
hnsband  would  not  belicre  in  bis  having  crossed  the  river." 

"  Wby,  it  ia  not  knee-deep  across  the  aballow,"  said  Cecil. 

"  Lot  aa  uross  again,"  said  Sam  :  "  ho  i/wi/  be  drowned,  bat 
I  don't  think  it." 

In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  from  starting  tbey  found,  slightly  op 
the  stream,  one  of  the  child's  socks,  which  in  his  bony  to  draes 
bo  had  forgotten.  Hera  bravo  Rover  took  up  the  trail  like  a 
bloodhound,  and  before  evening  stopped  at  the  foot  of  a  lofly  cliff. 

"  Can  he  bavo  gone  up  here  ?  "  said  Sam,  as  they  were  brought 
Dp  by  the  rock. 

"  Moat  Lkety,"  said  Cecil.  "  I>ost  children  always  climb  &oia 
height  to  height.  I  have  h*ariJ  it  often  remarked  by  old  bush 
hands.  Wby  tbey  do  so,  OoJ,  who  leads  thera,  oiJy  knows  ;  bat 
the  fact  is  beyond  denial.*     Ask  Rover  what  he  thinks  ?  " 

The  brave  old  dog  was  half-way  up,  looking  back  for  them.  It 
took  Hiem  nearly  till  dark  to  get  their  horses  up  ;  and,  aa  there 
was  no  moon,  and  the  way  was  getting  perilous,  tbey  determined 
to  camp,  and  start  again  in  tho  morning. 

They  spread  their  blanketa  and  lay  down  side  by  side.  Sam 
had  thought,  from  Cecil's  proposing  to  come  with  him  in  pre- 
ference to  the  others,  that  he  would  speak  of  a  sabjecl  nearly 
concemiag  thorn  both,  but  Cecil  went  off  to  sleep  and  made  no 
sign  ;  and  Bam,  ere  he  dozed,  said  to  himself,  "  By  Jove,  if  he 
don't  speak  this  journey,  I  will.  It  is  oubearable,  that  we  sbonld 
not  come  to  some  nndorstauding.     Poor  Cecil !  " 

At  early  dawn  they  caught  up  their  horses,  which  had  been 
hobbled  with  the  stirrup  leathers,  and  started  afresh.  Both  were 
more  silent  than  ever,  and  tho  dog,  with  his  nose  to  the  ground, 

*  Tbe  Author  of  thia  book  knew  a  child  who,  being  lost  b;  bis  father 
out  Bhooliiig  OQ  one  oC  the  flats  bordering  the  Eastern  Pyrenees,  in  Port 
Phillip,  on  a  Sunday  afternoon,  was  found  oa  the  Wednesda;  lallowing, 
dead,  at  an  elevation  above  tbe  Avoca  township  o(  between  two  and  three 
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led  tbem  slowly  along  the  rocl^  rib  of  Uie  mountain,  erer  going 
higher  and  higher. 

"It  is  inconceiTiLble,"  »ud  Sam,  "that  the  poor  child  can 
hare  oomo  np  here.  There  is  Tnckerimbid  close  to  our  right, 
fiye  thousand  feet  above  the  river.  Don't  you  think  we  mnet  be 
mistaken?" 

"  The  dog  disagrees  with  yon,"  said  Cecil.  "  He  has  some- 
thing before  hira  not  very  far  off.     Watch  him." 

lihe  trees  hod  become  dwarfed  and  scattered  ;  they  were  getting 
oat  of  the  region  of  trees ;  the  real  forest  zone  was  now  below 
them,  and  they  saw  they  were  emerging  towards  a  bald  elevaUid 
down,  and  that  a  few  hundred  yards  before  them  was  a  dead  tree, 
on  the  highest  branch  of  which  sat  an  eagle. 

"  The  dog  has  stopped,"  said  Cecil ;  "  the  end  is  near." 

"  See,"  said  Sam,  "  there  is  a  handkerchief  nnder  the  tree." 

"  That  is  the  boy  himself,"  said  Cecil. 

They  were  up  to  him  and  off  in  a  moment.  There  be  lay,  dead 
and  stiff,  one  hand  still  grasping  the  flowers  ho  had  gathered  on 
his  last  happy  play-day,  and  the  other  laid  as  a  pillow,  between 
the  soft  cold  cheek  and  the  rough  cold  slone.  His  midsummer 
holiday  was  over,  his  long  journey  was  ended,  He  had  fornid  oat 
at  last  what  lay  beyond  the  shining  river  he  had  watched  so  long. 

Both  the  young  men  Icnelt  beside  Mm  for  a  moment  in  silence. 
They  had  found  only  what  they  had  expected  to  find,  and  yet,  now 
that  they  had  found  it,  they  were  far  more  tonched  and  softened 
than  they  could  have  thought  possible.  They  stayed  in  silence  a 
few  moments,  and  then  Cecil,  lifUag  up  his  head,  said  suddenly, — 

"  Sam  Buckley  I  there  con  he  no  debate  between  us  two,  with 
this  lying  here  between  us.     Let  ns  speak  now." 

"  There  has  never  been  any  debate,  Cecil,"  said  he,  "  and  there 
never  would  be,  though  this  little  corpse  was  buried  fttthoms  deep. 
It  takes  two  to  make  a  quarrel,  Cecil,  and  I  will  not  be  one." 

"  Sam,"  said  Cecil,  "  I  lore  Alice  Brentwood  better  than  a&  § 
the  worid  besides." 

"I know  it." 

"  And  you  love  her  too,  as  well,  were  it  possible,  as  I  do." 

"  I  know  that  too." 

"  Why,"  resumed  Cecil  hurriedly,  "  has  this  como  to  pass? 
Why  has  it  been  my  unlucky  destiny,  that  the  man  I  love  and 
honour  above  all  others  should  become  my  rival  ?  Are  there  no 
otlitu- women  in  the  world?  Tell  me,  ^m,  why  is  it  forced  on 
me  to  choose  between  my  best  friend  and  the  woman  I  love  dearer 
than  life  ?     Why  has  this  terrible  emergency  come  between  as  ?  " 

"I  will  tell  you  why,"  said  Sam,  speaking  very  qoietly,  »>■ 
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"  What  ehall  we  do  S."  said  C«il. 

"Eaaily  answcr<id,"  said  Sam.  "Let  her  decide  for  herself. 
It  may  be,  mind  yoii,  that  she  will  have  neither  of  as.  There  has 
boen  oue  living  in  tlie  boose  with  ber  lately,  fitr  Eaperior  in  every 
point  to  you  or  I.    How  if  she  thought  fit  to  prefer  him?" 

"EalbertI" 

"  Yes,  Halbert  I  What  more  likely  ?  Let  you  and  I  find  ont 
the  tmtb,  Cecil,  like  men,  and  abide  by  it.  Let  each  one  ask  her 
in  bis  turn  what  chance  be  bos." 

"Who  first?" 

"  See  here,"  said  Sam  ;  "  draw  one  of  these  pieces  of  grass  out 
of  my  band.  If  yon  draw  the  longest  piece  ask  ber  at  once. 
Will  yon  abide  by  this  ?  " 

He  said  "  Yes,"  and  drew — the  longest  piece. 

"That  ia  well,"  said  Sam.  "And  now  ao  more,  of  this  at 
present.  I  will  sling  this  poor  little  fellow  in  my  blanket  and 
cany  bim  home  to  his  mother.     See,  CecU,  what  is  Rover  at?  " 

Bovor  was  on  bis  bind  legs  against  the  tree,  smelling  at  some- 
thing. When  they  come  to  look,  there  was  a  wee  little  grey  bear 
perched  in  the  hollow  of  the  tree. 

"  What  a  very  strange  place  for  a  young  bear  I  "  said  Cecil. 

"  Depend  on  it,"  said  Sam,  "  that  the  child  had  caught  it  from 
its  dam,  and  brought  it  up  here.  Take  it  home  with  yon,  Cecil, 
and  give  it  to  Alice." 

Cecil  took  the  little  thing  home,  and  in  time  it  grew  to  bo 
between  three  and  four  feet  high,  a  grandfather  of  bears.  The 
magpie  protested  against  bis  introduction  to  the  estabUaluneot, 
and  used  to  pluck  billfulla  of  hair  bam  bis  stomach  under  pretence 
of  lining  a  nest,  which  was  never  made.  But  in  spite  of  this,  the 
good  gentle  beast  lived  nlgb  as  long  as  the  magpie — ^loug  eaou^ 
to  be  caresaed  by  the  waxeu  fingers  of  little  children,  who  woold 
afterwards  gather  round  their  father,  and  bear  how  the  bear  had 
been  carried  to  the  motmtaiiLB  in  the  bosom  of  the  little  boy  who 
lost  bis  way  on  the  granite  ranges,  and  went  to  heaven,  in  the 
year  that  the  buabrangers  came  down. 

Sam  carried  the  little  corpse  hack  in  bis  blanket,  and  that 
evening  helped  the  father  to  hnry  it  by  the  river  side.  Cnder 
some  fern  trees  tbey  buried  him,  on  a  knoll  tfbicb  looked  across 
the  river,  into  the  treachcroua  beautiful  forest  which  bad  lured 
bim  to  his  destruction. 

Alice  was  very  sad  for  a  day  or  two,  and  tboughL  tud  lolkt-d 
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nnch  about  this  ssd  accident,  but  good  Bbe  recorered  her  epirita 
again.  And  it  fell  out  that  a  barti  wi>«k  BiRei  this,  the  part; 
being  aU  ont  in  one  direction  or  another,  that  Cecil  saw  Alico 
alone  in  the  garden,  tending  her  flowers,  and  knew  that  the  timo 
was  come  for  him  to  keep  his  bargain  with  Sam  and  speak  to  her. 
Ho  felt  like  a  man  who  was  being  leil  to  execation ;  but  acrewed 
his  courage  to  the  highest  point,  and  went  dmnt  to  where  she  wbb 
tying  up  a  rose-tree. 

"  MisB  Brentwood,"  he  said,  "  I  am  come  to  p etitioo  for  %  I 
flower."  f 

"Yon  shall  have  a  dozen,  if  you  will,"  she  answered.     "Help  i 
yourself;  will  you  have  a  peonj-  or  a  eim-flower?     Ifyoahavo 
not  made  up  jonr  mind,  let  me  recommend  a  good  large  yellow 

Here  was  a  pretty  beginning  I 

"Misa  Brentwood,  don't  laugh  at  me,  but  listen  to  me  a 
moment.  I  loTe  you  above  all  earthly  things  besides.  I  worship 
the  ground  you  walk  on.  I  loved  yon  from  the  first  moment 
I  saw  you.  I  ehall  love  jou  as  well,  ay,  better,  if  that  could  be, 
on  the  day  my  heart  is  still,  and  my  hand  ia  cold  for  ever ;  can 
yon  tell  me  to  hope  ?  Don't  drire  me,  by  one  hasty  half-con- 
eidered  word,  to  despair  and  miseiy  for  the  rest  of  my  life.  Say 
only  one  pliable  of  onconragement,  and  I  will  bide  your  time  for 
years  and  years." 

Alice  was  shocked  and  stunned.  She  saw  he  was  in  earnest 
by  his  looks,  and  by  his  hurried,  confused  way  of  speaking.  Sho 
feared  she  might  have  been  to  blame,  and  have  encouraged  him, 
is  her  thonghtlesBuess,  more  than  she  ought.  "  I  will  make  him 
angry  with  me,"  she  said  to  herself.  "  I  will  treat  him  to  ridi- 
cule.    It  is  the  only  chance,  poor  fellow  I  " 

"  Mr.  Majford."  she  said,  "  if  I  thought  you  were  in  jest,  I 
should  feel  it  necessary  to  tell  my  father  and  brother  that  yon 
had  been  impertinent.  I  can  only  believe  that  you  are  m  earnest, 
and  I  deeply  regret  that  vour  personal  vanity  should  have  urged 
you  to  take  such  an  nnwarrantable  liberty  with  a  girl  yon  have 
not  yet  knon'u  for  ten  days." 

Ho  turned  and  hit  her  withont  a  word,  and  she  remained 
Gtonding  where  she  was,  half  inclined  to  ciy,  and  wondering  if  she 
had  acted  right  on  the  spur  of  the  moment — sometimes  half 
inolinad  to  believe  that  she  had  been  unladylike  and  rude.  When 
a  thing  of  this  kind  takes  place,  both  parties  generally  put  them- 
eelres  in  immediate  correspondence  with  a  confidant.  Miaa  fimitli 
totters  into  the  apartments  of  her  dearest  friend,  and  falls  weeping 
on  the  Bofa,  while  Jones  rashes  madly  into  Brown's  rooms  in  the 
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Temple,  and  shying  his  bcBt  hat  into  the  coalscutUe,  annou 
tb&t  there  is  noUung  now  left  for  him  bat  to  drown  the  past  in 
debancheiy.  Wherenpon  Brovn,  if  he  ia  a  good  fellow,  ad  all  Uie 
Browns  are,  prodacea  the  whiaky  and  hears  all  abcnt  it. 

So  in  the  present  instance  two  people  were  informed  of  wbat 
had  taken  place  before  they  went  to  bed  that  night ;  and  thoae 
two  were  Jim  and  Doctor  Malhaua.  Alice  had  stood  where  Cecil 
had  left  her.  thioliiiig,  could  she  confide  it  to  Mrs.  Baokley,  and 
ask  for  advice  ?  Bat  Mrs.  Buckley  bad  been  a  little  cross  to  her 
that  week  for  some  reason,  and  so  she  was  a&uid  :  and,  not 
knowing  anybody  else  well  enough,  b^an  to  cry. 

There  was  a  noise  of  horsea'  feet  jnat  beyond  the  fence,  and  ft 
voice  calling  to  her  to  come.  It  wae  Jim,  and,  drying  her  eyea, 
ehe  went  out,  and  he,  dismouating,  put  his  arm  roimd  her  waist 
and  kiseed  her. 

"Why,  my  beanty,"  he  said,  "who  has  been  making  yon 
cry?" 

She  put  her  head  on  his  Bboolder  and  began  Bobbing  louder 
than  ever.     "  Cecil  Mayford,"  she  sud  in  a  whisper. 

"Well,  and  what  the  d 1  has  he  been  at?  "  siud  Jin>,  in  a 

rather  startling  tone. 

"Wants  to  marry  me,"  she  answered,  in  a  whisper,  and  hid 
her  face  in  his  coat. 

"  The  deuce  doubt  he  does,"  said  Jim,  "  who  doea  not?  Wlud 
did  yon  tell  him  ?  " 

"  I  told  him  that  I  wondered  at  his  audacity." 

"  Sent  him  off  with  a  flea  in  bis  ear,  in  fact,"  aaid  Jim. 
"  Well,  quite  right,  i  suppose  you  wonld  do  the  same  for  any 
man  ?  " 

"  Certainly  i  should,"  she  said,  looking  np. 

"  If  Doctor  Mulhaus,  now, — eh  ?  " 

"I'd  box  his  ears,  Jim,"  she  said,  laughing:  "  I  would,  indeed.^ 

"  Or  8ftm  Buckley ;  would  yon  bor  hie  ears,  if  he  wwe  to — 
— you  know?  " 

"Yes,"  she  stud.  Bat  tbere  spread  over  hex  face  a  sadden 
crimson  blush  like  the  rosy  arch  which  heralds  the  tropical  son,* 
which  mode  Jim  laugh  aloud. 

"  If  you  dared  to  say  a  word,  Jim,"  she  said,  "  I  would  nOTer, 
nevur " 

Poor  Cecil  had  taken  his  borso  and  had  meant  lo  ride  home, 
but  came  bock  again  at  night.,   "  jast,"  he  tlioaght,  "  to  have  oa^, 

*  A boniblepUgiariBm, Ur.  Hunljo— 

■'  Soar  rip-  lipi  moved  not,  hot  your  ch«ek 
FloBhad  liku  the  oominn  ol  tb*  iaj."—B-  S 
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]^ore  look  at  ber,  before  be  entered  on  some  line  of  life  nbiob 
VOnld  take  him  far  away  from  Garoopna  and  its  Umptations." 

The  Doctor  (who  baa  been  ratber  tbmst  aside  lately  in  the 
aidBt  of  all  tbie  love-making  and  bo  on)  bbw  that  sometbing  bad 
gone  Tet7  wrong  with  Cecil,  who  was  a  great  fnend  of  hia,  and, 
as  be  could  never  bear  to  se«  a  mim  in  distreea  wiUiout  helping 
him,  he  enconraged  Cecil  to  Bfa'oll  down  the  garden  with  him,  and 
then  kindly  and  gently  asked  him  what  was  wrong. 

Cecil  told  him  oil,  fi-om  beginnmg  to  end,  and  added  that  life 
vas  over  for  bim,  as  far  ae  aU  pleasure  and  excitement  went;  and, 
in  abort,  said  what  we  have  all  said,  or  bod  aaid  to  ub  in  onr 
time,  after  a  great  diBappointment  in  love  ;  which  the  Doctor  took 
for  exactly  what  it  was  worib,  although  poor  little  CecD's  diatresa 
Wie  Tsry  keen ;  and,  remembering  some  old  bygone  day  when  he 
hod  snffered  eo  bimeelf,  he  cast  about  to  find  Bome  comfort  for  bim, 

"  YoQ  will  get  over  this,  mj  boy,"  said  he,  "  if  you  would  only 
believe  it." 

"  Never,  never  1 "  said  Cecil. 

"Let  roe  tell  you  a  story  as  we  walk  up  and  down.  If  it 
doOB  not  comfort  yon,  it  wiU  amuse  you.  How  sweet  the  orange 
bloom  smells  I  LisUn: — Had  not  the  war  broke  out  so  suddenly, 
I  should  have  been  married,  two  months  to  a  day,  before  the 
battle  of  Saarbmck.  Catherme  was  a  distant  consin,  bcautifol 
and  talented,  about  tea  years  my  junior.  Before  Heaven,  air,  on 
the  word  of  a  gentleman,  I  ccTor  persecuted  ber  with  my  ad- 
dresBcs,  and  if  either  of  tbem  say  I  did,  tell  them  from  me,  sir, 
that  they  lie,  and  I  will  prove  it  on  their  bodies.  Bah  I  I  was 
ibrgettiog.  I,  na  hesd  of  the  family,  was  her  guardian,  and, 
although  ray  younger  brother  was  nearer  ber  dge,  I  courted 
her,  in  nil  honour  and  humllitj  proposed  to  her,  and  was 
Mceptfid  with  even  more  willingness  than  taoat  women  con- 
descend to  show  on  anch  occasionB,  and  received  the  Iieorty 
congratulations  of  my  brother.  Few  women  were  ever  loved 
better  than  I  loved  Catherme.  Conceive,  Cecil,  that  I  loved  her 
a>  well  as  yon  love  Miss  Brentwood,  and  listen  to  what  follows. 

"  Tbo  war-cload  burst  so  suddenly  that,  leaving  my  bride  that 
to  be,  to  the  care  of  my  brother,  and  putting  bim  in  charge 
my  proper^,  I  burned  off  to  join  the  Landsttmn,  two  regi- 
lU  of  which  I  had  pat  into  a  state  of  efflcii-ucy  by  my  sde 

"You  know  pnrUy  what  followed,— b  one  day  an  army  of 
160,000  m^n  destroyed,  the  King  in  flight  to  Eonigsberg,  and 
Fnuaift  A  province  of  France. 

I  tea,  wounded  badly,  d«per&t«  and  penniless,  from  tbat 
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field.  I  leamt  from  the  p«BsanU,  that  what  I  had  thought  ( 
merely  a  serious  defeat  was  an  itretrieTable  disaster;  aad,  in 
spite  of  woonds,  hunger,  and  want  of  clothes,  I  held  on  ray  waj 
towiirds  home. 

"  The  enemy  were  in  posBeBsion  of  the  coiuitiy,  so  I  had  to  tnvd 
by  night  alone,  and  beg  &om  such  poor  cottages  as  I  dared  to 
approach.  Bometimes  I  got  a  night's  rest,  but  generally  lay 
abroad  in  the  fields.  But  at  lengtii,  after  eterj  sort  of  danger 
and  hardship,  I  stood  above  tbe  hroad,  sweeping  Maine,  and  saw 
the  towers  of  my  own  beloved  castle  across  the  riTer,  perched  as 
of  old  above  the  vineyards,  looking  protectingly  down  npon  the 
litUe  town  which  was  clustered  on  tlio  river  hank  below,  and 
which  owned  me  for  its  master. 

"  I  crossed  at  dnsk.  I  had  to  act  with  great  cantion,  for  I  did 
not  know  whether  the  French  were  there  or  no.  I  did  not  make 
myself  known  to  the  peasant  who  ferried  me  over,  fnrther  than  as 
one  from  tho  war,  which  my  appearance  was  Hufficient  to  prove.  I 
landed  jost  below  a  long  high  wall  which  separated  the  town  from 
the  river,  and,  ere  I  bad  time  to  decide  what  I  should  do  first,  a 
figure  coming  out  of  an  archway  caught  me  by  the  hand,  and  I 
recognised  my  own  major-domo,  my  foster-brother. 

"  ■  I  knew  yon  wouM  come  back  to  me,'  he  said,  '  if  it  was  only 
as  a  pale  ghost :  though  I  never  beheved  yon  dead,  and  have 
watched  here  for  jon  night  and  day  to  stop  yon.' 

"  'Are  the  French  in  my  castle,  then  ?  ' 

"' There  are  worse  than  tbe  French  there,'  he  said;  'worse  than 
tbe  devil  Bonaparte  himself.     Treason,  treachery,  adultery  I ' 

"  '  Who  has  proved  false?  '  I  cried. 

"  '  Yonr  brother  1  False  to  his  king,  to  his  word,  to  yourself. 
Ho  was  m  oorrespondeaco  with  the  French  for  six  monUis  past, 
and,  now  that  he  believes  you  dead,  he  is  llvmg  in  sin  with  her 
who  was  to  have  been  your  wife,' 

"  I  did  not  cry  out  or  fatnt,  or  anything  of  that  sort.  I  only 
said,  ■  I  am  going  to  the  caetlo,  Fritz,'  and  he  came  witb  me. 
My  brother  bad  turned  him  out  of  the  house  when  he  usurped  my 
property,  but  by  a  stilt  faithful  domestic  ve  were  admitted,  and  I, 
knowing  every  secret  passage  in  my  house,  came  Bhoelese  bam 
behind  some  arras,  and  stood  before  thorn  as  they  sat  at  supper. 
I  was  a  ghastly  sight.  I  had  not  shaved  for  a  fortnight,  and  my 
uniform  hung  in  tatters  from  my  body ;  round  my  head  was  the 
same  bloody  white  handkerchief  with  which  I  had  bound  up  my 
head  at  Jena.  I  was  deadly  pale  from  hunger,  too;  and  from 
my  entering  so  silently  they  betloved  they  had  seen  a  ghost.  Hj 
brother  rosi'.  ajid  stood  pole  and  horrified,  and  Catherine  feQ 
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*  feinting  on  tie  floor.  This  was  all  my  revenge,  and  ere  my 
brother  could  speak,  I  was  gone — awaj  to  England,  where  I  had 
money  in  the  funda,  a^craiiponied  bj  my  faithful  Frits,  whom 
Mary  Hawker's  father  honed  in  Drumston  churchyard. 

"  So  in  one  day  I  lost  a  brother,  a  mistress,  a  castle,  a  king, 
and  a  fatherland.     I  was  a  mined,  desperate  man.     And  yet  I 
lived  to  see  old  Blncher  with  his  dirty  boots  on  the  silten  sofaa  at 
the  Tuikries,  and  to  become  as  stout  and  merry  a  middle-aged    . 
man  &s  any  Prussian  snbjeot  in  her  yonng  Majesty's  dominions." 

L 

and  complications,  that  any  attempt  to  lay  down  particnlar  rtiles 
for  bdividual  action,  onder  peculiar  circnm stances,  must  prove  n 
failnre.  Hence  I  consider  proverbs,  generally  speaking,  to  be  n  . 
fiulure,  only  used  by  weak-minded  men,  who  have  no  opinion  of 
their  own.  Thns,  ijf  you  have  a  chance  of  selling  your  station  at 
fifteen  ahillings,  and  bnying  in,  close  lo  a  new  gold-field  on  the 
same  tejrms,  where  fat  sheep  are  going  to  the  bntcher  at  &om 
eighteen  ehillings  to  a  pound,  butter,  eggs,  and  garden  produce  at 
famine  prices,  some  dolt  unsettles  yon,  and  renders  you  uncertain 
and  miMrabte  by  saying  that  "  rolling  etone  gathers  no  moss ;  " 
■s  if  you  wanUd  moss  I  Again,  having  worked  harder  than  the 
Colonial  Becretary  all  the  week,  and  wshing  to  lie  in  bed  till 
eleven  o'clock  on  Sunday,  a  man  comes  into  your  room  at  half-  \ 
past  seven,  on  a  hot  momiug,  when  your  only  chance  is  to  sleep  \ 
out  an  boor  or  so  of  the  heat,  and  informs  yon  that  the  "  early 
bird  gets  the  worms."  I  had  a  partner,  who  bought  in  after  Jim 
StAokbtidge  was  killed,  who  was  always  flying  this  early  bird, 
wbeo  be  couldn't  sleep  for  musquitoes.  I  have  got  rid  of  him 
now ;  bat  Ibr  the  two  years  he  w&s  with  me,  the  dearest  wish  of 
my  heart  was  that  my  tame  magpie  Joshua  could  have  had  a  quiet 
two  minutes  with  thut  early  bird  before  any  one  was  np  to  separate 
them.  I  rather  fancy  he  wonld  have  been  spoken  of  as  "  the  late 
early  bird"  afUr  that.  In  ehort,  I  consider  proverbs  as  the 
refuge  of  weak  minds. 
Tbi  infinite  sagacity  of  the  above  remarks  cannot  be  qnes- 
~      "      ' ;  their  application  may.    I  vrill  proceed  to  give  it.    I  have 
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written  down  the  above  tirad«,  neBrlj,  u  far  as  I  eon  gnol 
printed  pageful  (ma;  be  a  little  more,  looking  at  it  again),  i 
order  to  call  down  tbe  wrath  of  ail  wise  men,  if  an;  each  have 
done  me  ths  honour  of  gettii^  bo  far  in  theee  Tolumes,  Os  the 
most  trash;  and  Mse  proverb  of  tbe  whole :  "  Coming  ereiitA  cast 
thoir  shadows  before." 

Now,  they  don't,  ;oii  know.  The;  never  did,  and  nevar  will. 
I  myeelf  used  to  be  a  strong  believer  in  pre-(wbst'8  the  word  ? — 
prevarications,  predestinationG) — no — presentiments;  tmtil  I  fbimd 
b;  experience  Uiat,  altLongh  I  was  alvays  having  presentiments, 
nothing  ever  came  of  them.  Sometimes  somebod;  would  walk 
over  mj  grave,  and  give  me  a  creeping  in  the  back,  which,  aa  far 
as  I  can  find  oot,  proceeded  &om  not  having  m;  braces  properly 
battoned  behind.  Sometimes  I  have  heard  the  deaUi-wateh,  pro- 
duced b;  a  small  spider  (ma;  the  deuce  confound  him !),  not  U> 
mention  man;  other  presentiments  and  depressions  of  spirits,  which 
I  am  nov  firml;  persnaded  proceed  bom  indigestion.  I  am  far 
from  den;ing  the  possibility  of  a  coincidence  in  point  of  time 
between  a  fit  of  indigestion  and  a  domestic  misfortone.  I  am  fitz 
from  denying  the  possibilit;  of  more  remarkable  coincidenoea  than 
that.  I  have  read  b  books,  novels  by  the  very  best  French 
authors,  how  a  man,  not  heard  of  for  twen^  ;earB,  having,  in 
point  of  fact,  been  absent  during  that  time  in  the  interior  of 
A&ica,  ma;  appear  at  Paris  at  a  given  moment,  only  in  time  to 
save  a  yotmg  lady  from  dishonour,  and  rescue  a  proport;  of  l«n 
million  francs.  But  these  great  writers  of  fiction  don't  give  ns 
an;  warning  whatever.  The  door  is  thrown  heavil;  open,  and  he 
stalks  np  to  the  table  where  Uie  will  is  lying,  qnite  imexpecl«dly ; 
stalks  np  always,  or  else  strides.  (How  would  it  be,  my  dear 
Uonsieur  Dumas,  if,  in  ;oar  next  novel,  be  were  to  walk  in,  or 
ma  in,  or  hop  b,  or,  sa;,  come  b  on  all-foors  like  a  dog  ?— «n;- 
thbg  for  a  change,  ;oa  know.)  And  these  mas1«rs  of  fiction  are 
right — ■■  Coming  events  do  not  cast  their  shadows  before," 

If  the;  did.  how  could  it  happen  that  Mary  Hawker  sat  there  in 
her  verandah  at  Toonarbb  singing  bo  pleasantly  over  her  work  ? 
And  why  did  her  handsome,  kindly  face  light  np  with  such  a  radiant 
smile  when  she  saw  her  son  Charles  come  riding  along  under  Hie 
shadow  of  the  great  trees  onl;  two  days  after  Cecil  Mayford  had 
proposed  to  Alice,  and  had  been  refused  ? 

He  came  out  of  the  forest  shadow  with  the  westering  sunlight 
upon  his  face,  riding  slowl;.  She,  as  she  looked,  wse  proud  to 
3'>u  what  a  fine  seat  he  had  on  his  horse,  and  how  health;  and 
hunilsome  he  looked. 

iie  rode  round  to  the  book  «f  tha  house,  and  she  went  Uirau^ 
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to  meet  him.  There  was  a  Bquare  court  hcJiind,  round  vkich  the 
bouse,  hnta,  and  store  formed  a  qua"lrangle,  neat  and  bright,  with 
white  quartz  grnTel.  By  the  bye,  there  was  a  prospecting  par^ 
who  Bank  two  or  three  shafts  u  the  flat  hefore  the  house  last  year ; 
and  I  saw  abont  eighteen  pennyweights  of  gold  which  they  took 
out.  But  it  did  not  pay,  and  is  afcaDdoni'il.  (This  b  passing, 
a'propot  of  the  qnartz.) 

"  Ib  Tom  Troabridge  come  home,  mother  ?  "  said  he,  as  be 
leaned  out  of  the  saddle  to  kiss  her. 

"Not  yet,  my  boy,"  she  said.  "  I  am  all  alone.  I  should 
bave  had  a  doll  week,  but  I  knew  yon  were  enjoying  yourself  with 
your  old  friend  at  Garoopna.     A  great  party  tLere,  I  believe  !  " 

"I  am  glad  to  get  home,  mother,"  be  said.  "  We  were  jolly  at 
first,  but  latterly  Sam  Buckley  and  Cecil  Mayford  have  been 
looking  at  one  another  like  cat  and  dog.  Stay,  though ;  let  me 
lie  just ;  the  fierce  looks  were  all  oa  Cecil  Mayford's  side." 

"  What  was  the  matlt^r  ?  " 

"Alice  Brentwood  was  the  matter,  I  rather  suspect,"  he  said, 
getting  off  his  horse.  "  Hold  him  for  me,  mother,  while  I  take 
lbs  saddle  off." 

She  did  as  requested.  "  And  so  they  two  are  at  loggerheads, 
eh,  about  Uiaa  Brentwood  ?  Of  course.  And  what  sort  of  a  girl 
is  she  ?  " 

"  Ob,  Tor;  pretty ;  deuced  pretty,  in  fact.  But  there  ia  one 
tii^e  taJces  my  fancy  better." 

"Who  is  she?" 

"  Kllen  Mayford  ;  the  sweetest  little  mouse — Dash  it  all ;  look 
at  this  horse's  back.  That  comes  of  that  infernal  flash  military 
groom  of  Jim's  putting  on  tlie  saddle  without  rubbing  his  back 
down.     Where  is  the  bluestone  ?  " 

She  went  in  and  got  it  for  him  as  naturally  as  if  it  was  her 
place  to  obey,  and  his  to  command.  She  always  waited  on  him, 
m  a  matter  of  course,  save  when  Tom  Trouhridge  was  with  them, 
nbo  was  apt  to  rap  out  something  awkward  about  Cbarlea  being  a 
lazy  young  bound,  and  about  his  waiting  on  himself,  wbenerar  he 
aaw  Mary  yielding  to  that  sort  of  thing. 

"  I  wonder  when  Tom  will  be  haek  ?  "  resumed  Charles. 

"  1  have  been  expecting  him  this  last  week ;  be  may  come  atij 
night.  I  hope  he  will  not  meet  any  of  tboee  honid  buab- 
rangers." 

"  Hope  not  either,"  aaid  Charles  ;  "  tlicy  would  have  to  go  a 
hundred  or   two  of  miles  out  of  their  way  to  make  it  likely. 
Driving  Tome  is  slow  work :  they  may  not  bs  hers  for  a  week." 
I  price  be  baa  paidt  " 
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"It  will  pay  ia  the  end,  in  the  qnfthty  of  the  woo!, 
Charles. 

They  BBt  in  silence.  A  litU«  tSter,  Charles  hod  toraed  his  hone 
ont,  'when  at  once,  ^thont  preparation,  he  aaid  to  her, — 

"  Mother,  how  long  is  it  since  my  &ther  died  ?  " 

She  was  very  mnch  startJed.  He  had  scarcely  erer  alluded  to 
his  father  hefore ;  hdt  abe  made  shift  to  answer  htm  qmetly. 

"  How  old  are  yon  ?  " 

"  Eighteen  I  "  he  aaid. 

"  Then  he  has  heen  dead  eighteen  years.  He  died  just  as  jon 
were  Iiom.  Never  mention  him,  lad.  He  was  a  bad  man,  and 
hy  God's  mercy  yon  are  deliTered  from  him." 

She  rose  and  went  into  the  house  quite  elieerfolly.  Why 
should  she  not  ?  Why  should  not  a  handsome,  still  yotntg, 
wealthy  widow  he  cheerful  ?  For  she  was  a  widow.  For  yean 
after  settling  itt  loonarbin,  ehe  had  contrived,  once  in  two  at 
three  years,  lo  hear  some  news  of  her  hnsband.  After  about  t«ii 
years,  she  heard  that  he  had  been  reconvicted,  and  sentenced  to  the 
ohun-gang  for  life :  and  lastly,  that  he  was  dead.  Ahoot  his 
being  sentenced  for  life  there  was  no  doubt,  for  she  had  a  pieice  of 
newspaper  which  told  of  his  crime, — and  a  frightful  piece  of 
vitluny  it  was, — and  after  that,  the  report  of  his  death  was  so 
probable  that  no  one  for  on  instant  donbl«d  its  truth.  Men  did 
not  hve  long  in  the  chain-gang,  in  Van  Diemen's  Land,  in  those 
days,  brother.  Men  would  knocic  out  one  another's  brains  in 
order  to  get  hung,  and  escape  it.  Men  would  cry  olond  to  Uie 
judge  to  hang  them  ont  of  Lbe  way !  It  was  the  most  terrible 
poniahment  known,  for  it  was  hopeless.  Penal  servitude  for  life, 
as  it  is  now,  gives  the  very  faintest  idea  of  what  it  used  to  ho  in 
old  times.  With  a  little  trouble  I  could  tell  you  tbe  weight  of  iron 
carried  by  each  man.  I  cannot  exactly  remember,  hut  it  would 
strike  yon  as  being  incredible.  They  were  chained  two  and  two 
together  (a  horrible  association),  to  lessen  tbe  chances  of  escape; 
there  was  no  chance  of  mitigation  for  good  conduct ;  there  w«a 
hard  mechanical,  uninteresting  work,  ont  of  doors  in  an  inclement 
climate,  in  all  weathers  :  what  wonder  if  men  died  off  like  rotten 
sheep  ?  And  what  wonder,  too,  if  sometimes  tbe  slightest 
accident, — such  as  a  blow  from  an  overseer,  returned  l^  a 
prisoner,  produced  a  sadden  rising,  unpreconcerted,  objeotlese, 
the  result  of  which  were  half  a  dozen  murdered  men,  as  many 
Innatic  women,  and  five  or  six  statjona  lighting  up  the  faill-side, 
night  after  night,  while  the  -whole  available  force  of  the  eokmy 
was  unable  to  slop  the  ruin  for  months  ? 

But  to  Lbe  point.     Mary  was  a  widow.    When  she  heard  of  her 
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B  death,  she  had  said  to  kerself,  "  Thank  God  I  "  But 
when  she  had  gooe  to  her  rcKiiii,  and  vioa  &at  a-thinking,  she 
seemed  to  have  had  another  huahand  before  ehe  was  bound  np 
with  that  desperate,  coining,  forging  George  Hawker — another 
hnsband  bearing  the  same  name;  but  snrdy  that  baudsome, 
enrly-heoded  jonng  fellow,  who  used  to  watt  for  her  ao  patiently  in 
the  orchard  at  Dnuneton,  was  not  the  some  Quorge  Hawker  as  tbis 
desperate  convict  ?  She  was  glad  the  conrict  was  dead  and  out 
of  Uie  way ;  there  was  no  donbt  of  that ;  but  &he  coold  stil]  find  a 
comer  in  her  heart  to  be  sorry  for  h«r  poor  old  lover, — her  hand- 
some old  lover, — ah  me  I 

But  that  eveu  was  passed  now,  and  Qeorge  Hawker  was  as  one 
who  bad  never  hved.  Now  on  this  evening  we  apeak  of.  Lis 
memory  come  back  just  an  instant,  as  she  heard  the  boy  speak  of 
the  father,  hut  it  was  gone  again  directly.  Bhe  called  her 
Bervants,  and  was  telling  them  to  bring  supper,  whon  Charles 
looked  suddenly  in,  and  said, — "  Here  they  are  1 " 

Ibere  they  were,  sure  enough,  putting  the  rams  iuto  the  sheep- 
yard.  Tom  Troubridge,  as  upright,  brave-looking  a  man  as  ever, 
and,  thanks  to  bush-work,  none  the  fatter.  William  Lee,  one  of 
our  oldest  acquaintances,  was  getting  a  Uttle  grizzled,  but  other- 
wise looked  as  broad  and  as  strong  as  ever. 

Tbej  rode  into  the  yard,  and  Le^  took  the  horses. 

"  Well,  cousin,"  said  Tom  ;  "  I  am  glad  to  see  yon  again." 

"  Yon  are  welcome  home,  Tom  ;  you  have  made  good  speed." 

Tom  and  Charles  went  into  the  house,  and  Mary  was  about 
following  them,  when  Lee  said,  in  so  low  a  tone  that  it  did  not 
reach  the  others,^"  Mrs.  Hawker  I  " 

She  turned  round  and  looked  at  him  ;  she  had  welcomed  him 
kindly  when  he  came  into  the  yard  with  Tom,  and  yet  he  slood 
still  on  horsjjback,  holding  Tom's  horse  by  the  bridle.  A  stem, 
square- looking  figure  be  was  ;  and  when  she  looked  at  his  face 
'  e  was  much  troubled,  at — she  know  not  what. 

"  Mrs.  Hawker,"  ho  sEiid,  "  can  you  give  me  the  favour  of  ten 

inntes'  conversation  alone,  this  evening  V  " 

"  Surely,  William,  now  I  " 

"  Not  now, — my  story  is  pretty  long,  and,  what  is  more,  ma'am, 

nobody  may  be  hatening,  and  what  1  have  got  to  tell  you  must 
t  told  in  no  ear  but  your  own." 
,  "  Too  frighten  me,  Lee  I     Von  frighten  me  to  death." 

"  Don't  get  frightened,  Mrs.  Hawker.     Remember  if  anything 

aes  abont,  that  yon  have  good  friends  about  yon ;  and,  that  I, 
fiUiam  Lee,  am  not  the  worst  of  tbem." 
)  Lee  went  off  with  the  horses,  and  Mary  returned  to  the  houae. 
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What  mystary  had  this  man  to  tell  her,  "  that  no  one  might 
bnt  she  "  ? — veiy  Btrange  and  olanning  I  Waa  he  dnmk  ?• 
he  was  evidently  quite  sober ;  as  she  looked  oat  once  mora,  she 
conid  see  him  at  the  stable,  cool  and  self-posaessed,  ordering  the 
lads  about :  something  very  strange  and  tenifTing  to  one  wtto 
bad  anch  a  dark  blot  in  ber  life. 

Bnt  she  wcat  in,  and  as  sbe  came  near  the  parlour,  she  heard 
Charles  and  Tom  roaring  with  laughter.  As  she  opened  the  door 
sbe  beard  Tom  saying :  "  And,  by  Jove,  I  sat  there  like  a  great 
snipe,  (aoe  to  face  with  him,  as  cool  and  mtcoacemed  as  yoa  like. 
I  took  bim  for  a  flash  overseer,  sporting  hia  salary,  and  I  waa  aa 
thick  as  yoa  Uke  with  him.  And,  '  Matey,'  says  I  (yoa  see  I  was 
iamiliar,  he  seemed  sDcb  a  joUy  sort  of  bird), '  Mat«y,  what  etatioa 
are  yoa  on?'  'Maraganoa,'  says  be.  'So,'  says  I,  '  yoo're 
rather  yoang  there,  ain't  you  ?  I  waa  by  there  a  fortnight  ago.' 
He  saw  he'd  mode  a  wrong  move,  and  msde  it  worse.  '  I  mean,' 
says  he,  '  Maraganoa  oa  the  Clarence  side.'  '  Ah  I '  says  I,  '  in 
the  Cedar  conntiy  ?  '  '  Precisely,'  says  be.  And  there  we  sat 
drinking  together,  and  I  had  no  more  notion  of  its  being  bim  tbao 
you  would  bare  had." 

Sbe  sat  still  listening  to  bim,  oaring  nothing.  "  Lee's  words 
ontside  bad,  she  knew  not  why,  stnick  a  chill  into  her  beait.  and 
aa  she  Ustened  to  Tom's  story,  although  she  oonld  make  nothing 
of  it,  she  felt  as  though  getting  colder  and  colder.  She  shivered, 
althoogh  the  night  was  hot.  Through  the  open  window  she  coold 
bear  all  those  thousand  commingled  indistingniBbablo  sounds 
that  make  the  nigbt-life  of  the  bash,  with  painful  distinctness. 
She  arose  and  wont  to  the  window. 

The  night  was  dark  and  profoundly  still.  The  stars  were  over- 
bead,  though  faintly  seen  through  a  haze ;  and  beyoud  the  narrow 
enclosures  in  front  of  the  hoosa,  the  great  forest  arose  like  a  black 
wall.  Tom  and  Charles  went  on  talking  inside,  and  yet,  though 
tboir  voices  were  loud,  she  was  hardly  conscious  of  hearing  them, 
but  found  herself  watching  the  high  dark  wood  and  listening 
to  the  sound  of  the  frogs  in  the  creek,  and  the  rustle  of  a 
million  crawling  things,  heard  only  in  the  deep  stiUness  of 
night. 

Deep  la  the  forest  somewhere,  a  bough  cracked,  and  fell 
crashing,  then  all  was  silent  again.  Boon  arose  a  wind,  a  partial 
wandering  wind,  which  came  slowly  up,  and,  rousing  the  quivering 
leaves  to  life  for  a  moment,  passed  away ;  then  again  a  sdenoe, 
deeper  than  ever,  so  that  she  coold  hear  the  cattle  and  horses 
feeding  iu  the  lower  paddock,  a  quarter  of  a  mile  off;  then  a  low 
wail  in  tbe  wood,  then  two  or  thi^  wild  weird  yells,  &s  of  a  dsvU 
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in  tonnent,  and  a  pre%  white  corlow  ekirled  over  the  housetop  to 
settle  on  the  sbsep-wasb  dam. 

The  stillness  was  awfol ;  it  boded  s  storm,  for  behind  the  forest 
blazed  np  a  sheet  of  hghtning,  showing  the  shape  of  each  fantostio 
elevated  bongh.     Then  she  turned  round  to  the  hght,  and  said, — 

"  My  dear  pttrtner,  I  bad  a  headache,  and  went  to  the  window. 
YThat  was  the  story  you  were  telling  Charles  just  now?  Who 
was  the  man  you  met  in  the  pubho-house,  who  seems  to  hare  | 
frightened  you  bo  ?  " 

"  No  less  a  man  than  Captain  Tonan,  my  dear  cousin !  "  eaid  | 
Tom,  leaoing  hack  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  has  made  a  point, 
and  woold  be  glad  to  hear  "  what  y«n  have  to  say  tc  that,  sir." 

"Tonan?"  repeated  Maiy.  "Why,  that's  the  great  bnsh- 
ranger,  that  is  out  to  the  north  ;  is  it  not  ?  " 

"  The  same  man,  conain  I  And  there  I  sat  hob  and  nob  with 
him  for  half  ao  hour  in  the  '  Lake  George  '  pabhc-houae.  If  Des- 
borongh  had  come  in,  he'd  have  hung  me  for  being  found  in  bad 
oompany.     Ha  I  ha  1  ha !  " 

"My  dear  partner,"  she  said,  "what  a  terrible  escape  I 
Suppose  he  had  risen  on  you  ?  " 

"  Why  I'd  have  broken  his  back,  consin,"  said  Tom.  "  nnless 
my  right  hand  had  forgot  her  cunning.  He  is  a  fine  man  of  hia 
weight :  bat,  Lord,  in  a  struggle  for  life  and  death,  I  could  break 
his  neck,  and  have  one  more  claim  on  heaven  for  doing  so ;  for  he 
is  the  most  damnable  villun  that  ever  disgraced  God's  earth,  and 
that  is  the  truth.  That  man,  cousin,  in  one  of  his  devil's  raids, 
tore  a  baby  from  its  mother's  breast  by  the  leg,  dashed  its  hraisa 
ont  against  a  tree,  and  then — I  daren't  tell  a  woman  what 
happened."* 

"Tomt  Tom  I"  said  Mary,  "how  can  yon  talk  of  such 
things  ?  " 

"  To  show  you  what  we  have  to  expect  if  be  comes  this  way, 
eousin;  that  is  all." 

"  And  is  there  any  possibility  of  such  a  thing  ?  "  ashed  Mary. 

"  Why  not  ?  Why  should  he  not  pay  us  the  compliment  of 
looking  round  this  way  ?  " 

"  Why  do  they  call  him  Tonan,  Tom  ?  "  asked  Charles. 

"Can't  you  see?"  said  Tom;  "the  Tonan,  the  littlo  grey 
flying  squiirel,  only  begins  to  fly  about  at  night,  and  slides  down 

*  Tom  «aa  aonhisiag  Touan  with  Midiael  Hove.  The  Utter  aatnallj 
8id  oommit  this  inB:htIul  atrooity;  hut  I  never  bend  thai  the  tonnec 
aotuullj  oombined  the  two  crimes  in  this  way.  We  must  remeinher  Uiat 
boreij'  louT  years  from  this  pteeenl  tiraa  (1338)  a  crime,  exceeding  this  in 
atrocity,  wai  commilted  In  Van  Diemea'a  Laud,  Id  open  iaj.  I  refer  to 
Ibt  maniter  of  a  lad  reinining  from  (chool. 
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from  his  bough  sadden  and  sharp.    This  fellow  baa  made  » 
raids  &t  night,  and  ao  he  got  the  t 


.  terrible 
Tonan." 

*'  God  deliver 
then 


I  irom  fisch  monsters  !  "  said  Hiiy,  aad  kA 

She  went  into  the  kitchen.     Leo  sat  there  smoking, 
she  cams  in  he  rose,  and,  knocking  the  ashes  oat  of  his  [ 
touched  his  forehead  and  stood  looking  at  her. 

>>  Now  then,  old  Mend,"  she  eaid,  "  come  here." 

He  followed  her  oat.  She  led  the  way  swiftly,  throogh  the 
silent  night,  across  the  yard,  oyer  a  small  paddock,  up  to  the 
sheep-yard  beside  the  wookhed.  There  she  tamed  shortly  roia  " 
and,  leaning  on  the  fence,  said  abniptly — 

"  No  one  can  hear  as  here,  William  Lee.     Now,  what  have  jj 
to  say?"  ^^ 

He  seemed  to  hesitate  a  moment,  and  then  began  ;  "  Mrs,  Haw^ 
ker,  hBTS  I  been  a  good  sen-ant  to  yon  ?  " 

"  Honest,  foithfol,  kindly,  active  :  who  conld  have  been  a  belter 
servant  than  you,  William  Lee  t     A   &iend,  and  not  a  a 
God  ia  my  witness ;  now  then  ?  " 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  yon  say  so,"  he  answered.     "Ididy 
a  terrible  iigury  once  ;  I  have  often  been  sorry  f< 
yon,  but  it  cannot  he  mended  now." 

"  Since  you  knew  me  ?  "  ahe  said.  "  Why,  yon  have  known 
ms  ever  since  I  have  been  in  the  coontry,  and  yon  have  nersr 
iiynred  me  since  then,  surely." 

"Ay,   but  at  home,"   lie  s&id.     "In  England.    lu  I>eToa- 

"  illy  God  1  " 

"I  was  yonr  husband's  companion  in  all  his  earlier TiUaimes. 
I  suggested  them  to  him,  and  egged  him  on.  And  now,  mind 
yon,  after  twenty  years,  my  punishment  is  coming." 

Hhe  could  only  say  still,  "  My  God  I  "  while  her  throat  was  as 
dry  as  a  kiln. 

"  liisten  to  what  I  have  got  to  tell  you  now.  Hear  it  all  in 
order,  and  try  to  bear  up,  and  use  your  common  sense  and 
oouiage.  As  I  said  before,  yon  have  good  friends  around  you, 
and  you  at  least  are  innocent." 

"  Guilty  I  guilty  1  "  she  cried.  "  Guilty  of  my  father'^  death  t 
Head  me  this  horrible  riddle,  Lee." 

"Wait  and  listen,"  said  Le«,  unable  to  forego,  t 
terror,  the  great  pleasure  that  oil  his  class  have  of  spinning  a  yu 
and  using  as  many  words  as  posaibh).     "  See  here.     We  c 
Lake  George,  you  know,  and  huard  everywhere  accoonta  i 
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great  gang  of  bnahraugers  being  out.  So  we  didu't  feci  exactly 
comfortable,  yoa  Bee.  We  came  i;  a  bush  public-house,  and  ^li. 
Tronbridge  stops,  and  says  he,  *  Well,  lad,  suppose  we  yard  these 
nuna  an  hour,  and  taiie  drink  iu  the  parlour?'  'All  right,' 
I  saya,  with  a  wink,  •  but  tho  tap  for  me,  if  you  please.  That's 
my  place,  and  I'd  like  to  see  if  I  con  get  any  news  of  the  where- 
Bhouts  of  the  lads  as  are  stickiiig  up  all  round,  because,  if  they're 
one  way,  I'd  ae  Uef  be  another.'  'All  right,'  says  be.  So  ill 
I  goee,  and  aits  down.  There  was  nobody  there  hut  one  man, 
drunk  under  the  bench.  And  I  has  two  noblera  of  brandy,  and 
one  of  OJd  Tom ;  no,  two  Old  Toma  it  was,  and  a  brandy  ;  when 
in  coiucs  on  old  chap  as  I  knew  for  a  lag  in  a  minnte.  Well,  he 
and  I  cotloned  together,  and  found  out  tbat  we  had  been  pdaoacrs 
together  fire- and -twenty  years  agone.  And  so  I  shouted  for  him, 
and  he  Ebr  me,  and  at  lost  I  says,  '  But^,'  says  I,  '  who  ore  theso 
chaps  round  here  on  the  lay  '  (ineauing.  Who  are  the  bush- 
rangers) ?  And  he  says,  '  Young  "uns- — no  one  as  we  know.' 
And  I  eayii,  '  Kot  likely,  mutay ;  I've  been  ou  the  i^uore  this 
twenty  year.'  '  Same  here,'  says  the  old  chap ;  '  give  us  your 
flipper.  And  now,'  says  he,  '  what  sort  of  a  cove  is  your  boss  ' 
{meaning  Mr.  Troubridge)  ?  ■  One  of  the  real,  right  tort,'  says  L 
■  Then  seo  here,'  says  he,  '  I'll  tell  you  something :  the  head  man 
of  that  there  gang  is  at  this  minute  a-sitting  yarning  with  your 
boss  in  the  parlour.'  '  The  devil  I  '  says  I.  '  Is  so,'  says  he, 
'  and  no  flies.'  So  I  sings  out,  '  Mr.  Troubridge,  those  sheep  will 
be  ont ; '  and  out  he  came  mmiiug,  and  I  whispers  to  him,  '  iliad 
the  man  you're  sitting  with,  and  leave  me  to  pay  the  score.'  So 
be  goes  bock,  aud  presently  he  siuga  out,  '  Will,  have  you  got 
any  money  ?  '  And  I  says,  '  Yes,  thirty  shiUings.'  '  Then,'  says 
he,  *  pay  for  this,  and  come  along.'  And  thinks  I,  I'll  go  in  and 
have  a  look  at  this  great  new  captain  of  buEhrangers  ;  so  I  goes  to 
the  parlour  door,  and  now  who  do  you  think  I  saw  ?  " 

"I  know,"  she  said,     "  It  waa  tLat  horrible  villain  Uiey  call 
Tonan." 

"  The  some  man,"  he  answered.     "  Do  yon  know  who  he  is  ?  " 

She  found  somehow  breath  to  say,  "  How  can  I?     How  is  it    { 
possible?" 

"  I  will  tdl  you,"  said  Lee.     "  There,  sitting  in  front  of  Mr.    . 

rabridge,  hiinlly  altered  in  all  these  long  years,  sat  George    ' 
'ter,  formerly  of  Drumston, — your  husband  I  " 
e  gave  a  low  cry,  and  beat  tho  hard  rail  with  her  bead  till  it 
Then,  turning  Eercely  rouu<),  bta  said,  in  a  voice  howM 
ind  Btnmgelj  altered,— 

"  Bare  yon  anything  more  to  tell  me,  you  croaking  nven  ?  " 
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He  had  Bometiibg  more  to  iell,  bat  he  dared  not  speak  notf? 
So  lie  Mud, "  Nothing  at  present,  but  if  laying  down  my  life " 

Bbe  did  not  wait  to  hear  him,  bnt,  with  her  hooda  cl&sped 
above  her  head,  she  tamed  and  walked  swiftly  towards  the  honae. 
8he  conld  not  cry,  or  sob,  or  rave ;  she  conld  only  say,  "  Let  it 
fall  on  me,  0  God,  on  mo  I"  over  and  over  agun. 

Also,  she  was  far  too  crushed  and  stunned  to  think  precisely 
vhat  it  was  she  dreaded  so.  It  seemed  afterwards,  as  Fnnk 
Maberly  told  me,  that  she  had  an  indefinable  horror  of  Charles 
meeting  his  father,  and  of  their  coming  to  know  one  another. 
She  half  feared  that  her  hasband  would  appear  and  carry  aw&y 
her  son  with  him,  and  even  if  he  did  not,  the  lad  was  reckless 
enoagh  as  it  was,  withoat  being  known  and  pointed  at  tkrongh  the 
conntry  as  the  son  of  Hawker  the  boshranger. 

These  were  afler-thongbts,  however ;  at  present  she  leaned 
giddily  against  the  house-side,  trying,  in  the  wild  hurrying  night- 
rack  of  her  thoughts,  to  distinguish  some  tiny  star  of  hope,  or 
even  some  glimmer  of  reason.  Impossible  !  Nothing  hot  ewift, 
confused  clouds  everywhere,  driving  wildly  on, — whither? 

But  a  dexire  came  upon  her  to  see  her  boy  again,  and  compare 
his  face  to  his  father's.  So  she  slid  quietly  into  the  room  where 
Tom  and  Charles  were  still  talking  together  of  Tom's  adv«ntare, 
and  sat  looking  at  the  boy,  pretending  to  work.  As  she  came  in, 
be  was  laaghlng  loadly  at  something.  And  his  face  was  ahve  and 
merry.  "He  is  not  like  what  his  father  was  at  his  age,"  she 
said. 

But  they  continued  their  conversation,  "  And  now,  what  sort 
of  man  was  he,  Tom  ?  "  aaid  Charles.  "  Was  he  like  any  one 
yoa  ever  saw?" 

"  Why,  no.     Stay,  let's  see.     Do  you  know,  be  v 
like  you  in  the  face." 

"Thank  you!"  salA  Charles,   Uugbing.     "Wait  till  I  _ 
a  chance   of  paying  you  a  conapliment,  old  fallow.     A  powerfii] 
fellow— eh?" 

"Why,  yes, — a  tough-looking  subjeot,"  said  Tom. 

"  I  shouldn't  have  much  chance  with  him,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  No  ;  he'd  be  too  powerful  for  you,  Charley," 

A  change  came  over  his  face,  a  dark,  fierce  look.      Maiy  ci 
see  the  likeness  noiP  plain  enough,  and  even  Tom  looked  at  him 
for  on  instant  with  a  puzzled  look. 

"Nevertheless,"  continued  Charles,  "I  would  have  a  tura 
with  him  if  I  met  him.  I'd  try  what  hik  inohes  of  cold  steet 
between " 

"  Forbear,  boy  I     Wonld  yoa  have  the  roof  fall  in 
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foa  dead  ?  "  said  Uory,  in  a  voico  that  appalled  bofh  of  them, 
"  Stop  sQch  foolish  talk,  and  pray  that  we  may  be  delivered  from 
the  very  eight  of  these  men,  and  suffered  to  get  an'ay  to  our  graves 
in  peace,  without  any  more  of  these  borrore  and  suirrieea.  I 
noidd  sooner,"  aho  aiud,  increasing  in  rapidity  as  she  went  on,  "I 
would  far  sooner  live  like  some  one  I  have  heard  of,  with  a  sword 
above  his  head,  than  thns.     If  he  comes  and  looks  on  me,  I  shall 

She  bad  risen  and  stood  in  the  firelight,  deadlypale.  Bomehow 
one  of  the  bands  of  her  long  black  hair  bad  fallen  down,  and  half 
covered  her  face.  She  looked  so  nnearthly  that,  coupling  her 
appearance  with  the  wild,  seoaeleBs  words  she  had  been  uttering, 
Tom  had  a  horrible  suspicion  that  she  was  gouo  mad. 

"Cousin,"  be  said,  "  let  me  beseech  you  to  go  to  bed. 
Charles,  nm  for  Urs.  Barker.  Uaty,"  be  added,  aa  soon  aa  be 
waa  gone,  "  come  away,  or  you'll  be  saying  something  before  that 
boy  you'll  be  sorry  for.  You're  hysterical ;  that's  what  is  the 
matter  with  you.  I  am  a&aid  we  have  frightened  you  by  our  talk 
about  huahrangera." 

"  Yea,  that  ia  it !  tbat  is  it  t  "  she  said ;  and  then,  snddenljj  I 
"  Oh  I  my  dear  old  friend,  you  will  not  desert  me  ?  " 

"  Never,  Mary ;  but  why  ask  such  a  question  now  ?  " 

"  Aak  Lee,"  she  said,  and  the  neit  moment  Mrs.  Barker,  the 
honsekeeper,  came  boatling  in  with  smelling -salts,  and  so  on,  to 
minister  to  a  mind  diseased.     And  Mary  was  taken  off  to  bed. 

"  What  on  earth  can  be  the  matter  with  her,  cousin  Tom?  " 
said  Charles,  when  she  was  gone. 

"  She  ia  out  of  sorts,  and  got  hysterioal :  that's  what  it  is,'' 
said  Tom. 

"  What  odd  things  she  said  I  '' 

"  Women  do  when  they  are  hysterical.  It's  nothing  more  Uun 
that." 

But  Bfrs.  Barker  came  In  with  a  different  opinion.     She  said 
that  Mary  was  very  hot  and  restless,  and  bad  very  little  doubt  that  J 
a  (ever  was  coming  on.     "  Terribly  shaken  she  had  been," 
Mrs.  Barker,  "  hoped  nothing  waa  wrong." 

"  Tboro's  someliiing  decidedly  wrong,  if  your  mistress  is  g 
to  have  a  fever,"  said  Tom.     "  Charley,  do  yoa  think  Doctor 
Mulhaus  is  at  Barooua  or  Oaroopna  ?  " 

"  Up  at  the  Moor's,"  said  Charles.  "  Shall  I  ride  over  for 
him  ?     There  will  be  a  good  moon  in  an  hour." 

"  Yes,"  said  Tom,  "  and  feloh  liim  ovor  at  once.  Tell  him  fl 
tbink  it's  a  fever,  and  he  will  know  what  to  bring.  Ride  L 
h— 4,  Charley." 
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As  BOOB  aB  Le  was  alone,  he  began  thinking.    "  Wliat  the  d 
is  the  matter  ?  "  «a3  his  first  exclmatieu,  and,  aSUr  hiilf-& 
cogitation,  only  had  arriTud  at  the  s 
is  the  matter  ?  "     Then  it  flashed  ac 
by  "ask  Lee"?    Had  ahe  any  meat 
There  was  an  easy  aolutioa  for  it ;  namely,  to 
arising  be  went  aarosa  the  yard  to  the  kitchen. 

Lee  was  bending  low  over  the  fire,  Bmoking.     "  WiUiam," 
Tom.  "  I  want  to  eee  you  in  the  parlour." 

"I  waa  thinking  of  coining  across  myself,"  said  Lee.     "In 
I  should  have  come  when  I  had  finished  my  pipe," 

"Bring  your  pipe  across,  then,"  eaid  Tom.     "Girl, 
Bome  hot  water  and  tumblers." 

"  Now,  Lee,"  said  Tom,  aa  soon  as  Lee  bad  gone  through  the 
ceremony  of  "  Well,  here's  my  respoi,  air,"  "  Now,  Lee,  yoa  have 
heard  bow  ill  the  mistress  is." 

"  I  have  indeed,  sir,"  said  he ;  "  tmd  very  sorry  1  un,  aa  I  am 
partly  the  cause  of  it." 

"All  that  simplifies  matters,  Will,  considerably,"  said  Tom. 
"  I  must  tell  you  that  when  1  asked  her  what  put  her  in  that  stat^i, 
she  said,  '  Ask  Lee.'  " 

"  Shows  her  sense,  aii'.     What  she  means  is,  that  yon  ought  to 
hear  what  she  and  I  have  heitrd :  and  £  mean  to  tell  you 
than  I  have  her.     If  she  knew  cveTytbiug,  I  am  afraid  it 
kill  her." 

•'  Ay  1  I  know  notbmg  aa  yet,  you  know." 

Lee  in  the  first  place  put  him  in  possession  of  what  we  olrei 
knoiv — the  fact  of  Hawker's  reappearance,  and  Lis  identity  with 
"  The  Touan  "  ;  then  he  paused. 

"This  te  very  astonishing,  and  very  terrible,  Le«,"  said  be, 
"  Is  there  anything  further  ?  " 

"  Yes,  the  worst.     That  man  has  followed  us  bome  I  " 

Tom  hod  exhausted  all  his  expressions  of  astoniabmnnt  and 
dismay  before  this ;  so  now  he  could  only  give  a  long  whistle,  and 
say,  "  Followed  us  home  ?  " 

"  Followed  ns  home  1  "  said  Lee.  "  As  we  were  passing  the 
black  swamp,  not  two  miles  from  here,  this  very  morning,  I  saw 
that  man  riding  parallel  with  us  through  the  bush." 

' '  Why  did  not  you  teU  me  before  ? " ' 

"  Because  I  had  not  made  up  my  mind  bow  to  act.     First  I 
resolved  to  tell  tlie  mistress ;  Umt  I  did.     Then  al^r  I  had 
smoked  a  pipe,  I  resolved  to  t«ll  yoa,  and  that  I  did, 
here  wo  are,  you  see." 

That  was  undeniable.    There  they  were,  with  about  u  pt 
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complioatioti  of  miechief  to  unrBVel  as  two  men  could  wieh  to 
faBTe.  Tom  felt  bo  foolisb  and  nonplussed,  that  he  felt  inclm«d 
to  laugh  at  Lee,  when  he  said,  "  Here  we  are."  It  so  exactly 
expressed  the  state  of  the  case  ;  as  if  be  had  said,  "  All  eo  and  so 
has  happened,  and  a  deuce  of  a  job  it  is,  and  here  sit  yon  and  I, 
to  deliberate  what's  to  be  done  with  regard  to  so  and  bo." 

He  did  not  Isngh,  however ;  he  bit  his  lip,  and  stopped  it. 
Then  ho  rose,  and,  leaning  his  great  shoulders  against  the  mantel- 
piece, stood  before  the  fireless  grate,  and  looked  at  Lee.  Lee 
also  looked  at  him,  and  I  think  that  each  one  thonght  what  a 
splendid  specimen  of  his  stylo  the  other  was.  If  thoy  did  not 
think  BO,  "  they  onght  to  it,"  as  the  Londoners  say.  Bat  neither 
apoko  a  few  minutes ;  then  Tom  said,— 

"  Lee,  Will  Loe,  though  yon  came  to  me  a  free  man,  and  have 
I  served  me  twenty  years,  or  thercabonts,  as  free  man,  I  don't 
L  conceal  &om  myself  the  <act  that  you  have  been  convict.  Pish, 
I  man  I  don't  let  us  mince  matters  ncm, — a  lag." 
I  Lee  looked  him  full  in  tbe  face,  witbout  changing  countenance, 
txtA  nodded. 

"  Convicted  more  than  once,  too,"  continned  Tom.  I 

"  Three  times,"  said  Lee.  I 

"  All  1  "  said  Tom.     "  And  if  a  piece  of  work  was  set  l>cfore    I 

me  to  do,  which  required  pluck,  honesty,  courage,  and  cunning,    I 

and  one  were  to  say  to  tae,  '  Who  will  you  have  lo  help  yon  ? '     I    1 

wonld  answer  out  boldly,  '  Give  me  Will  Leo,  the  lag ;  my  old    \ 

.  friend,  who    bos   served   me   so   Ime   and   hearty  these   twenty 

L  years.'" 

I     "  And  yon'd  do  right,  sir,"  said  Lee  qnietly.     And  rising  np. 
File  stood  beside  Tom,  with  one  foot  on  the  feeder,  bending  down 
and  looking  into  the  empty  grat«.  i 

"  Now,  Will,"  said  Tom,  turning  round  and  laying  his  hand  on  | 
his  sbottlder,  "  this  fellow  baa  followed  ns  home,  having  fonnd  out  I 
wlio  we  wore.     Why  has  he  done  so  ?  "  I 

"  Evident,"  said  Lee,  "  to  work  on  tne  fears  of  the  mistress,  J 
and  get  some  money  from  her."  I 

"  Good  !  "  said  "Tom.     "  Well  answered.     We  shall  get  lo  tbe  | 
bottom  of  our  difficulty  like  this.     Only  answer  the  next  qnestion    . 
as  weB,  and  I  will  call  you  a  Poly — ,  Poly — ;  d — a  the  Greek." 
"  Not  such  a  bad  Dame  as  that,  I  hope,  sir,"  said  Lee,  emiling. 
"  Who  might  she  have  been  ?     A  bad  un,  I  expect.     You  don't 
happen  to  refer  to  Hohart-town  Polly,  did  you,  sir?  "  , 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  you  villain,"  said  Tom,  "  or  you'll  maks  J 
me  laugh ',  and  these  are  not  laagblng  times."  I 

'-  Well,  what  is  your  qnestion,  sir  ?  "  ankud  Lee.  I 
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"  Why,  simply  this :  Wtat  »re  we  to  do  ?  " 

"I'll  tell  yon,"  said  Lee,  speaking  in  an  aniraaled  whisper. 
"  Watch,  v&tch,  and  watch  again,  till  yon  cat^h  him.  Tie  Mm 
tight,  and  band  him  over  to  Capt&in  Desborongb.  He  may  ba 
abont  the  place  to-iu|rbt :  be  will  be  Bore  to  be.  Let  os  wmtdtil 
night,  you  and  I,  and  for  mauy  iiights,  till  we  catch  him." 

"  But,"  whiepered  Tom,  "  he  will  be  hung." 

"  He  has  earned  it,"  eaid  Lee.     "  Let  him  be  hmig." 

"  But  he  is  her  husband,", urged  Tom,  in  a  whisper.  "  H«  is 
that  boy's  father.     I  caimot  do  it.     Can't  we  bny  him  off?  " 

"Yes,"  answered  Lee  in  the  same  tone,  "IJU  hta  mcoey  is 
gone.  Then  yon  will  have  a  chance  of  doing  it  again,  and  again, 
all  jonr  life," 

"  This  is  a  terrible  dilemma,"  eaid  Tom  ;  and  added  in  a  per- 
pleiity  almost  comical,  "  Drat  the  girl !  Why  didn't  she  mAiry 
poor  old  Jim  Stockbridge,  or  sleepy  Hamlyn,  or  even  yonr  humble 
Eerrant?  Though,  in  all  honour  I  must  confeaa  that  I  nerar 
asked  her,  as  those  two  others  did.  No  1  I'll  tell  you  what,  Lee : 
we  will  watch  for  him,  and  cat«h  him  if  we  can.  After  that  we 
ynU  think  what  is  to  be  done.  By  the  bye,  I  have  been  going  to 
ask  yon :— do  yon  think  be  recognised  yon  at  the  pnblio-hoase 
there  ?  " 

"  That  pozzies  me,"  said  Lm.  "  He  looked  me  in  the  hee, 
but  I  conld  not  see  that  be  did.     I  wonder  if  be  recognised  you  ?  " 

"  I  never  saw  him  in  my  life  before,"  said  Tom.  "  It  is  very 
likely  that  he  knew  me,  though.  I  was  champion  of  Devon  and 
Comwali,  you  know,  before  Utile  Abraham  Cann  kicked  my  legs 
from  under  me  tliat  unlucky  Easter  Monday.  (Xbe  deuce  curl  his 
hair  for  doing  it  I)  I  never  forgave  him  tilt  I  heard  of  that  fine 
bit  of  play  with  Polkinghom.     Tes  !  be  must  have  known  me." 

Lee  lit  the  fire,  while  Tom,  blowing  out  the  candles,  drew  the 
enrtains,  so  that  any  one  ontaide  conld  not  see  into  the  room. 
Severthelesa,  be  left  the  French  window  open,  and  then  went  out- 
side, and  secui'ed  all  the  dogs  in  the  dog-house. 

The  night  was  wonderfully  still  and  dark.  As  he  paused  befiire 
entering  the  house,  he  could  hear  the  bark  falling  &t>m  the  trees 
a  quarter  of  a  mile  off,  and  the  opossums  scratching  and  snapping 
litUe  twigs  as  they  passed  from  hough  to  bough.  Somemiere, 
apparently  at  an  immense  distance,  a  morepork  was  chanting  bis 
monotonous  cry.  The  frogs  in  thu  creek  were  silent  even,  so  hot 
was  the  night.  "A  good  night  for  watching,"  said  be  to  Lea 
when  be  came  in.     "  Lie  you  down ;  I'll  take  the  first  watch." 

Thoy  bliiw  out  the  candle,  and  Lcc  was  in  the  act  of  lying  dcvo, 
whan  he  aneBt«d  himself,  and  hold  up  his  finger  to  Ttxn. 
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The;  both  lietened,  motJonleaB  and  in  silooce,  nntil  the;  could 
hear  the  spiders  creeping  on  Uie  ceiling,  There  it  was  &gain  I  a 
stealthy  step  on  the  gravel. 

Troabridge  and  Lee  crouched  down  breathless.  One  miQnt«, 
two,  five,  but  it  did  not  come  again.  At  length  thoy  both  moved, 
as  if  by  concert,  and  Lee  eaid,  "  'Possum." 

"  Not  a  bit,"  said  Tronbridge ;  and  then  Lee  lay  doTm  again, 
and  slept  in  the  light  of  the  flickt^ng  fijre.  One  giant  arm  was 
Uuown  around  his  bead,  and  the  other  hnng  donn  in  careless 
grace ;  the  great  chest  was  heaved  up,  and  the  head  thrown  back ; 
tixe  seamed  and  ragged  features  seemed  more  stem  and  marked 
tbao  erer  in  the  chiaroscuro ;  and  the  whole  man  was  a  picture  of 
reckless  strength  such  as  one  seldoia.  sees.  Tom  had  dozed  and 
had  awoke  again,  and  now  sat  thinking,  "  What  a  terrible  tough 
coatomer  that  fellow  wonld  be  !  "  when  suddenly  he  crouched  on 
the  fiooT,  and,  reaching  out  his  hand,  touched  Lee,  who  woke, 
ftud  silently  rolled  over  with  his  face  towards  the  window. 

There  was  no  mistake  this  time — that  was  no  opossam.  There 
came  the  stealthy  step  agam ;  and  now,  as  they  lay  silent,  the 
^asG'door  was  pnshed  gently  open,  showing  the  luidscape  beyond. 
The  gibbous  moon  vas  jnet  rising  over  the  forest,  aU  blurred 
witii  streaky  clouds,  and  between  them  and  her  light  they  could 
see  the  figure  of  a  man,  standing  inside  the  room. 

Tom  could  wait  no  longer.  He  started  up,  and  fell  headlong 
with  a  crash  over  a  little  table  that  stood  in  his  wuy.  The;  both 
dashed  into  the  garden,  bat  only  in  time  to  bear  flying  footsteps, 
sod  Immediately  after  the  gallop  of  n  horse,  the  echoes  of  which 
soon  died  away,  and  all  was  still. 

"Missed  him,  by  George  I  "  said  Lee.  "  It  was  a  precious 
close  tiling,  though.  What  could  be  mean  by  coming  into  the 
honae,  eh?" 

"Just  as  I  expected;  tr}ing  to  get  an  interview  with  the 
mistress.     He  will  be  more  cautious  in  future,  I  take  it." 

"  I  wonder  if  he  will  try  again  ?  " 

"Don't  know,"  said  Troubridge ;  "he  might;  not  to-night, 
however." 

The;  wont  in  and  la;  down  again,  and  Troabridge  was  soon 
asleep ;  and  very  soon  that  sleep  was  disturbed  by  dreadful  dreama. 
At  one  time  he  thought  he  was  riding  madly  through  the  bush  for 
his  bve  life ;  spurring  on  a  tired  horse,  which  was  failing  every 
nODient  more  and  more.  But  always  through  the  tree-stem^  on 
his  right  he  eaw  glaneicg,  a  ghost  on  a  white  horse,  which  kept 
pace  with  him,  do  wbiit  he  would.  Now  he  w&s  among  the  preoi- 
(u«6  on  the  ranges.    On  his  U&,  a  Lo^y  inacoessiUe  cliff;  on  the 
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right,  a  frigbtM  bine  abyss ;  while  the  elaty  soil  kept  slidiiig  t 
beneath  his  horse's  feet.  Behind  him,  unseen,  came  a  phaatomj 
always  gaining  oa  him,  and  driving  him  along  the  giddiest  wallaby 
tracks.  If  be  coold  only  tnm  asd  face  it,  he  might  conquer,  but 
he  dare  not.  At  length  the  path  grew  narrower  and  narrower, 
and  he  tomed  in  deqtemtion  &nd  awoke — woke  to  see  in  the  dim 
tnoming  light  a  dark  fignre  bending  over  him.  He  sprang  up,  and 
dntehed  it  by  the  throat. 

"A  moat  eicellent  fellow  this  1  "  said  the  Toioe  of  Dr.  Mnlhans. 
"  He  Bends  n  frantic  midnight  message  for  his  friend  to  come  to 
him,  regardless  of  personal  convenience  and  horseflesh  ;  and  when 
this  friend  comes  quietly  in,  cmd  tries  to  wake  him  wilhoat  dis- 
turbing the  sick  folks,  he  seizes  him  by  the  throat  and  nearly 
throttles  him." 

"  I  beg  a  thoosiuid  pardons.  Doctor,"  said  Tom  ;  "  I  had  beoo 
dreamily,  and  I  took  yon  for  the  devil.  I  am  glad  to  find  my 
mistake," 

"  You  have  good  reason,"  said  the  Doctor;  ■'  bnt  now,  how  is 
the  patient  ?  " 

"  .isleep  at  present,  I  believe ;  the  housekeeper  is  with  her." 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  her  ?  " 

"  She  has  had  a  great  blow.  It  has  shaken  her  intellect,  I  am 
afraid," 

"  What  sort  of  a  blow  ?  "  asked  the  Doctor, 

Tom  hesitated.     He  did  not  know  whether  to  t«'ll  him  or  not. 

"  Nay,"  sud  the  Doctor,  "  you  had  better  let  me  know.  I  can 
help  then,  yon  know.  Now,  for  instance,  has  she  heard  of  her 
husband  ?  " 

"  She  has.  Doctor.     How  on  earth  came  yon  ta  gness  that  ?  " 

''  Amere  guess,  though  I  have  always  thoaght  it  quite  possible, 
OH  tho  acoomits  of  his  death  were  very  uncertain." 

Tom  then  sot  to  work,  and  told  the  Doctor  bU  that  we  know. 
Ho  looked  very  grave.  "This  is  far  worse  than  I  had  thought," 
he  said,  and  remained  thoughtful. 

Mary  awoke  in  a  fever  and  delirious.  They  kept  Charles  aa 
much  from  her  as  possible,  lest  she  should  li3t  drop  some  hint  of 
the  matter  to  tho  boy:  buteveninherdeliriomshe  kept  bar  secret 
well ;  and  towards  the  evening  the  Doctor,  finding  her  qniet«r, 
saddled  his  horse,  and  rode  away  lea  miles  to  a  township,  wbere 
rosided  a  drunken  surgeon,  one  of  the  greatest  blackguards  in  tho 
oonatry. 

The  surgeon  was  at  home.  He  was  drunk,  of  course ;  be  always 
woj,  but  hardly  more  so  to-day  than  usual.  So  the  Doctor  hoped 
for  success  in  his  object,  which  was  lo  procure  a  certain  drug  wluch 
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viaa  neitlier  iu  the  mediciite-ctiest  at  the  Bockioys'  nor  at  Toonar- 
bin  ;  and  patting  on  bis  sweeleet  eiuile  nlien  tbu  surgeon  eume  to 
tho  door,  he  made  a  remark  about  the  boanty  of  the  weather,  to 
which  the  other  very  gruffly  responded. 

*'  I  come  to  beg  a  ftLTour,"  Baid  Dr.  Mulhana.     "  Con  yrm.  let    | 
me  hare  u  little — so  and  so  ?  " 

"  Soe  you  d d  first,"  nss  the  polite  reply.     "  A  man  comea 

a  matter  of  fourteen  thoasaud  miles,  makes  a  pretty  little  practici), 
and  then  gets  it  cut  into  by  a  parcel  of  ignorant  foreigners,  wbosa 
own  country  is  too  hot  to  hold  them.  And  not  content  with  this, 
they  have  Uie  brass  to  ask  for  the  loan  of  a  man's  drugs.     As  £ 

said  before,  I'll  see  you  d d  first,  asd  tuem  I  wos'x."     And 

BO  flaying,  he  slammed  the  door. 

Doctor  Mulhaus  was  beside  himself  with  rage.  For  the  first 
and  last  time  since  I  have  known  liim  he  forgot  his  discretion,  and 
instead  of  going  away  quietly,  and  treating  the  man  with  contempt, 
he  began  lucking  at  the  door,  calling  the  man  a  scoundrel,  &c., 
and  between  the  intervals  of  kicking,  roaring  through  tlie  keyhole, 
"  Bring  ont  your  diploma  ;  do  you  h«ar,  you  impostor  ?  "  and  then 
fell  to  work  kicking  again.  "  Bring  out  your  forged  diploma,  will 
yon,  yon  villain  ?  " 

Ttus  soon  attracted  the  idlers  from  the  puLlio-honse :  a  couple 
of  sawyers,  a  shepherd  or  two,  all  tipsy  of  course,  except  one  of  the 
aawyers,  who  was  drunk.  The  drunken  sawyer  at  length  made 
out  to  his  own  complete  satiafacUon  that  Dr.  Mulhans'  wife  was  in 
labonr,  and  that  he  was  come  for  the  surgeon,  who  was  probably 
drunk  and  aitleep  inside.  60,  being  able  to  sympathise,  havitig 
bod  his  wife  iu  the  straw  every  thirteen  months  regularly  for  tlie 
lost  fifteen  years,  he  prepared  to  assist,  and  for  this  purpose  took 
a  stone  about  h^  a  hundredweight,  and  coming  behind  the  Doctor, 
when  he  was  in  fall  kick,  he  balanced  himseif  with  difiiculty,  and 
sent  it  at  the  lock  with  all  the  force  of  his  arm,  and  of  course 
broke  the  door  in.  In  throwing  the  stone,  be  lost  his  balance,  came 
full  batt  against  Dr.  Mulhaus,  propelled  him  into  the  passage.  Into 
the  arms  of  the  surgeon,  who  was  mahing  out  infuriated  to  defend 
his  property,  and  down  went  the  three  in  the  passage  together, 
the  two  doctors  beneath,  and  the  drunken  sawyer  on  the  top  of 
them. 

The  drunken  sorgeoa,  if,  to  use  parliamentary  language,  he  will 
allow  me  to  call  him  so,  was  of  course  underneath  the  others;  but, 
being  a  Londoner,  and  consequently  knowing  the  use  of  his  fista, 
ere  he  went  down  deliverud  a  "one,  two,"  straight  from  the 
ehouldoT  in  onr  poor  dear  Doctor's  teee,  and  gave  him  a  moet 
"'"  UUbla  black  eye,  besides  ontliug  hia  upper  Up  open.  Thia 
SI 
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OUT  Doctor,  boing,  jon  must  remember,  a  foreigner,  tmd  not  hsraK 
the  mles  of  the  British  Ring  before  his  eyeB,  resented  hy  getting 
on  the  top  of  him,  tAkicg  hiru  roond  the  throat,  and  banging  the 
back  of  bia  head  against  the  brick  floor  of  the  passage,  until  he 
began  to  goggle  bis  eyes  wid  choke.  Meanwhile  the  eawjer, 
exhilarated  beyond  measure  in  hia  dronken  mind  at  haring  ra^ed 
a  real  good  promising  row,  having  tamed  on  bis  back,  lay  pro- 
cumbent npon  tbe  twain,  and  kicking  ereiytbiitg  soil  and  hmnan 
he  came  across  with  his  heels,  stmck  np  "  The  Bay  of  Biscay, 
Ob,"  until  he  was  dragged  forth  by  two  of  his  friends ;  and  being 
in  a  state  of  wild  excitement,  ready  to  fight  the  world,  hit  his 
own  mate  a  violent  blow  ia  the  eye,  and  was  only  qaieted  by 
receiving  a  soond  thrashing,  and  being  placed  m  a  sitting  poatnre 
in  the  verandah  of  tbe  pabLc-honse,  from  wbicb  be  aaw  Doctor 
Mnlbaiis  come  forth  &om  the  surgeon's  with  rumpled  feathers,  bat 
triumphaat. 

I  am  deeply  grieved  to  have  recorded  the  above  scene,  bnt  I 
coald  not  omit  it.  Having  undertaken  to  bring  tbe  character  of 
that  very  noble  gentleman.  Doctor  Malhaas,  before  my  readers,  I 
was  forced  not  to  omit  this.  As  a  general  rule,  he  was  as  self- 
contained,  as  calm  and  as  frigid  as  the  best  Englishman  among 
na.  But  under  all  this  there  was,  to  speak  in  carefiil^-aelactod 
scientific  language,  a  substrntam  of  pepper-box,  which  has  been 
apparent  to  me  on  more  than  one  occasion.  I  have  noUc«d  the 
above  occasion  perforce.  I^et  tbe  others  rest  in  oblivion.  A  man 
so  tme,  BO  wise,  so  coorteous,  and  so  kindly,  needs  not  my  poor 
excuses  for  having  once  in  a  way  made  a  fool  of  himself.  He  will 
read  this,  and  be  will  be  angry  with  me  for  a  time,  but  he  knows 
well  that  I,  like  oil  who  knew  him,  say  heartily,  God  bleea  yon, 
old  Doctor  I 

But  the  consequences  of  the  above  were,  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
eminently  disastrous.  The  surgeon  got  a  warrant  against  Doetbr 
Mulhaus  for  burglary  with  violence,  and  our  Doctor  got  a  warrant 
against  bim  for  assault  with  intent  to  rob.  So  there  was  the  deuce 
to  pay.  The  affair  got  out  of  the  bauds  of  the  bench.  In  bet 
they  sent  both  parties  for  trial  (what  do  you  think  of  that,  my  Lord 
Campbell  ?)  in  order  to  get  rid  of  the  matter,  and  at  sessions,  the 
surgeon  swore  positively  that  Dr.  Mulhaus  bad,  assisted  by  a 
convict,  battered  hia  door  dovm  witb  stones  in  open  day,  and  nearly 
murdered  him.  Then  in  defence  Doctor  Molhans  called  the 
aawyer,  who,  as  it  happened,  had  just  completed  a  contract  for 
fencing  for  Mrs.  Mayford,  tbe  proceeds  of  which  bargain  he  was 
spending  at  tbe  public-house  when  the  thing  happened,  and  bad 
jaat  undertaken  another  for  one  of  the  magistrates  ;  having  llao 
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a  Urge  famil;  dependent  on  him  ;  being,  too,  a  man  who  prided 
himself  in  keeping  an  eye  to  vindwaxd,  and  being  elightly  Mmfnaed 
by  a  trifling  attack  of  delirinm  tremens  (diddleums,  he  called  it) : 
be,  I  say,  to  our  Doctor's  confiiaion  and  horror,  swore  positively 
that  he  never  took  a  Btone  m  his  band  on  the  day  in  qnestion  ; 
that  be  never  saw  a  etone  for  a  week  before  or  after  titei  date ; 
that  he  did  not  deny  having  mebed  into  the  passage  to  assist  the 
oomplBinant  (dninken  surgeon),  seeing  him  bemg  mordered  by 
defendant ;  and,  laBtly,  that  he  was  never  near  the  place  on  the 
day  specified.  So  It  would  have  gone  hard  with  oar  Doctor,  had 
not  his  Honour  called  the  jnry's  attention  to  the  discrepancies  in 
this  witness's  evidence;  and  when  Dr.  Mulhaus  was  acquitted, 
delivered  a  stingbg  reproof  to  the  magistrates  for  wasting  public 
lime  by  sending  such  a  trumpery  case  to  a  jury.  But,  on  tlie  other 
band.  Dr.  Mnlbaus'  charge  of  assault  with  intent  fell  dead  ;  so  that 
neither  party  had  much  to  boast  of. 

The  night  or  so  after  the  trial  was  over,  the  Doctor  came  back 
to  Toonarbin,  in  what  he  intended  fi>r  a  furious  rage.  Bat,  having 
told  Tom  Tfoubridge  the  whole  affair,  EUid  having  unlnckily  caught 
Tom's  eye,  they  two  went  off  into  sach  hearty  fits  of  laughter  that 
poor  MaiT,  now  convalescent,  bat  sUll  in  bed,  knocked  at  the  wall 
lo  know  what  was  the  matter. 


CHAPTER  XXXn. 


i 


The  state  of  terror  and  dismay  into  which  poor  Mary  Hawker  wrs 
thrown  on  finding  that  her  husband,  now  for  many  years  the  bit§ 
fwirt  of  her  existence,  was  not  only  ahve,  but  promising  fairly  to 
cause  ber  more  trouble  tlian  ever  be  did  before,  supeiiLdded,  lot 
me  say,  for  mere  truth's  sake,  to  a  slight  bilious  attack,  brought 
on  by  good  living  and  wont  of  exercise,  threw  ber  into  a  fever, 
from  which,  after  several  days'  delirinm,  she  rose  much  shatlerud, 
gad  looking  suddenly  older.  All  this  time  the  Doctor,  like  a 
trasty  dog,  had  kept  bis  watch,  and  done  more,  and  with  a  better 
will  uaa  any  paid  doctor  would  have  been  likely  to  do.  He  woa 
called  away  a  good  deal  by  the  prosecution  arising  ont  of  that 
tmb^i^  a&ir  wiUi  the  other  doctor,  and  afterwards  with  a 
BKAdoutiOD  for  pe^QTy,  which  ha  bronght  against  the  sawyer; 
m  he  was  gentsrally  back  at  night,  and  was  bo  kind,  ao  attentive, 
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and  BO  skilful  that  Mary  took  it  into  ber  head,  and  always  a 
atlerwards,  that  she  oired  ber  life  to  bim. 

Sho  w»3  not  one  to  receive  any  permanent  Lmpressioa  bom 
anything.  So  now,  as  day  by  day  sbe  grew  etronger,  she  tried  to 
undervalae  the  mischief  which  had  at  first  so  terrified  her,  and 
canaed  her  illness  ^—-tried,  aod  with  success,  in  broad  daylight ; 
hnt.  in  the  silent  dark  nights,  as  she  lay  on  her  lonely  bed,  she 
woald  fully  appreciate  the  terrible  cloud  that  hnng  over  her,  and 
would  weep  and  beat  ber  pillow,  and  pray  in  her  wild  fantastic 
way  to  be  delivered  &om  this  frigbtfiil  monster,  cnt  off  from  oom- 
monion  with  all  honest  men  by  bis  uuatterable  crimes,  but  who, 
neTertheless,  she  was  bonnd  to  love,  honour,  and  obey,  UU  death 
ahould  part  her  from  him. 

Mrs.  Buckley,  on  the  first  news  of  her  iltni?ss,  bad  come  op  and 
taken  her  qaarters  at  Toonarbtn,  acting  as  gentle  a  nurse  as  man 
or  woman  could  desire  to  have.  She  took  possession  of  the  house, 
and  managed  everything.  Mrs.  Barker,  the  housekeeper,  the 
only  one  who  did  not  submit  at  once  to  her  kindly  rule,  protested, 
obstructed,  protocolled,  presented  an  ultimatum,  and,  at  last,  was 
so  ill  advised  as  to  take  up  axms.  There  was  a  short  campaigo, 
lasting  only  one  morning, — a  decisive  battle, — and  Mrs.  Bariier 
was  compfjled  to  sue  for  peace.  "  Had  Mr.  Tronbrid^  been 
true  to  himself,"  she  said,  "  she  would  never  have  submitted  ;  " 
but,  having  given  Tom  warning,  and  Tom,  in  a  moment  of  irrita- 
tion, having  told  her,  without  hesitation  or  disguise,  to  go  to  the 
devil  (no  less),  she  bowed  to  the  circumstances,  and  yielded. 

Agnes  ButJdey  encouraged  Dr.  Mulhaus,  too,  in  his  legal 
afl'airs,  and,  I  fear,  was  the  first  person  who  proposed  the  pro- 
secution for  peijury  against  the  sawyer :  a  prosecution,  however, 
which  failed,  in  consequence  of  his  mate  and  another  friend,  who 
was  present  at  the  affair,  coming  forward  to  the  sawyer's  rescue, 
and  getting  into  such  a  labyrinth  and  mist  of  peijoiy,  that  the 
Bench  (this  happened  just  after  quarter  sossioDs)  positively  refused 
to  hear  anything  more  on  either  side.  Altogether,  Agues  Buckley 
made  herself  so  agreeable,  and  kept  them  all  so  obve,  that  Tom 
wondered  how  he  had  got  on  bo  long  without  her. 

At  the  end  of  three  weeks  Mary  was  convalescent ;  and  one  day, 
when  she  was  moved  into  the  verandah,  Mrs.  Backley  beside  ber, 
Tom  and  the  Doctor  sitting  on  the  step  smoking,  and  Charles 
sleepily  reading  aloud  "  Huidet,"  with  a  degree  of  bstlessneaa 
and  want  of  appreciation  un&qualled,  I  should  say,  by  any  reader 
before ;  at  such  time,  I  soy,  there  entered  suddenly  to  them  a 
little  cattle-dealer,  as  brimful  of  news  as  an  egg  of  meat.  Little 
Buniside  it  waa:  a  man  about  eight  etone  nothing,  who  always 
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wore  top-boots  and  other  p«ople'B  clothes.  Aa  he  oamo  in,  Cbarka 
recognised  on  his  legs  a  pair  of  cord  breeches  of  his  own,  with  a. 
particular  grease  patch  on  the  tjiigb :  a  pair  of  breechoa  be  had 
lent  £amside,  and  which  Bnmgide  had  immediately  got  altered 
to  his  own  aize.  A  good  singer  was  Bamside.  A  man  wLo  could 
finiab  his  bottle  of  brandj,  and  not  go  to  bed  in  his  boots.  A  man 
nuiversally  liked  and  trnated.  An  honest,  hearty,  little  fellow, 
yet  one  who  always  lent  or  spent,  his  money  as  fast  as  he  got  it, 
nnd  was  aa  poor  as  Job.  The  greateat  vehicle  of  news  in  the  ' 
district,  too.     "  Snowy  river  Times,"  be  naed  to  be  called. 

After  the  nsnal  greetings,  Tom,  seeing  he  was  bnrstlng  with 
something,  asked  him,  "What's  the  newa?" 

Bumside  was  in  the  habit  of  saying  Uiat  he  was  like  the  Lord 
Mayor's  fool — fond  of  eTerything  that  was  good.  Bnt  his  greatest  i 
pleasure,  the  one  to  which  he  woold  sacrifice  everything, 
retwljng  a  piece  of  news.  This  was  so  great  an  ci(joymeDt  with 
him  that  he  gloried  in  dwelling  on  it,  and  making  tho  most  of  it. 
He  naed  to  retail  a  piece  of  news,  as  a  perfect  novel,  in  tbroe 
volnmea.  In  hia  first  he  would  take  care  to  ascertain  that  yon 
were  acquainted  with  the  parties  under  discnssion ;  and,  if  you 
were  not,  make  you  so,  throwing  in  a  few  anecdotes  iUustrative  of 
their  characters.  In  his  second,  he  would  grow  discnrsive,  giving 
an  episode  or  two,  and  dealing  in  moral  reflections  and  knowledge 
of  human  nature  rather  largely.  And  in  his  third  he  woold  come 
smash,  crash  down  on  yon  with  the  news  itself,  and  leave  you 
gasping. 

He  followed  this  plan  on  the  present  occasion.  He  answered 
Tom's  question  by  asking, —  , 

"  Do  yon  know  Desborough  ?  " 

"Of  course  I  do,"  said  Tom;  "  and  a  noble  good  fellow  he  is." 

"  Eraatly,"  said  Bnrnside  ;  "  super  of  police  ;  distinguished  in 
Indian  wars ;  nephew  of  my  Lord  Covetown.  An  Irislunan  is 
Deaborongb,  bat  far  from  objectionable." 

This  by  way  of  first  volume ;  cow  comes  hia  second : — 

"  Now,  sir,  I,  although  a  Scotchman  bom,  and  naturally  proad 
of  being  so,  consider  that  nnlil  these  wretched  national  distinctions 
between  tho  three  great  nations  are  obUterated  we  shall  never  get 
on,  sir;  never.  That  the  Scotch,  sir,  are  physically  and  intel- 
lactnally  soperior " 

"  Physically  and  intellectually  the  devD,"  bnrst  in  Tom.  "  Pick 
nnt  any  dozen  Scotchmen,  and  I'll  find  you  a  dozen  Londoneiv 
who  wUl  fight  them,  or  deal  with  iham  till  they'd  be  glad  to  get 
over  the  bordera  again.  As  for  the  Deron  and  Cornish  lads,  find 
Be  a  Scotchman  who  will  put  mo  on  my  back,  and  I'll  write  jou 
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k  olieqno  for  a  bimdrod  ponnds,  ray  boy.  We  Knglish  opeiif<d  ti 
trBde  of  the  world  to  your  little  two  mUUons  and  a  half  up  Ln  the 
north  there ;  and  you,  being  protty  well  etarved  out  at  home,  have 
had  the  shrewdness  to  take  advantage  of  it ;  and  now,  by  Jore, 
you  try  to  epeak  Htnall  of  the  bridge  that  oarried  yon  over.  What 
did  yon  do  tovarde  licking  the  Spaniards,  eh?  And  iriiere  would 
you  be  now,  if  they  had  not  been  Ucked  in  1588,  eh  ?  Not  b 
Australia,  my  boy  1  A  Freachntan  ts  conceited  enough,  bat,  by 
Oeorge,  he  can't  hold  a  candle  to  a  Bcotchman." 

Tom  spoke  in  a  regular  passion ;  bnt  there  naa  some  tmth  in 
what  he  said,  I  thtiik,  Bumside  didn't  like  it,  and  merely  saying, 
"  Yon  ioterrapt  me,  sir,"  went  on  to  his  third  volume  without  a 
Btruggle. 

"  You  are  aware,  ladies,  that  there  has  been  a  gang  of  boah- 
rangers  out  to  the  north,  headed  by  a  miscreant,  whom  his  com- 
panions call  Tonan,  bnt  whose  real  name  is  a  mystery." 

Urs.  Buckley  said,  "  Yes ;  "  and  Tom  glanced  at  Mary.  She 
had  grown  as  pale  aa  death,  and  Tom  said,  "  Courage ,  consin; 
don't  be  fright^ed  at  a  name." 

"  Well,  sir,"  continued  Bomside,  patting  the  forefinger  and 
thumb  of  each  hand  together,  as  if  he  was  making  "  windows  " 
with  soapsuds,  "  Captain  Desborough  has  surprised  that  gang  in 
a  gully,  sir,  and,"  spreading  hia  hands  out  right  and  left,  "ob- 
literated them." 

"The  devil t"  said  Tom,  while  the  Doctor  got  up  and  etood 
beside  Mary. 

"  Smashed  them,  sir,"  continued  Bumside  ;  "  extinguished  them 
utterly.  He  had  six  of  his  picked  troopers  with  him,  and  they 
came  on  them  suddenly  aud  broc^ht  them  to  bay.  You  see,  two 
troopers  have  been  murdered  lately,  and  so  our  men,  when  they 
got  fiice  to  face  with  the  cowardly  hounds,  broke  discipline,  and 
wouldn't  be  held.  They  hardly  fired  a  shot,  but  drew  their  sabres, 
and  cut  the  dogs  down  almost  to  a  man.  Three  only  out  of  twelve 
have  been  captured  alive,  and  one  of  them  is  dying  of  a  wonnd  in 
the  neck."  Aud,  having  finished,  little  Buntside  folded  his  anna 
and  stood  in  a  military  attitude,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  had 
done  the  thing  himself,  and  was  prq}ared  to  receive  his  meed  of 
praise  with  modesty. 

"  Courage,  Mary,"  said  Tom ;  "  don't  be  frightened  at  shadows." 
— He  felt  eometlung  stickiog  in  his  throat,  but  epoke  out  nerer- 
theless. 

''  And  their  redoubted  captain,"  be  asked ;  "  what  has  beoom« 
of  him?" 

"  What,  Touan  himself?  "  said  Bumside.    "  WoU,  I  am  sonj 
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to  ny  ihtk  that  chivalrous  and  high-minded  gentleman  was  found 
neither  among  the  dead  nor  the  living.  Not  ta  minoe  matters,  sir, 
he  baa  escaped." 

The  Doctor  saw  Mail's  fac«  qoirer,  bat  she  bore  up  bravely, 
and  listened. 

" Escaped,  has  he?"  said  Tom.  "  And  do  they  know  anything 
aboat  him?  " 

"  Desborough,  who  told  me  this  himself,"  said  Bumaide, "  says 
no,  that  he  is  atterly  puzzled.  He  had  made  sure  of  the  arcb- 
nscal  himself;  but,  with  that  remarkable  fai^ulty  of  saving  bis 
own  skin  which  he  bas  exhibited  od  more  than  one  occasion,  he 
hae  got  off  for  the  time,  with  one  companion." 

"  A  companion ;  eh  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  fiomside,  "  whereby  hangs  a  bit  of  romance,  if  I 
may  profcne  the  word  in  speaking  of  such  men.  His  companion  is 
a  young  follow,  described  as  being  more  like  a.beantifol  woman 
than  a  man,  and  bearing  tbo  most  eingular  likeness  in  featores  to 
the  great  Captain  Tonan  himself,  wbo,  as  you  have  heard,  is  a 
handsome  dog.  In  short,  there  is  very  little  donbt  that  thev  are 
iather  and  sim." 

Tom  thoagfat  to  himself,  "Wbo  on  earth  can  this  be?  What 
aon  can  George  Hawker  have,  and  we  not  know  of  it?"  He 
turned  to  Bumaide. 

"  What  age  is  the  young  man  yon  speak  of?  "  he  asked. 

"Twenty,  or  tbereabouts,  by  all  description,"  said  the  other. 

Tom  thought  again  :  "  This  gets  very  strange.  He  could  have 
no  son  of  that  age  got  in  Van  Dioman's  Land  :  it  was  eight  years 
before  be  was  free.  It  mnst  be  some  one  we  know  of.  He  bad 
M^ne  byeblowB  in  Devon,  by  all  accounts.  If  this  is  one  of  them, 
bow  tho  deuce  did  he  get  here  ?  " 

But  he  could  not  think.  We  shall  see  presently  who  it  iras. 
Now  we  most  leave  these  good  folks  for  a  time,  and  just  step  over 
to  Garoopna,  and  see  how  affairs  go  there. 


CHAPTER  XSXin. 


a  WHICH  JAU&S  BaSNTWOOD  AND  fUJfUEI.  BUCELEY,  BSQUnSB, 
OOKBINE  TO  UISTET&B  THE  HEST  07  (U7IA1H  BBENTWOOP,  B.A., 
AKD  SUCCEED  D>  I>OIKQ  BO. 

Tbb  morning  aft«r  Cecil  Uayford  had  made  his  unlocky  offer  to 
jUio>,  b»  appeared  at  Sam's  bedside  vety  early,  as  if  be  had  oontft 
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to  draw  Priam's  cortaina;  and  told  him  shortly,  that  be  I 
spoken,  and  bad  been  receivad  with  contempt ;  that  ha  waa  a 
miseiable  bmte,  and  tbat  be  nras  gomg  back  bome  to  attend  to 
his  business ; — under  the  circumataouos,  the  best  thing  he  eoold 
possibly  do. 

So  the  field  was  clear  for  Sam,  bnt  he  let  matters  stay  as  they 
were,  being  far  too  pleasant  to  disturb  lightly ;  bemg  also,  to  tell 
the  truth,  a  little  nncertain  of  bis  gronnd,  after  poor  Cecil  had 
suffered  so  severely  in  the  encouoter.  The  next  day,  too,  his 
father  and  mother  went  home,  and  ho  tbonght  it  would  be  only 
proper  for  him  to  go  with  them,  but,  on  proposing  it,  Jim  quietly 
told  him  he  must  stay  where  he  was  and  work  hard  for  another 
week,  and  Halbert,  although  a  guest  of  the  Buckleys,  vas  cod- 
etromed  to  remam  still  at  Qie  Brentwoods',  in  company  with  Sam. 

But  at  the  end  of  a  week  they  departed,  and  Jim  went  back 
with  them,  leaving  poor  Alice  behind,  alone  with  her  father. 
Sam  turned  when  they  had  gone  a  little  way,  and  saw  her  white 
figme  still  in  the  porch,  leaning  in  rather  a  melancholy  attitude 
against  the  door-poet.  The  nadacioua  magpie  had  perched  hijn- 
eelf  on  the  top  of  her  head,  from  which  proud  elevation  he  burled 
wrath,  scorn,  and  mortal  defiance  against  them  as  they  rode  away. 
Sam  took  off  bis  hat,  and  as  be  went  on  kept  wondering  whether 
she  was  thinking  of  him  at  all,  and  bopmg  that  she  might  be 
sorry  that  he  was  gone.  "  Probably,  howerer,"  he  thought,  "  she 
is  only  sorry  for  her  brother." 

They  three  stayed  at  Baroona  a  week  or  more,  one  of  them 
riding  up  every  day  to  ask  after  Mar>-  Hawker,  Otherwise  they 
spent  their  time  shooting  and  fishing,  and  speculating  how  soon 
the  rains  would  come,  for  it  was  now  March,  and  autumn  waa 
&irly  due. 

But  at  the  end  of  this  week,  as  the  three  were  sitting  together, 
one  of  those  long-legged,  slab-sided,  lean,  snnbunit,  cabbage-Uee- 
hatted  lads,  of  whom  Captain  Brentwood  kept  always,  say  half-a- 
dozen,  and  the  M^gor  four  or  five  (I  should  fancy,  no  relation  to 
one  another,  and  yet  so  exactly  alike,  that  Captain  Brentwood 
neTer  called  them  by  their  right  names  by  any  ehanc«) ;  lads  who 
were  employed  about  the  stabls  and  the  paddock,  always  in  some 
way  with  the  horses ;  one  of  those  representatives  of  the  rising 
Australian  generation,  I  say,  looked  in,  and  without  announcing 
himself  or  touching  bis  hat  (an  Australian  never  touches  bis  bat  if 
he  is  a  free  man,  because  the  prisoners  are  forced  to),  came  up  bt 
Jim  across  the  drawing-room,  as  quiet  and  self-possessed  as  if  fA 
was  quite  used  to  good  society,  and,  putting  a  letter  in  his  hi 
said  merely,  "  Miss  Alice,"  and  relapsed  into  silence,  ama^ 
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bunself  liy  lookisf;  round  Mrs.  Buckley's  drawing-room,  tbe  like  of 
which  be  hud  never  seen  before. 

Sfun  envied  Jim  the  receipt  of  that  little  three-cornered  not«. 
He  wondered  whether  there  was  anything  aboot  him  in  it.  Jim 
read  it,  and  then  folded  it  up  again,  and  said  "  Hnllo  I  " 

The  lad, — I  always  call  that  sort  of  individaal  a  lad  ;  there  is 
no  other  word  for  them,  though  they  are  of  all  ages,  from  Eixteen 
to  twenty, — the  lad,  I  say,  was  so  taken  np  with  the  contemplation  J 
of  a  lilown-glasa  pressepapier  on  the  table,  that  Jim  bod  to  say,  I 
'*  HbUo  there,  Jolm  1 "  ' 

The  lad  turned  round,  and  asked  m  a  perfectly  easy  matmor, 
"  What  the  dence  is  this  thing  for,  now?" 

"That,"  said  Jim,  "  is  the  button  of  a  Chinese  mandarin's  hat, 
who  was  killed  at  tbe  battle  of  Waterloo  in  the  United  States  by 
M^jor  Buckley." 

"  Is  it  now  ?  "  said  the  lad,  quite  contented.  "  It's  very  pretty ; 
may  I  take  it  np?" 

"Of  course  yon  may,"  said  Jim.  "Now,  what's  the  (bat 
like  ?  " 

"  Rather  leggy,  I  ehonld  say,"  he  returned.     "  Is  there  any  I 
answer?"  I 

Jim  wrote  a  few  lines  with  a  pencil  on  half  bis  sister's  note,  and  ' 
gave  it  him.  He  put  it  in  the  lining  of  his  hat,  and  had  got  as 
far  as  the  door,  when  be  turned  again.  He  looked  wistfully 
towards  the  table  where  the  pressepapier  was  lying.  It  was  too 
much  for  him.  He  came  back  and  took  it  up  again.  What  he 
wanted  with  it,  or  what  he  would  bave  done  with  it  if  he  had  got 
it,  I  cannot  conceive,  bst  it  had  taken  his  simple  &ncy  mere, 
probably,  than  an  emerald  of  the  same  size  would  have  done.  At 
last  he  put  it  to  his  eye. 

"Why,  dam  my  cabbage- tree, "  he  said,  "if  yon  can't  sea 
through  it!     He  wouldn't  sell  it,  I  suppose,  now?" 

Jim  pursed  his  lips  and  shook  his  head,  as  Ihongh  to  say  that 
such  an  idea  was  not  to  be  entertained,  and  the  lad,  with  a  sigh, 
laid  it  down  and  doparted.  Then  Jim  with  a  laugh  threw  hia 
ust«r*s  note  over  to  Sam.  I  discovered  this  very  same  note  only 
last  week,  while  searching  tbe  Buckley  papers  for  information  ■ 
about  the  family  at  this  period.  I  have  reason  to  believe  that  it  J 
has  never  been  printed  before,  and,  as  far  as  I  know,  there  is  nog 
other  copy  extant,  so  I  proceed  to  give  it  in  full. 

"  What  a  dear,  disagreeable  old  Jim  you  are,"  it  begins, ' 
stay  away  there  at  Baroona,  and  me  moping  here  «ith  < 
daddy,  vbo  is  calculating  the  explosive  power  of  ehelle  under  water 
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ti  T&riDUB  («mperatiireB.  I  bsve  %  good  mind  to  leam  flw 
Differential  Calcnlas  mTself,  0111;  on  porpoea  to  bore  yoa  with  it 
ffhen  yon  corns  borne." 

"  By  the  bye,  Coirella  bas  got  a  toel.  8acb  b  dear  Uttie  daek 
of  a  tiling,  with  a  soft  brovn  dobo,  and  eweet  long  ears,  like 
lenves  I  Do  cojie  back  and  see  it ;  I  am  so  very,  very 
lonely  I  " 

"  X  hope  Mr.  Halbert  is  pretty  well,  and  that  hiB  wonnd  is 
getting  qoitti  right  again.  Don't  let  him  undertake  cattle -drafting 
or  anything  violent.  I  wish  yon  could  bring  him  hock  with  yon, 
he  is  such  a  nice,  agreeable  creature." 

"  Your  magpie*  has  attacked  cocky,  and  pnlled  a  yellow  featbei 
oat  of  hia  crest,  which  he  haa  planted  in  the  flower-bed,  either  a* 
a  trophy,  or  to  see  if  it  will  grow." 

Now  thia  letter  is  historically  important,  when  taken  in  cod- 
neiioD  with  certain  dates  in  my  poaseBsion.  It  was  written  on 
a  Monday,  and  Halbert,  Jim,  and  Sam  started  back  to  Garoopna 
the  next  day,  rather  a  memorable  day  for  Sam,  as  you  will  see 
directly.  Now  I  wish  to  call  attention  to  the  fact,  that  Sam,  (ar 
from  bebg  in-rited,  is  nover  once  mentioned  in  the  whole  letter. 
Therefore  what  does  Miss  Burke  mean  by  her  andaoione  calnm- 
niea  ?  What  does  she  mean  by  saying  that  Alice  made  bve  to 
Bam,  and  nerer  gave  the  "  poor  boy  "  a  chance  of  eeo^ie  ?  Con 
she,  Leabia,  put  her  hand  on  ber  heart  and  say  that  ahe  wasn't 
dying  to  marry  Sam  herself,  though  she  was  (and  is  atill,  Tory 
likely)  thirty  years  his  senior?  The  tmt  'm,  Lesbia  gave  herself 
the  airs,  and  received  the  privileges  of  being  the  haodsomest 
woman  in  those  parts,  till  Alice  came,  and  put  ber  nose  oat  of 
joint,  for  which  she  never  forgave  her. 

However,  to  return  to  t^is  loiter.  I  wonder  now,  aa  I  am 
looking  at  the  age-stained  paper  and  faded  writing,  whether  she 
who  wrote  it  contemplated  the  possibility  of  its  meeting  Barn's  eye. 
I  rather  imagine  that  she  did,  &om  her  provoking  ^cnce  about 
him.  At  any  rate,  Jim  was  quito  jastified  in  showing  him  the 
loiter,  *'  for  you  know,"  he  said,  "  as  there  is  nothing  at  all  about 
yon  in  it,  there  can  be  no  breach  of  confidence." 

"  Well  1  "  said  Sam,  when  be  had  read  it. 

"  Well  I  "  Bud  Jim.     "  Let  us  all  three  ri 
the  foal." 

*  Magpie.  B  Luge,  pied  orow.  01  all  the  bird]  I  have  ever  aeen,  tba 
cleveiest,  (he  meet  grotesque,  and  the  moat  muaioal.  The  Eplendid 
melodj  of  hia  moming  and  ereaing  song  is  a»  uneqiuJIed  as  it  ia 
uidworihnhlU. 
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So  they  went,  and  were  strictly  to  be  home  at  dinner-time ; 
whereBB  not  one  of  them  came  home  for  a  week. 

When  the;  came  to  the  door  at  Oaroopna,  there  waa  Alice,  moat 
bewilchingly  beaatifiil.  Papa  wm  away  on  tho  ran,  and  Dr. 
Mnlhatis  with  him  ;  eo  the  three  came  in.  Alice  was  very  g 
see  Halbert — was  glad  also  to  see  Sam ;  but  not  §0  glad,  or,  at  all 
eveotfl,  did  not  gay  so  much  about  it. 

"Alice,  haTOfou  aeen  the  newspaper?"  eaid  Jim. 

"No;  why?" 

"  There  is  a  great  steamer  gone   doini  at  Sba,   and   thret^ 
hundred  persons  drowned."*  ' 

' '  What  a  horrible  thing  t  I  should  never  have  courBge  t<]  orosB 
the  sea." 

"  You  would  soon  get  aooostomed  to  it,  I  think,"  said  Halbert, 

"I  hare  never  even  Been  it  aa  yet,"  she  said,  "save  at  a 
distance.'* 

"  Strange,  neither  have  I,"  said  Bom.  "  I  have  dim  recollec- 
tions of  oar  voyage  here,  but  1  never  stood  upon  the  shore  in  my 
life." 

"I  have  beat  you  there,"  said  Jim.     "I  have  been  down  to 
Cape  Chatham,  aud  seen  the  great  ocean  itself:  a   very  different 
thing  from  Sydney  Harbour,  I  promise  you.     Yon  see  the  great   , 
Cape  ranning  out  a  mile  into  the  sea,  and  the  soutbem  rollen-  J 
tumbling  in  over  the  reefs  like  cascades." 

"  Let  US  go  and  see  it  I — how  far  is  it  7  "  said  Alice. 

"  About  thir^  miles.  The  Barkers"  station  is  about  half  a  mile 
from  the  Cape,  and  we  could  sleep  there,  jou  know." 

"  It  strikes  me  aa  being  a  most  brilliant  idea,"  siud  Sam. 

And  so  tJie  arrangement  was  agreed  to,  and  the  afternoon  went 
ou  pleasantly.  Alice  walked  up  and  down  with  Saro  among  the 
flowers,  while  Jim  and  Holbcrt  lay  beneath  a  molberry  tree  and 
smoked. 

They  talked  on  a  subject  which  had  engaged  their  attention 
a  good  deal  lately.  Jim's  whim  for  going  soldiering  hod  grown 
and  struck  root,  and  become  a  determination.  He  would  go  back 
to  India  when  Halbert  did,  supposbg  that  bis  father  could  be 
tempted  to  buy  him  a  commission.  Surely  he  might  manage  lo 
join  some  regiment  in  India,  be  thought.  India  was  the  only 
place  worth  livmg  in  just  now. 

"  I  hope,  Halbert,"  he  said,  "that  the  Qovemor  will  conaent. 
I  wouldn't  care  when  I  went ;  the  sooner  the  bett«r.     I  am  tired 
of  bebg  a  cattle-dealer  on  a  large  scale ;  I  want  to  got  at  some 
man'*  work.     If  one  thing  were  settled  I  would  go  to-morrow." 
*  Can  this  be  tha  "PNAdent"?— H.  K. 
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"  And  what  ia  that  ?  "  said  HalWt. 

JiiQEaidiiotliing,  but  looked  &t  the  conple  among  the  floner-beda. 

"Ia  that  all?  "said  Holbort.  "  What  will  >-oa  bet  me  that 
that  affair  ia  not  concluded  to-night?  " 

"  I'll  bet  yon  five  poanda  to  one  it  ain't,"  said  Jim ;  "  nor  any 
time  thia  twelvemontii.  They'll  go  on  shillj-shallying  half  their 
lives,  I  believe." 

"  NevertheleBB  I'D  bet  with  yon.  Five  to  one  it  comes  off  to- 
night I  Noiv  I  There  goes  yoja  aiater  into  the  bouse  ;  juet  go  in 
after  her." 

Jim  eauntered  off,  and  Sam  came  and  laid  hia  great  1 
down  b;  the  side  of  Halbert. 

They  talked  on  difTorent  matters  for  a  few  minntes, 
tatter  said, — 

"  You  am  a  lucky  fellow.  Sam." 

"  With  regard  to  what  ?  "  said  Sam. 

"  With  regard  to  Miss  Breiitwood,  I  mean." 

"  What  makea  yon  think  ao  ?  " 

"  Are  yon  blind,  Bam  ?  Can't  you  aeo  that  she  loves  yon  i 
than  any  man  in  the  world  ?  '^ 

He  answered  nothing,  bnt  tnming  bis  eyea  upon  Halbert,  gazed 
at  him  a  moment  to  see  whether  he  wa«  jesting  or  no.  No,  be 
was  in  earnest.  So  he  looked  down  on  the  grass  again,  and, 
tearing  litUo  tufls  up,  aaid,— 

"  What  earthly  reason  have  you  for  thinking  that?  " 

"  What  reason  I — fifty  thousand  reasons.  Can  yon  see  no- 
thing in  her  eyea  when  she  speaks  to  yon,  which  is  not  then  at 
other  times;  hey.  Bat? — I  con,  if  yon  can't." 

"  If  I  could  think  so !  "  said  Sam.     "  If  I  conid  find  ont  1 " 

"  When  I  want  to  find  out  anything,  I  generally  aak," 
Hnlbert. 

Bam  gave  him  the  fall  particulars  of  Cecil's  defeat. 

"  All  the  better  for  you,"  said  Halbert ;  "  depend  npon  l 
don't  know  much  about  women,  it  is  true,  bnt  I  know  mon 
yon  do." 

"  I  wish  I  knew  aa  much  as  you  do,"  said  Sam. 

"  And  I  wish  I  knew  as  little  as  you  do,"  said  Halbert. 

Dinner-time  came,  but  the  Captain  and  the  Doctor  were  i 
the  fore.  A^r  some  speculations  as  to  what  had  become  of  them, 
and  having  waited  an  hour,  Jim  said,  that,  in  the  unexplained 
abe^ce  of  the  crowned  bead,  he  felt  it  his  duty  to  the  coontry, 
to  assume  the  reins  of  government,  and  order  dinner.  Prima 
Minister  Alice,  having  entered  a  protoat,  offered  no  further  oppo- 
sition, and  dinner  was  brought  in. 
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Totmg  folkii  dou'L  make  so  macb  of  dinner  as  old  onee  at  any 
linm,  and  this  duuii;r  was  on  ususuailj  daH  one.  Sam  was  silent 
and  tboagbtful,  and  talked  little;  Alice,  too,  was  not  quite  herself. 
Jim,  Bs  UEDal,  ate  like  a  hero,  but  talked  little  ;  eo  Ibe  conversa- 
tion was  principally  carried  on  by  Halbert,  in  the  narrative  style, 
who  really  made  himself  very  useful  and  agreeable,  and  I  am 
ft&atd  they  would  lave  been  a  very  "  slow  "  party  witboat  him. 

Boon  after  the  serious  business  of  esting  was  over,  Jim  said, — 

"Alice,  I  wonder  what  the  Governor  will  say  ?" 

"  About  what,  brotLer  ?  " 

"About  my  going  soldiering." 

"Save  us  I     What  new  crotchet  is  this?" 

"  Only  that  I'm  going  to  bother  the  Governor  till  he  gets  me  a 
oonuniaaiou  in  the  anay." 

"  Are  you  really  serious,  Jim  ?  " 

"  I  never  was  more  so  in  my  life." 

"So,  Mr.  Halbert,"  said  Alice,  looking  round  at  him,  "you 
are  only  come  to  take  my  brother  away  from  me  I  " 

"I  assure  you,  Mies  Brentwood,  that  I  have  ouly  aided  and 
ahetted :  the  idea  was  his  own." 

"  Well,  well,  I  see  how  it  is  ; — we  were  too  hoppy,  I  suppose." 

"But,  Alice,"  said  Jim,  "won't  you  bo  proud  to  see  jour 
brother  a  good  soldier  ?  " 

"  Proud  1 1  was  always  prond  of  you.  But  I  wish  the  idea  had 
bever  come  into  your  head.  If  it  was  in  war  time  I  would  say 
nothing,  but  now  it  is  very  different.  Well,  gentlemen,  I  shall 
leave  you  to  your  wine.  Mr.  Halbert,  I  like  yon  very  much, 
but  I  wish  you  hadn't  tamed  Jim's  head." 

She  lefl  them,  and  walked  down  the  garden  ;  through  the  twi- 
light among  the  vines,  which  were  dropping  their  yallow  leaves 
lightly  on  the  turf  before  the  breath  of  the  antumn  evening.  So 
Jim  was  going, — gomg  to  be  killed  probably,  or  only  coming  back 
afler  ten  years'  absence,  "  full  of  strange  oaths  and  bearded  like 
a  pard."  She  knew  well  how  her  father  would  jump  at  his  first 
hint  of  being  a  soldier,  and  would  move  heaven  and  earth  to 
get  him  a  commission, — ^yes,  he  would  go — her  own  darling, 
fiumy,  handsome  Jim,  and  she  would  be  left  all  alone. 

No,  not  quite  1  There  is  a  step  on  the  path  behind  her  that 
ahe  knows ;  there  ia  an  arm  round  her  waist  which  was  never 
there  before,  and  yet  she  starts  not  as  a  low  voice  in  her  ear  says, — 

"  Alice,  my  love,  ray  darling,  I  have  come  after  you  to  teU  you 
that  you  are  dearer  to  me  than  my  life,  and  all  the  world  besides. 
Can  yon  love  me  half  aa  well  as  I  Io*e  yoa  ?  Alice,  will  yon  1m 
tty  wiila  ?  " 
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Wbftt  answer  ?  Hpr  hands  pressed  to  her  face,  with  t  flood  tt 
happ;  tears,  she  otil;  eiys, — 

"  Ob  I  I'm  so  happy,  8ain  I    So  glad,  so  glad  I  " 

"  Pipe  ap  there,  golden-voiced  magpie ;  give  us  one  song  more 
before  yon  go  to  roost.  Langh  out,  old  jackass,  till  jou  feteh  an 
echo  back  &om  the  foggy  hollow.  Up  on  your  bare  boagbs,  it  is 
dripping,  dreary  autimm :  bat  down  hera  in  the  vineyard  are 
bursting  the  first  green  bnda  of  an  immortal  spring. 

There  are  some  scenes  which  should  only  be  undertaken  by  the 
hand  of  a  master,  and  which,  attempted  by  an  apprentice  lilce 
myself,  would  only  end  in  disastrona  Gulure,  calling  down  tbe 
wrath  of  all  honest  men  and  tme  critics  upon  my  devoted  bead, — 
not  undeBerredly.  Three  men  in  a  centnry,  or  thereaboute,  oould 
write  with  aufficiont  delicacy  and  purity,  to  tell  yon  what  two 
such  yonng  lovers  as  Sam  Buckley  and  Alice  Brentwood  said  to 
one  another  in  the  garden  that  eTening,  walking  up  and  dovni 
between  the  yellow  vines.  I  am  not  one  of  those  three.  Where 
Charles  Dickena  has  failed,  1  may  be  excused  from  being  diffident. 
1  am  an  oM  bachelor,  too — a  further  excuse.  But  no  one  can 
prevent  my  guessing,  and  I  guess  accordingly, — that  they  talked 
in  a  very  low  tone,  and  when,  afl«r  an  hour,  Alice  said  it  was 
time  to  come  in,  that  Sam  was  quite  astonished  to  find  how  littla 
had  been  sud,  and  what  very  long  panses  there  had  been. 

They  came  in  through  the  window  into  the  eitting-room,  and 
there  was  Doctor  Mnlhans,  Captain  Brentwood,  and  also,  of  all 
people,  Mqor  Buckley,  whom  the  other  two  had  picked  up  in  their 
ride  and  brought  home.  My  information  about  this  period  of  mj 
history  is  very  fall  and  complete.  It  has  come  to  my  knowledge 
on  the  best  authority,  that  when  Sam  came  forward  to  the  light, 
Ealbert  kicked  Jim's  shins  under  tbe  tjible,  and  whispered, 
"  You  have  lost  your  money,  old  fellow  I  "  and  that  Jim  answered, 
"  1  wish  it  was  ten  pounds  instead  of  five." 

But  old  folks  are  astonishingly  obtuse.  Neither  of  the  three 
aeniora  saw  what  had  happened  ;  but  entered  eon  amore  into  the 
proposed  expedition  to  Cape  Chatham,  and  when  bedtime  came, 
Oapttun  Brentwood,  honest  gentleman,  wont  off  to  rest,  and 
having  said  his  prayers  and  wound  op  his  watch,  prepared  tat  a 
oomfbrtable  night's  rest,  as  if  nothing  was  the  matter. 

Ho  soon  found  his  mistake.  Ee  had  got  bis  boots  off,  and  was 
sitting  pensively  at  his  bedside,  meditating  further  disrobement*, 
when  Jim  entered  mysterioualy,  and  quietly  announced  that  bis 
whole  life  in  future  would  be  a  weary  burden  if  he  didn't  get  a 
commission  in  the  army,  or  at  least  a  cadaUhip  in  the  BaA  India 
Company's  eervice.     Him  the  Capt«in  settled  by  tolling,  that  if 
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lie  didn't  change  his  mind  in  ft  month  ho'd  see  itbont  it,  and  bo 
packed  him  off  to  bed.  Secondly,  as  he  was  taking  off  his  coat, 
wondering  eiceedingly  &t  Jim's  (^ommnnication,  Sam  appeared, 
and  hambly  and  respectfully  informed  him  tliat  ha  had  that  day 
propoeed  to  his  daughter  and  hpcn  accepted, — prorisionaJly ; 
hoping  that  the  Captain  would  not  disapprove  of  him  aa  a  son-in- 
law.  He  was  also  rapidly  packed  off  to  bed,  by  the  asEorance 
that  be  (Brentwood)  had  neror  felt  so  happy  in  his  life,  and  had 
been  eincerely  hoping  the  young  folks  would  fall  in  lore  with  one 
uother  for  a  year  past. 

So,  Sam  dismissed,  the  Captain  got  into  hed ;  bnt  as  soon  as 
the  light  was  blown  oat  two  natiTe  cats  began  granting  nnder  the 
wuhing- stand,  and  he  had  to  get  ont,  and  expel  them  in  his 
ehirt ;  and  finally  he  lost  his  temper  and  began  swearing.  "  It  a 
man  neyer  to  get  to  sleep?"  said  he,  "The  devil  must  be 
abroad  to-night,  if  ever  he  was  in  his  life." 

No  sleep  that  night  for  Captain  Brentwood.  Hia  son,  asking 
for  a  commisBion  in  the  army,  and  his  daughter  going  to  be 
mairied  !  Both  desirable  cnongh  in  their  way,  bnt  not  the  sort 
of  facts  to  go  to  sleep  over,  particuisjly  when  fired  off  in  hia  ear 
jnst  as  he  was  lying  down.  80  he  lay  tossing  abont,  more  or  less 
nncomfortable  all  night,  bat  dozed  off  jast  as  the  daylight  began 
to  show  more  decidedly  in  the  window.  He  appeared  to  have 
slept  from  thirty  to  tbir^-five  seconds ,  when  Jtm  woke  him  with , — 

"  It's  time  to  get  op,  father,  if  yon  are  going  to  Cape  Chatham 
to-day." 

"D— n.  Cape  Chatham,"  was  his  irreverent  reply  when  Jim 
was  gone,  which  sentiment  has  been  often  re-echoed  by  variona 
ooaeting  skippors  in  later  times.  "  Why,  I  haven't  been  to  sleep 
ten  minntes, — and  a  frosty  morning,  too.  I  wish  it  would  min. 
I  am  not  Tindictive,  bat  I  do  indeed.  Can't  the  young  fools  go 
alone,  I  wonder?  No;  hang  it,  I'll  make  myself  agreeable  to- 
ly,  at  all  events  1" 


CHAPTER  XXXTV. 


BOW    THET     AIX    WENT     HUNTING     FOB     SKA     ANKMONBB    AT    CAPB 

CHATHAU — AMD   BOW     THE     DOOTOB    GOT  A   TKBBIBIiE     raiOHT 

AMD     SOW    CAPTAIN     BLOCKSTBOP      SHOWED     THAT     TBSBE     WAS 
0000  BEASON   POR   rT. 
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And  presently,  the  Captain,  half  dressed,  worlung  away  at  hia 
*^  '    with  two  vei7  stiff  brushes,  bettxik  Umeelf  to  Maior  Buck- 
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ley's  room,  wbom  be  roond  ahsving.  "  I'll  wait  till  you're  doD? 
said  ho ;  "I  don't  want  yon  to  cat  yoorsiilf." 

And  then  he  resumed :  "  Buckley,  your  son  wants  to  many  cij 
daugbtfiT." 

"Shows  his  good  taste,"  said  the  M^jor.  "What  do  ym 
think  of  it?" 

"  I  aju  Tsry  much  delighted,"  said  the  Gapt^. 

"  And  what  does  she  say  to  it  ?  " 

"  She  is  very  maeh  delighted." 

"And  I  am  Tory  much  delighted,  and  I  suppose  8am  ia  (oo. 
80  there  we  ore,  you  see  :  oil  agreed." 

And  that  was  the  way  the  marriage  negotiations  proceeded ; 
iudoc-d,  it  was  nearly  all  that  wa^  ever  eaid  on  the  subject.  But 
one  day  the  Mtijor  brought  tnro  papers  over  to  the  CapUin 
(who  signed  them),  which  were  supposed  lo  refer  to  setllumente, 
and  after  that  alt  the  arrangements  were  left  to  Alice  and  Mrs. 
Buckloy. 

They  started  for  Cape  Chatham  about  nine  o'clock  in  the  day ; 
Holbert  and  Jim  first,  then  Sam  and  Alice,  and  lastly  the  tliree 
elders.  This  arrangement  did  not  last  long,  however  ;  for  very  soon 
Sam  and  Alice  called  aloud  to  Halbert  and  Jim  to  come  and  nde 
with  thom,  for  that  they  were  boring  one  another  to  death.  This 
they  did,  and  now  tlie  discreet  and  sober  conversation  of  the  old- 
iters  was  much  disturbed  by  the  loud  laughter  of  the  younger  folks, 
in  which,  however,  they  oould  not  help  joming.  It  was  a  glorious 
crystal  clear  day  in  aatumn ;  alt  nature,  aroused  from  bar 
summer's  rest,  had  put  off  her  suit  of  hodden  grey,  and  was 
Haunting  in  gaudiest  green.  The  atmosphere  was  so  aniazitigly 
pure,  that  miles  away  across  the  plains  the  travellerB  could  dis- 
tinguish the  herds  of  turkeys  (bustards)  etattung  to  and  &o,  wtiila 
before  them,  that  noble  maritime  mountam  Cnpo  Chatham  towered 
up,  sharply  defined  above  the  gloaming  hnze  wtiich  marked  the 
distant  sea. 

For  a  time  their  way  lay  straight  across  tie  broad  well-grassed 
plains,  marked  with  ripples  aa  though  the  retiring  sea  had  bat  just 
left  it.  Then  a  green  swamp  ;  through  the  toll  reeds  the  native 
companion,  king  of  cranes,  waded  m^estic  ;  the  brilliant  porphyry 
water  hen,  with  scarlet  bill  and  legs,  flashed  like  a  sapphire 
among  the  emerald  groeu  water-sedge.  A  shallow  lake,  dottM 
with  wild  ducks,  here  and  there  a  group  of  wild  swan,  black  with 
red  bills,  floating  caJmly  on  its  bosom. — A  long  stretch  of  graas  oa 
smooth  as  a  bowling-green.— A  sudden  rocky  rise,  clothed  with 
native  cypress  (Eiocaipus. — Oh  my  botanical  readers  1 "),  booey- 
suckle  (Baiii.>I»),  ahc-oak  (Cosuurina),  and    here   ami    tiun  » 
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stunted  gnm.  Cape  Chatham  began  to  ehow  grander  and  nearer, 
topping  all ;  and  booh  they  saw  the  broad  belt  ot  brown  eaady 
beath  that  lay  along  the  eliore. 

"  Here,"  said  the  Doctor,  riding  np,  "  we  Itavo  the  last  limit 
of  the  lava  gtreams  Irom  Mimgish  and  the  Organ-bill.  Immedi- 
ate!}' yoD  shall  eee  how*  we  pass  firom  the  richly -griLasod  volcanic 
plains,  into  the  barren  eandetoue  heaths;  from  a  prodactive 
pasture  land  into  a  useless  flower-garden.  Nature  here  is 
economical,  as  she  always  is ;  she  makes  hor  choicest  ornamental 
efforts  on  spots  otherwise  nseless.  Yon  will  see  a  greater  yariety  of 
TegetatioQ  on  one  acre  of  your  sandy  heath  than  on  two  square  miles 
of  the  thickly- grassed  country  we  have  been  passing  over." 

It  was  aa  be  said.  They  came  soon  on  to  the  heath  ;  a  dark 
dreary  expanse,  doll  to  look  upon  alter  so  long  a  journey  upon  the 
bright  green  grass.  It  stretched  avniy  right  and  left  intermin- 
ably, only  broken  here  and  there  with  islands  of  dull-coloured 
trees ;  aa  melancholy  a  piece  of  country  aa  one  could  conceive  ; 
jet  far  more  thickly  peopled  with  animal,  as  well  as  vegetable  life, 
than  the  rich  pastoral  downs  further  inland.  Now  they  began  to 
see  the  little  red  bmsh  kangaroo,  and  the  grey  forestor,  skipping 
away  in  all  directions  ;  and  had  it  been  snmmor  they  would  have 
been  startled  more  than  once  by  the  brown  snake,  and  the  copper 
snake,  deadhest  of  their  tribe.  The  painted  qaail  and  the  brush 
quail  (the  largest  of  Australian  game  birds,  I  believe)  whirred 
away  &om  beneath  their  horses'  feet ;  and  the  ground  pairot, 
sreen,  with  mottlings  of  gold  and  black,  rose  like  a  partridge 
from  the  heather,  and  flew  low.  Here,  too,  the  Doctor  flushed  a 
"White's  thrush,"  close  to  an  outEying  belt  of  forest,  and  got 
into  a  great  state  of  excitement  about  it.  "The  only  known 
bird,"  he  said,  "which  is  found  m  Europe,  America,  am] 
Australia  alike."  Then  be  pointed  out  the  emu  wren,  a  little 
tiny  brown  fellow,  with  long  haiiy  tail-feathers,  flitting  from  bush 
to  bush  ;  and  then,  leaving  ornithology,  he  called  thtir  attention  to 
the  wonderful  variety  of  low  Tegetation  that  they  were  riding 
through ;  Hakeas,  Acacias,  OreviUeas,  and  what  not.  In  spring 
this  brown  heath  would  have  been  a  brilliant  mass  of  flowers ; 
but  now,  nothing  was  to  be  seen  save  a  few  tall  crimson  spikes  ol 
Epacris,  and  here  and  there  a  bunch  of  lemon-colonied  Correas. 
Altogether,  he  kept  them  so  well  amused,  that  they  were 
astonished  to  come  so  quickly  upon  the  station,  placed  in  a  snug 
eoro  of  the  forest,  where  it  bordered  on  the  heath  beside  a  slng- 
eUh  creek.  Then,  seeing  the  moantam  towering  up  close  to 
them,  and  hearing,  as  tliey  stayed  at  the  door,  a  low  continuous 
thimder  behind  a  high  roll  in  the  beath  which  lay  before  them. 
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the;  knew  tbat  the  old  ocean  was  close  &t  hand,  and  that  I 
j&urney  was  done. 

The  people  at  the  station  were  very  glad  to  see  them,  of  coarse. 
Barker,  Uie  pat«rfamU!as,  was  an  old  friend  of  botli  the  M^or  and 
the  Captain,  and  they  found  so  much  to  talk  about,  that  after  a 
heavy  midday -meal,  cxceUent  in  kind,  thoagb  that  kind  was 
coarse,  and  certain  libations  of  pale  ale  and  cold  claret  and  iral^r, 
the  older  of  the  party,  with  the  exception  of  Dr.  Malbaos,  reAiscd 
to  go  any  farther  ;  so  the  yoimg  people  Btar(«d  forth  to  the  CopCi 
under  the  guidance  of  Qeorge  Barker,  the  fourth  or  fifth  son,  vho 
happened  to  be  at  home. 

"  Doctor,"  said  Alice,  &n  they  were  sUrting,  "  do  jou  remark 
what  beautiful  smooth  grass  covers  the  Cape  itself,  while  here  we 
have  nothing  but  this  scrubby  heath  ?  The  mountain  is,  I 
suppose,  some  diffyrant  formation  ?  " 

"  Granite,  my  dear  young  lady,"  said  the  Doctor.  "  A  cap  of 
granite  rising  through  and  partly  overlying  this  sandstone." 

"  Yon  can  always  tell  one  exactly  what  one  wants  to  know," 
said  Alice  ;  and,  as  they  walked  forwards,  somehow  got  talking  to 
Ualhert,  which  I  beheve  moat  firmly  had  been  arranged  before- 
hand with  Sam.  For  he,  falling  back,  ranged  alongside  of  the 
Doctor,  and  managing  to  draw  him  behind  the  others,  turned  to 
him  and  said  suddenly, — 

"  My  dear  old  friend  I  my  good  old  tutor  1  " 

The  Doctor  stopped  short,  pulled  out  a  pair  of  spectacles,  iriped 
them,  put  them  on,  and  looked  at  Sam  through  them  for  nearby  a 
minute,  and  then  aaid  ; 

"  My  dear  hoy,  you  don't  mean  to  say " 

"  I  do,  Doctor. — Last  night. — And,  oh  I  if  you  oonld  only 
tell  how  happy  I  am  at  this  moment  I  If  yon  could  but  guess  at 
it ! ■' 

"Pooh,  pooh  I"  said  the  Doctor;  "I  am  not  so  old  as  tttat, 
my  dear  boy.  Why,  I  am  a  marrying  man  mvself.  Sam,  I  am 
so  very,  very  glad  1  you  have  won  her,  and  now  wear  her,  like  a 
pearl  beyond  sU  price.  I  tbmk  that  she  is  wortby  of  yon :  tnor« 
than  that  she  could  not  be." 

They  shook  hands,  and  soon  Sam  was  at  ber  side  again,  toiling 
up  the  sleep  ascent.  They  soon  distanced  the  others,  end  went 
forwards  by  themselves. 

There  was  snch  a  rise  in  the  ground  seawards,  that  the  brosd 
ocean  was  invisible  till  they  were  half  way  np  the  grassy  down. 
Then  right  and  left  they  began  to  see  tiio  nether  firmament, 
stretohing  away  infinitely.  But  the  happy  lovers  paused  not  till 
they  stood  upon  the  loflJoat  breozy  knolt,  and  tieemed  aloaa 
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together  between  the  bine  cloadleea  beaven  and  another  aznre- 
■phere  which  lay  beneath  their  feet. 

A  clondleBS  sky  and  a  sailless  sea.  Far  hene&th  them  they 
beard  but  saw  not  the  eternal  gnrgeg  gnawing  at  the  moontain,  A 
few  white  nlbatroEBes  skimmed  and  sailed  below,  and  before,  seft- 
ward,  the  eheeta  of  turf,  fallmg  away,  stretched  into  a  ehoreleBS 
headland,  fringed  with  black  rock  and  snow-white  snrf. 

She  fltiMd  thcTo  flnshed  and  excited  with  the  exercise,  her  bright 
hair  dishevelled,  ws,ving  in  the  free  sca-brecze,  the  most  beautiful 
object  in  that  gloriona  landscape,  her  noble  mate  beside  her. 
Awe,  wonder,  and  admiration  kept  both  of  them  silent  for  a  few 
moments,  and  tlien  she  spoke. 

"  Do  yon  know  any  of  the  choroses  in  the  '  Messiah '  ?  "  asked 
she. 

"  No,  I  do  not,"  said  Sam. 

"  I  am  ratber  sorry  for  it,"  she  sajd,  "  becanee  this  is  so  very 
like  some  of  them." 

"  I  can  qnite  imagine  that,"  said  Bam.  "  I  can  quite  imagine 
mnsio  which  expresses  what  wo  see  now.  Something  infinitely 
broad  I  should  say.     la  that  nonsense  now  ?  " 

"  Not  to  me,"  said  Alice, 

"  I  imagined,"  said  Sam,  "  that  the  sea  woold  be  much  rougher 
than  this.     In  spite  of  the  ceaseless  thnnder  helow  there,  it  is  very 

"Calm,  eh?"  said  the  Doctor's  voice  behind  them.  "God 
help  the  ship  that  shonld  tonch  that  reef  this  day,  thoagh  a 
nautilus  might  float  in  safety  I  See  how  the  gronndswdl  is 
tearing  away  at  tliose  rocka ;  you  ean  just  distinguiah  the  long 
heave  of  the  water  before  it  breaks.  There  is  the  most  dangerous 
groundflwetl  in  the  world  off  this  coast.  Bhonld  this  country  CTer 
have  a  large  coast-trade,  they  will  find  it  ont,  in  calm  weather 
with  no  anchorage." 

A  great  coasting  trade  has  arisen  ;  and  the  Doctor's  remark  has 
proved  terribly  true.  Let  the  Monumental  City  and  the  Schom- 
berg,  the  Duncan  Dunbar  and  the  Catherine  Adamson  bearwitoeBS 
to  it.  Let  the  drowning  cries  of  hondreds  of  good  sailors,  who 
have  been  missed  and  never  more  hefu^l  of,  bear  witneaa  that  thia 
is  the  roost  pitiless  and  nnprotcct<^,  and,  even  in  calm  weather, 
the  most  dangerous  coast  in  the  world. 

But  Jim  came  panting  np,  and  throwing  himself  on  the  short 


said— 

So  this  is  the  great  Southern  Ocean  ;  eh  I     How  far  e- 

now,  Halbert  1 " 

About  tlurty  tuiles." 
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"HowoTcr,   not    so   tixM 


"  And  how  iar  to  India  ;  eh  ? 
"  About  Beren  thonsund." 
"  A  long   way,"    eoid   Jim. 

"Fancy,"  said  Hubert,  "one  of  those  old  Dutch  i 
driving  on  thta  onkcown  coast  on  a  dark  night.  What  a 
t'nd  to  theii  voyago  1  Yel  that  must  have  happened  to  j 
Bhipa  which  hare  never  come  home.  Perhaps  when  thej  oeri 
explore  this  coast  a  little  more  they  may  find  Bome  old  ship's  libs 
)unmed  on  a  reef ;  the  hbs  of  some  ehip  whose  name  and  memory 
has  perished." 

"  The  very  thing  yoa  mention  is  the  esse,"  said  the  Dodor. 
"Down  the  coast  here,  nnder  a  bopeless,  black  basaltic  cliff,  is  to 
be  seen  the  wreck  of  a  very,  very  old  ship,  now  covered  with 
coral  and  seaweed.  I  wslt«d  down  there  for  a  spring  tide,  to 
examine  her,  bnt  could  determine  nothing,  save  that  she  was  vetr 
old  ;  whether  Dutch  or  Spanish  I  know  uoL*  Yoa  Knglish 
should  never  sneer  at  those  two  nations ;  they  were  before  yoa 
everywhere." 

"Aud  the  Chinese  before  any  of  as  in  Australia,"  replied 
Halbort. 

"If  you  will  just  come  here,"  said  Alice,  "where  those  bUek 
rocks  are  hid  by  the  bend  of  the  hill,  yon  get  only  three  coloors  in 
your  landscape  ;  blue  sky,  grey  grass,  and  purple  sea.  But  lot^ 
there  is  a  man  standing  on  the  promontory.  lie  makes  qait«  aa 
eyesore  there.     I  wish  he  would  go  away." 

"  I  suppose  he  has  as  good  a  right  there  as  anyof  ns,"  answered 
the  Doctor.  "  But  bo  certainly  does  not  harmonise  very  well  with 
the  rest  of  the  colouring.  What  a  strange  place  be  has  chosen  to 
btand  in,  looking  out  over  t)ie  eea,  as  though  he  were  a  shipwrecked 
mariner— the  last  of  the  crew." 

"  A  shipwrecked  mariner  would  hardly  wear  breeches  and  hoots, 
my  dear  Doctor,"  said  Jim.     "  That  man  is  a  stockman." 

"  Not  oue  of  OUTS,  however,"  said  George  Barker ;  "  even  at 
this  distance  I  can  see  that.  See,  he's  gone  I  Strange  I  I  know 
OlT  no  way  down  the  cliff  thereabouts.  Would  yoa  tike  to  come 
down  to  the  shore?" 

So  they  began  their  descent  to  the  shore  by  a  winding  path  of 
tnrf,  among  tumbled  heaps  of  granite ;  down  towards  the  rook- 
walled  cove :  a  horseshoe  of  smooth  white  sand  lying  between  tWL> 
long  black  reefe,  among  whose  isolated  pinnacles  the  gronndsw^ 
leapt  and  spouted  oeasdessly. 

■  Siioli  a  (hip  Diftv  be  ■«en  in  the  ctststn  end  of  Portland  E 
-  ■--     jlPirttFairj. 
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Halbert  remarked,  "  This  granite  coast  is  hardly  bo  remarkabla 
aa  our  ConuBh  one.  There  are  none  of  those  qneer  pinnacles  and 
tors  one  sees  there,  just  ready  to  topple  down  into  the  sea.  This 
granite  is  not  half  so  fantsstio." 

"  Eftrthqnakes,  of  which  jou  have  none  in  Cornwall,"  said  the 
Doctor,  "  will  just  acooont  for  the  difference,  I  have  felt  ono  near 
here  quite  as  strong  as  yonr  famous  lientenant,  who  capsized  the 
Xiogan  stone." 

Bnt  now,  getting  on  the  level  satidt!,  they  fell  to  gathering  shells 
and  sea-weeds  like  children.  Jim.tr^'ing  to  see  how  near  ho  could 
get  to  a  wave  without  being  canght,  got  washed  np  like  jetsam. 
Alice  took  Sam's  pocket-handkerchief,  and  filled  it  indisorimi- 
nately  with  flotsam,  and  everything  she  conld  lay  her  hand  on, 
principally,  however,  lagend.  Troehnses,  as  big  aa  one's  fiat, 
and  "Venus-ears,"  scarlet  outside.  And  after  an  hour,  wet- 
fixited  and  happy,  dragging  a  yard  or  so  of  sea-tang  behind  hor, 
she  looked  round  for  the  Doctor,  and  saw  htm  far  oat  on  the  reef, 
lying  flat  on  his  stomach,  and  closely  examining  a  large  still  pool 
ot  salt  water,  contained  in  the  crevices  of  the  rocks. 

He  held  up  his  baud  and  beckoned.  Sam  and  Alice  advanced 
towards  him  over  the  slippery  bods  of  seaweed,  Sam  bravely 
burying  his  feet  in  the  wet  clefls,  snd  holding  out  his  hand  to 
help  her  along.  Once  there  was  a  break  in  the  reef,  too  broad  to 
be  jumped,  and  then  for  the  first  time  he  had  her  fairly  in  bis 
anna  and  swung  her  acroas,  which  was  undoubtedly  very  delight- 
fiil,  but  unfortunately  soon  over.  At  length,  however,  they  reached 
the  Doctor,  who  was  seated  like  a  cormorant  on  a  wet  rock,  light- 
ing a  pipe. 

"  What  have  you  collected  ?  "  he  naked. 

Alice  proudly  displayed  the  inestimabli 
Sam's  handkerchief. 

"  Bubbisli  I  Rubbish  t "  said  the  Doctor.  "  Do  yon  betievg  in 
roermaidens  F  " 

"Of  course  I  do,  if  yon  wish  it,"  said  Alice.  "Have  yon  seoa 
one?  " 

"  Ko,  bnt  here  is  one  of  their  flower-gardens.  Bend  down  and 
bok  into  this  pool." 

6hs  bent  and  looked.  The  first  thing  that  she  saw  was  her 
own  exqnisitti  fiice,  and  Sam'sbrown  phiz  peering  over  her  shonlder. 
A  golden  tress  of  hair,  loosened  by  the  sea  breeze,  fell  down 
into  the  water,  and  had  t*)  be  looped  up  again.  Then  gazing 
down  once  more,  she  saw  beneath  the  crystal  water  a  bed  of 
flowers  :  dahlias,  ranunculuses,  carnations,  chrysanthemums,  of 
•veij  oolonr  in   the   rainbow   save    blue.     She   gave   a  cry  of 


"  Show  me." 
I  treasnres  contained  In 
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i:    "What    ore    they,    Doctor?     Wbst    do    yoai 

"  Sea  anemooes,  in  English,  I  beliOTe,"  ssid  tbfi  Doctor, 
"actinias,  serpuks,  and  eatwUaa.  Yoa  may  »ee  eometbing  tika 
that  on  the  European  coasts,  on  a  small  Bcak,  bat  there  U 
nothing  I  ever  have  Been  like  that  greiit  crimaoQ  fellow  with 
cream-oolonred  tentacles.  I  do  not  Imow  his  name.  I  anapect 
he  has  never  been  described.  The  common  Europoaa  anemone 
they  call  '  crasstooniis '  is  Bometbing  like  him,  bot  not  h^  as 

"  Is  there  anj  means  of  gathering  and  keeping  them,  Doctor?  " 
asked  Sam.     "  We  have  no  flowers  in  the  garden  like  them." 

"  No  possible  means,"  said  tbe  Doctor.  '■  They  are  but  lamps 
of  jelly.  Let  us  come  away  and  get  round  the  headland  before 
the  tide  comes  in." 

Tbey  wandered  on  from  cove  to  cove,  imder  the  dark  cliSa,  tiU 
ronnding  a  little  headland  the  Doctor  called  oat, — 

"  Here  is  something  in  yonr  Cornish  style,  Halbert," 

A  thin  wall  of  granite,  like  a  vast  buttress,  ran  into  tlie  aeft, 
pierced  by  a  great  arch,  some  sixty  feet  high.  Aloft  all  sharp  grey 
stone:  below,  wherever  the  salt  water  bad  reaobed,  a  mass  ctfdark 
clinging  weed  :  while  beyond,  as  thongb  set  in  a  dark  &am«,  wm 
a  soft  glimpse  of  a  blue  sky  and  snow-white  seabirds. 

"  There  is  notbmg  so  grand  aa  that  in  Cornwall,  Doctor,"  said 
Halbert. 

"Can  we  pass  nnder  it,  Mr.  Barker?"  said  Alice.  "I  should 
like  to  go  through  ;  we  have  been  into  none  of  the  caves  yet." 

"  Oh,  yes  !  "  said  George  Barker.  "  Yon  may  go  through  for 
the  next  two  hours.     The  tide  bas  not  tomed  yet." 

"  I'll  volunteer  first,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  and  if  there's  anything 
worth  Boomg  beyond,  I'll  come  for  yon," 

It  was.  Be  I  said,  a  thin  wall  of  granite,  which  ran  ont  from  the 
rest  of  the  hill,  seaward,  and  was  pierced  by  a  tall  arch ;  the  blodka 
which  had  formerly  Med  the  roid  now  lay,  weed-grown,  half  buried 
in  sand,  forming  a  slippery  threshold.  Over  these  the  Doctor 
climbed  and  looked  beyond. 

A  little  sandy  cove,  reef-bound,  like  those  they  had  seen  before, 
lay  under  the  dark  difis;  and  on  a  water-washed  rock,  not  a 
hundrod  yards  from  him,  sttMd  the  man  they  bad  seen  on  the 
downs  above,  looking  steadily  seaward. 

The  Doctor  slipped  over  tbe  rocks  like  an  otter,  and  approached 
the  man  across  tJie  smooth  sand,  unheard  in  the  thunder  of  tba 
surf.  When  he  was  close  upon  him,  the  stranger  turned,  anel  th9 
Doctor  uttered  a  low  cry  of  wonder  and  alarm. 
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s  Ocorga  Hawker  t  The  Doctor  knew  bim  in  a  momont : 
int  whether  the  recognition  was  mutual,  he  never  found  out,  for 
Hawker,  stepping  rapidly  bom  stone  to  stone,  disappeared  round 
the  heEulland,  and  the  thunderstruck  Doctor  retraced  hia  etepa  to 
the  arch. 

There  were  aU  the  yoang  people  gathered,  wondering  and  de- 
lighted.    Bnt  AUce  came  to  meet  hioi,  aud  Baid, — 
"  Who  was  that  with  yon  just  now  !  " 
"  A  mermaid  I  "  replied  be. 

"  That,  indeed  I  "  said  Alice.  "  And  what  did  she 
Bay?  " 

"She  said,  'Go  home  to  your  eupper  ;  you  have  seen  quite 
enough ;  go  borne  in  good  time.'  " 

"  Doctor,  there  is  something  wrong  I "  aaid  Alice,  "  I  aee  it 
ia  your  face.     Can  you  trust  me,  and  toll  me  what  it  is  ?  " 

"  I  can  trust  you  so  tar  as  to  tell  you  that  yon  are  right.  I 
don't  like  the  look  of  things  at  all.  I  fear  there  are  evil  times 
coming  for  some  of  our  &ieads  I  Further  than  this  I  can  say 
nothing.  Say  your  prayers,  and  trust  God  I  Don't  C«ll  Sun 
anything  about  this  :  to-morrow  I  shall  apeak  to  him.  We  won't 
spoil  a  pleasant  holiday  on  mere  suspicion. " 

They  rgoined  the  others,  and  the  Doctor  said,  "  Come  away 
home  now;  we  have  seen  enough.  Borne  tnture  time  we  wiU 
come  here  agiun :  yon  might  see  this  fifty  times,  and  never  get 
tired  of  it." 

After  a  good  scramble  they  stood  once  more  on  the  donu  above, 
and  turned  to  take  a  hist  look  at  the  broad  blue  sea  before  Ihey 
descended  inland  ;  at  the  first  glance  seaward,  Halbort  eiclumed, — 
See  there,  Doctor  I  see  there  !  A  boat  I  " 
It's  only  a  whale,  I  think,"  said  George  Barker. 
There  was  a  black  speck  far  out  at  sea,  hnt  no  whale  ;  it  waa 
Bt«ady  for  that.  AU  day  the  air  had  been  caka  ;  if  anything, 
breeze  was  &oni  the  north,  but  now  a  strong  wind  was  coming 
up  from  the  south-east,  freshening  every  moment,  and  bringing 
with  it  a  pent  bank  of  dark  clouds  ;  and,  as  they  watched,  the 
mysterious  black  speck  was  topped  with  white,  and  soon  they  saw 
that  it  was  indeed  a  boat  driving  before  the  wind  under  a  spriteall, 
which  bad  just  been  set. 

"  That  is  very  strange !  "  said  George  Barker.  "  Cu  it  be  » 
shipwrecked  party  ?  " 

Moro  likely  a  mob  of  escaped  convicts  from  Tan  Dieman's 
laid  Jim.     "  If  so,  look  out  for  squalls,  you  George,  and 
ip  your  guns  loaded." 
"  I  don't  think  it  can  be  that,  Jim,"  said  Sam.     "  What  eocld 
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bring  them  so  far  north  ?    Thoj  would  have  landed,  i 
someirhere  in  the  Straits,  about  the  big  lakes." 

"  They  may  have  been  driven  off  ehore  by  these  westerly  winds 
wiiich  bavo  been  blowing  the  test  few  days,"  replied  Jim,  '' 
kept  their  boat's  head  northward,  to  get  nearer  tbs  eetth 
They  will  be   terribly  hangrj  when    they  do  land,  for  < 
What's  your  opinion,  Doctor?" 

"I  tlunk  thatnise  men  shonld  be  always  prepared.    We  b 
commimicate  with  Captain  Desboroogh,  and  set  the  police  on  the 
alert." 

"  I  wonder,"  said  Sam,  "  if  that  mysterions  man  we  saw  to-dav, 
watching  on  the  cliiT,  conld  have  had  any  connexion  with  tlua 
equally  myEterioos  boat.  Not  likely,  though.  Howerer,  if  they 
are  going  to  land  tA-night,  tb^y  had  better  took  sharp,  for  it  is 
coming  on  to  blow." 

The  great  bank  of  clond  which  they  had  been  watching,  away  to 
the  Rontb-east,  was  growing  and  spreading  rapidly,  aeoding  oat 
little  black  avant-coariers  of  scud,  which  were  hurrying  Guilike 
across  the  hoaTena,  telling  the  news  of  the  coming  storm.  Land- 
ward, m  the  west,  the  smi  was  gobg  down  in  purple  and  scarlet 
splendour,  hut  seaward,  all  looked  dark  and  ominous. 

The  young  folks  etood  together  in  the  verandah  before  they  went 
in  to  dinner,  list«ning  to  the  wind  which  was  beginning  to  scream 
angrily  round  the  comers  of  the  house.  The  rain  had  not  jot 
gaUiered  strength  to  fall  sleadily,  hut  was  whisked  hiUier  and 
thither  by  the  blast,  in  a  few  uncertain  drops.  They  saw  that  a 
great  gale  was  coining  up,  and  knew  that,  in  a  few  hours,  earth 
and  sky  would  be  mingled  in  furioas  war. 

"  How  comfortable  it  is  to  think  that  ail  the  animals  are  under 
shelter  to-night  I  "  said  Sam.  "  Jim,  my  boy,  I  am  glad  yon  and 
I  are  not  camped  ont  with  cattle  this  evening.  We  have  been  ont 
on  nights  as  1^  as  this  thoagh  ;  eh?  Oh,  Lord  I  fancy  sitting 
the  saddle  all  to-night,  under  the  breaking  hoaghs,  wet  thrangh  t  " 

"  No  more  of  that  for  ma,  old  Sam.  No  more  jolly  gallops 
oiler  cattle  or  horses  for  me.  But  I  was  always  a  good  band  at 
anything  of  that  sort,  and  I  mean  to  be  a  good  soldier  now.  Ton'D 
see." 

At  dark,  while  they  wore  sitting  at  dinner,  the  storm  was  raging 
round  the  bonae  in  full  fury  ;  bnt  there,  in  the  well-lighted  room, 
before  a  good  fire,  they  cared  little  for  it.  When  dinner  was  over, 
the  Doctor  called  the  Captab  and  the  U^'or  aside,  and  told  them 
in  what  manner  be  had  seen  and  recognised  George  Hawker  on 
the  beach  that  day ;  and  raised  their  fears  still  more  by  tailing 
tiuaa  of  that  mysterious  boat  which  the  Doctor  thonght  Hawker 
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had  been  watching  for.  None  of  Ibem  could  imdereUod  it,  but 
all  agreed  that  these  things  boded  no  good  ;  and  so,  having  called 
their  host  inUi  their  confidence,  with  regard  to  the  boat,  they 
qnielly  loaded  all  the  Sre-armB  in  the  place,  and  pat  thetn  to- 
gether in  the  hall.  This  done,  they  returned  fo  the  aittlng-room, 
and,  having  taken  their  grog,  retired  to  bed. 

It  must  be  remembered  that  hitherto  Major  Bnckley  know 
nothing  of  Qeorge  Hawker's  previous  appearance,  bnt  the  Doctor 
now  let  him  into  the  secret.  The  Major's  astonishment  and  wrath 
may  be  conceived,  at  finding  that  his  old  proligee  Mary,  instead 
of  being  a  comfortable  widow,  was  the  persecuted  wife  of  one  of 
the  greatest  bushrangers  known.  At  first  he  was  stnnned  and 
confused,  bnt,  ere  he  slept,  his  cletir  straigbtibrward  mind  had 
come  to  a  determination  that  the  first  evil  was  the  worst,  and  that, 
God  give  him  grace,  he  would  hand  the  scoundrel  over  to  jostiee 
on  the  fir^t  opportunity,  enre  that  he  was  serving  Maiy  best  by 
doing  so. 

That  night  Jim  and  Sam  lay  together  in  a  little  room  to  the 
windward  of  the  house.  They  were  soon  fast  asleep,  bnt,  in  the 
middle  of  the  night,  Jim  was  awoke  by  a  shake  on  the  shonlder, 
and,  rousing  himself,  saw  that  Sam  was  sitting  np  in  the  bed. 

"My  God,  Jim!"  said  he,— "I  have  had  such  on  awfiil 
dream  I  I  dreamed  that  those  fellows  in  the  boat  were  carrryiug 
off  Alice,  and  I  stood  by  and  saw  it,  and  coold  not  mora  hand  or 
foot.  I  am  terribly  frightened.  That  was  something  more  than 
a  dream,  Jim." 

"You  ate  loo  much  of  that  pie  at  dinner,*'  said  Jim,  "and 
you've  had  the  nightmare, — that  is  what  is  the  matter  with  you. 
Lord  bless  yon,  1  often  have  the  nightmare  when  I  have  eaten 
too  ranch  at  supper,  and  Ue  on  my  back.  Why,  I  dreamed  tha 
other  night  that  the  devil  had  got  mo  nnder  the  wool-press, 
screwing  me  down  &h  liard  as  ho  could,  and  singing  the  Hun- 
dredth Psalm  all  the  time.  That  was  a  much  worse  dream  than 
yours." 

Sam  was  obliged  to  confess  that  it  was.  "But  still,"  said  he,  "I 
tbink  mine  was  something  more  than  a  dream.  I'm  &ight«ned 
still."  1 

"Oh,  nonsense;  lie  down  again.    Yon  are  pulling  all  the  clothes  | 
off  me," 

They  lay  down,  and  Jim  was  soon  asleep,  but  not  eo  Sam.  Hi« 
dream  had  taken  such  hold  of  his  imagination,  that  he  lay  awake, 
listening  to  the  storm  howling  around  the  house.  Now  and  then 
ha  conld  hear  the  unearthly  scream  of  some  curlew  piercing  the 
1]  above  all,  he  could  bear  the  continooiu  eartli-shiiking 
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thunder  of  the  Burf  opon  the  beach.  Soon  after  dajlight,  get) 
Hftlbeii  to  accompany  him,  be  went  out  to  have  a  look  at  the  ehore, 
and,  forcing  their  waj  against  the  drivbg,  catting  rain,  thcj  looked 
over  the  low  cliff  at  the  fiirioaB  waste  of  wat^re  beneath  tbem,  and 
eaw  mountain  ai1«r  mountain  of  water  hurt  itself,  in  a  doad  of 
spray,  npon  tie  shore. 

"  What  terrible  waves,  now  t  "  stud  Bam. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Halbert ;  "  there's  no  land  to  wiudirard  for  six 
thonsand  miles  or  more.  I  never  saw  heavier  seas  tb&n  those.  I 
tsc^nj  this,  Sam.  It  reminds  me  of  a  good  roaring  winter's  day  in 
old  Cornwall." 

"  I  like  it,  too,"  said  Sam.  "  It  besbens  you  np.  How  calm 
the  water  is  to  the  leeward  of  the  Cape  I  " 

"  Yes  ;  a  capital  harbour  of  refuge  that.  Let  na  go  home  to 
breakfast." 

He  turned  to  go,  bot  was  recalled  by  a  wild  shout  from  Sam. 

"A  ship!     A  ship  I" 

He  ran  back  and  looked  over  into  the  seething  bell  of  waters 
below.  Waa  it  onlj  a  thicker  npot  in  the  driving  mtst,  or  mu  it 
really  a  ship  ?     If  bo,  Ood  help  ber. 

Small  time  to  deliberate.     Bre  he  could  think  twice  alnnt  it,  a 
fhll-rigged  ship,  about  five-hundred  tons,  with  a  close-reefed  lop- 
sail,  and  a  rag  of  a  foresail  npon  her,  came  mahing,  rol" 
diving,  and  plunging  on,  apparently  heading  for  the  deadlj 
line  of  breAers  which  stretched  into  the  sea  at  the  end  of 
promontory. 

■'A  Queen's  ship,  Sam  I  a  Queen's  ship  1  The  Tartar,  for  f 
thousand  pounds  !  Oh,  what  a  pity  ;  what  a  terrible  pit;  I  " 

"  Only  a  merchant  ship,  surely,"  said  Sam, 

"  Did  yon  ever  see  a  merchant  ship  witb  six  saob  guns  aa  those 
on  her  upper  deck,  and  a  himdred  blne-jaokets  at  quarters? 
That  is  Ibo  Tartar,  Sam,  and  in  three  minutes  there  will  be  no 
Tartar." 

They  had  run  in  their  excitement  out  to  the  very  end  of  the 
Gape,  and  now  the  ship  waa  almost  under  their  feet,  an  awful  sight 
to  see.  She  was  rolling  fearfully,  going  dead  before  the  wind. 
Now  and  then  she  would  slop  tons  of  water  on  her  deck,  and  her 
mainyard  would  almost  touch  the  water.  But  still  the  dark  clusters 
of  men  along  her  bulwarks  held  steadfast,  and  the  ship's  head 
never  veered  half  a  point.  Now  it  became  apparent  that  ahe  would 
clear  the  reef  by  a  hundred  yards  or  more,  and  Halbert,  waving 
his  hat,  cried  out, — 

"  Well   done,    Bloekstrop  1      Bravely   done,    indoed  1      He    ifl 
ing  under  the  lee  of  the  Cape  for  shelter.    Her  U^jee^ 
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bae  one  more  ahip-of-war  tbau  I  thooght  ahe  would  bavo  bad,  fire 
minittes  ago." 

As  be  spoke,  ahe  but  passed  tlic  reef.  The  yards,  as  if  by 
magic,  swung  round,  and,  for  a  moment,  ebe  was  broadaide  on  to 
tbe  sea.  One  nave  broke  over  her,  fatd  nooght  but  her  masts 
appeared  above  a  abeet  of  wbite  fo'sm  ;  bat,  ere  the  wal«r  bad 
veil  done  pouring  from  ber  open  deck  porta,  ebo  was  in  amootJi 
water,  ber  anchor  wbb  down,  and  the  topBoil  yard  was  black  with 
aen. 

"  Let  ua  come  down,  Sam,"  said  Hoibert :  "  very  likely  they 
will  Bend  a.  boat  aahore." 

As  they  were  scrambling  down  the  leeward  side  of  the  cliff,  they 
saw  a  boat  pot  off  from  the  ehip,  and  gained  the  beach  in  time 
la  meet  a  midahipman  combg  towards  them.  He,  seeing  two 
well-dreBsed  gentlemen  before  bint,  bowed,  and  aaid,— 

"  Good  morning ;  very  rough  weather." 

"Very,  indeed,"  noid  Halbert.  "Is  that  Ibe  Tartar, 
pray?" 

"  That  la  the  Tailar ;  yes.  We  were  csnght  in  the  galo  last 
night,  and  we  lay-to.  Tbia  morning,  aa  aoon  aa  we  recognised 
tlie  Cape,  we  determined  to  mn  for  this  cove,  where  we  have  been 
before.  We  bad  an  anxious  night  last  night,  I  assure  you.  We 
have  been  teiTibly  lucky.  If  the  n-ind  had  reered  a  few  more 
points  to  the  cast,  we  should  have  boen  done  for.  We  never  could 
have  beaten  off  in  anch  a  sea  as  tbis." 

"  Are  you  going  to  Sydney  ?  " 

"  No  ;  we  are  in  chose  of  a  boat  full  of  escaped  convicts  frran 
liaonceeton.  Cunning  dogs  ;  they  would  not  land  in  the  Straits. 
We  missed  them  and  got  across  to  Fort  Phillip,  and  put  Captain 

D and  bis  black  police  on  the  alert;  and  tbe  convicts  have  got 

A  scent  of  it,  and  coaated  up  north.  We  have  examined  the  coast 
all  along,  but  I  am  afraid  tbey  have  given  ns  the  slip ;  there  is 
such  a  system  of  intcUigeuoe  among  them.  Eonever,  if  they  bod 
not  landed  before  laat  night,  they  h&ve  saved  na  all  trouble  ;  and 
if  they  ore  aahore  we  wash  our  hands  of  them,  and  leave  them  to 
the  police." 

Kalbert  and  Sam  looked  at  ona  another.  Then  the  former 
aaid, — 

"  Last  night,  about  an  hour  beforo  it  came  on  to  blow,  wo  saw  a 
boat  making  for  this  very  headland,  which  puzzled  ua  exceedingly; 
and,  what  was  stranger  still,  we  saw  a  man  on  the  Cape,  who 
Beemed  to  be  on  tbe  took-out." 

"That  is  quite  possible,"  replied  the  midshipman;  "  these 
iellovi  turn  a  ^oeer  system  of  communication.    The  boat  you  rrw 
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mnat  ccrtAml;  ha^e  been  them ;  and  if  they  landed  al  all 

most  have  lancled  hero." 

I  most  change  the  scene  hare,  if  you  pluae,  my  dear  reader, 
and  get  yon  to  come  with  me  on  hoard  his  {I  beg  pardon,  ber) 
Majesty's  ship  Tartar,  for  a  fewminntea,  for  on  the  qnarter-deok  of 
that  nohle  aloop  there  are  at  tbiu  moment  two  men  worth  resctiing 
from  obliTioD. 

The  first  is  a  Etontkh,  aprigbt,  middle-aged  man,  in  a  naval 
miiform,  with  a  brickdnst  complexion,  and  rery  light  scanty 
whiskers :  the  jolliest,  cheeriest- looking  fellow  you  are  likoly  to 
meet  in  a  year's  journey.  Bncb  a  bright  merry  blue  eye  as  ho 
has,  too !  This  is  Captain  Blockstrop,  now,  L  am  happy  to  say, 
C.B. :  a  right  valiant  officer,  as  the  despatches  of  Lyona  and  Pwl 
will  tostify. 

The  other  is  a  very  different  sort  of  man ; — a  long,  wiry,  brown- 
faced  man,  with  a  big  forehead,  and  a  comical  erpreBaion  about  his 
eyes.  Tbia  ia  no  less  a  person  than  the  Colonial  Secmtary  of  one 
of  our  three  great  colonies  :  of  irhich  I  decline  to  ntention.  Those 
who  know  the  Hoconrahle  Abiram  Pollifex  do  not  need  to  be  told  ; 
and  those  who  do  not  must  find  out  for  themselves.  I  may  mention 
that  he  has  heen  known  to  retain  office  seven  years  m  raoceasion, 
and  yet  he  seldom  threatens  to  resign  bis  office  and  throw  himself 
upon  the  country  fewer  than  three  times,  and  sometimes  fonr,  per 
annum.  Latterly,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  a  miserable  faction,  taking 
advantage  of  one  of  bis  numerous  resignations,  have  assumed  the 
reins  of  government,  and  in  spite  of  three  votes  of  want  of  con- 
fidence, persist  in  retaining  the  seals  of  office.  Let  me  add  to  this, 
that  be  ia  considered  the  beat  hand  at  quiet  "chaff"  m  the  House, 
and  is  allowed,  both  by  his  supporters  and  opponents,  to  be  an 
honourable  man,  and  a  right  good  fellow. 

Bucb  were  the  two  men  who  now  stood  side  by  aide  cm  Qm 
quarterdeck,  looking  eagerly  at  Sam  and  Halbert  through  m  pur 
of  telescopes. 

"Pollifex,"  said  the  Captain,  "what  do  yon  make  of  theao?" 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  the  Secretary,  curtly. 

"  Bo  I  moke  out,"  said  the  Captain  :  "  and  apparently  in  good 
condition,  too.    A  very  well  fed  man  that  biggest,  I  should  say." 

"  Ye-ea ;  well,  ye-es,"  said  tie  Secretary ;  "  he  does  look  weU- 
fed  euoagb.  He  most  be  a  strajiger  to  these  parts ;  probably  from 
the  Maneroo  *  plains,  or  thereabout." 

"  What  makes  you  think  ao  ?  " 

"Dear  me,"  said  the  Secretaiy  ;   "have  you  been  i 
*  "  Alanetoo  "  U  al*ajB  pronoiuiced  "  Maniwta." 
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:lj  three  years  on  this  coast,  and  aak  how  a  man  could  possibly 

in  good  condition  living  in  ttiose  scrabby  Ueaths  ?  "  i 

Bad-looking  country  ;  eh  ?  "  s&id  the  Captain. 
Small  cattle -stations,  sir,"  said  Ui«  Secretary,  "  1  can  Bee  at 
a  glance.     Salt  beel*,  ^ery  tough,  aad  very  little  of  it.    I  Ghall  mn 
a  bill  tbroagh  the  House  for  tlie  abolition  ot  small  uattle- stations 
next  seeston." 

"Better  get  your  estimates  through  first,  old  fellow.  The 
bagpipes  will  play  quite  loud  enough  over  them  to  lost  for  some 
time." 

"  I  know  it,  but  tremble  not,"  replied  the  undaunted  Secretary ; 
"  I  have  got  used  to  it.  I  fancy  I  hear  Callaghan  beginning  now : 
<  The  unbridled  prodigality,  sir,  and  the  reckless  profligacy,  air, 
of  those  individuals  who  Lave  so  long,  under  the  name  of  govern- 
ment  ' " 

"  That'll  do,  now,"  said  the  Captain  ;  "  you  are  worse  than  tha   , 
reality.     I  shall  go  ashore,  siul  ti^e  my  chance  of  getting  break- 
fast.    Will  you  come  ?  " 

"Not  if  I  know  it,  sir,  with  pork  chops  for  breakfiist  in  tJke 
cabin.  Blockstrop,  have  you  duly  reflected  what  you  are  about  to 
do  ?  You  are  about  to  land  alone,  unaimed,  unprovisioued,  among 
the  ofiscourings  of  white  society,  scarcely  superior  in  their  habits 
of  life  to  the  nomadic  savages  they  have  unjustly  displaced.  Pause 
and  reflect,  my  dear  fellow.  What  guarantee  have  yon  tliat  they 
vrill  not  propose  to  feed  you  on  damper,  or  some  other  nameless 
abomination  of  the  same  sort  ?  " 

"  It  was  only  the  other  day  m  tbe  House,"  said  the  Captain, 
"  that  yon  said  the  small  squatters  and  freehold  farmers  repre- 
sented the  greater  part  of  the  intelligence  and  education  of  the 
colony,  and  now " 

"Sir  I  sir  I"  said  the  Secretaiy,  "yon  don't  know  what  jon 
are  talking  about.  Sir,  we  are  not  in  the  Houso  now.  Are  you 
determined,  then  ?  " 

The  Captain  was  quite  determined,  and  they  went  down  to  the 
waist.  They  wore  raising  a  bag  of  potatoes  from  somewhere,  and 
the  Colonial  Secretary,  seizing  two  handfols  of  them,  preeentod 
them  to  the  Captain. 

"  If  jou  will  go,"  he  said,  "  take  those  with  you,  and  Uttxh  the 
poor  benighted  white  savages  to  plant  them.  So  if  yon  fall  a 
victim  to  indigestion,  we  will  vote  a  monument  to  you  on  tbe 
summit  of  the  Cape,  and  write  : — '  He  did  not  live  in  vain.  Ha 
introduce  the  potato  among  the  email  cattle-statitms  around 
Cape  Chatham.'" 

He  Iwld  out  his  potatoes  towards  the  retiring  Captain  witli  ths 
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air  of  Bnrkd  prodacmg  the  dagger.    His  bamonr,  I 
reads  poor  eooagh  wbeQ  written  down,  bat  wh^n  assisted  by  faia 
oomical  impassible   face,  and  solemn  drawling  delivery,  I  atrer 
heard  anything  mnch  better. 

Good  old  PoUifex  I  my  heart  warms  towards  him  now.  When 
I  think  what  the  men  were  whose  clamour  pnt  bim  out  of  office  in 
184 — ,  I  have  the  conyiction  forced  upon  me,  that  the  beat  among 
thom  was  not  worth  his  Uttlo  finger.  Ea  left  the  colony 
most  prosperous  state,  and,  retiring  honomahty  to  one 
stations,  set  to  work,  as  bo  said,  to  begin  life  again  on 
principle.     He  is  wealthy,  boDOored,  and  happy,  aa  he  det 

I  cannot  hi^lp,  althongh  somewhat  in  the  wrong  place,  tcUisg 
the  reader  nnder  what  cironmstances  I  saw  him  la^t.  Only  two 
years  ago,  fifteen  aHer  he  had  left  office,  I  happened  b>  be 
standing  with  him,  at  the  door  of  a  certain  clnb,  in  a  certain 
capilAt,  just  after  lunch  time,  when  we  saw  the  then  Colunia) 
Becretan,',  the  man  who  had  succeeded  Pollifei,  come  scurmng 
round  the  comer  of  the  street,  fresh  &om  his  office.  His  face 
was  flashed  and  perspiring,  his  hat  was  on  wrong-side  before, 
with  his  veil  hanging  down  his  hack.  In  the  one  hand  he  held 
papers,  in  the  other  he  supported  over  liis  fevered  brow  his  whit^ 
cotton  nmbrelhi;  altogether  ho  looked  harassed  beyond  the 
boonds  of  human  endorance,  bnt  when  he  canght  sight  of  the 
open  clnb'doors,  he  firesheued  a  hit,  and  mended  his  pace.  His 
troubles  were  not  over,  for  ere  he  reached  his  haven,  two  Irish- 
men, with  two  different  requests,  rose  as  if  from  the  earth,  and 
confronted  him.  We  saw  him  make  two  promises,  contradictory 
to  each  other,  and  impossible  of  fal£lment,  and  as  he  came  np  the 
steps,  I  looked  into  the  face  of  Ez-Sccretary  Pollifei,  and 
there  an  eTproasion  which  is  beyond  description.  Say  tbaf 
the  ghost  of  a  man  who  has  been  hanged,  attending  an  execnl" 
Or  say  the  expression  of  a  Catholic,  converled  by  torture, 
the  action  of  the  thumbscrews  upon  another  heretic.  The 
abort,  of  a  man  who  had  been  through  it  all  before.  And  aa  tbs 
then  Secretary  came  madly  rushing  np  the  steps,  PoUifex  con- 
fronted hun,  and  said, — 

"  Don't  you  wish  you  were  me,  T 9  " 

"  Sir ! "  said  the  Bocretary,  "  dipping "  his  umhrella  and 
dropping  his  papers,  for  the  pnrpoBo  of  rhetorically  pointing  with 
his  left  hand  at  nothing;  "Sir!  fleeh  and  blood  can't  stand  it. 
1  resign  to-morrow,"  And  so  ha  wont  in  to  his  lunch,  and  is  m 
office  at  this  present  moment. 

I  must  apologiao  most  heartily  for  this  long  digression.     The 


[,  ana  a>T 

ay  thmf^^^H 
execntf^^^l 

Ihe  air^W^M 


P  GEOFFRT   HAMLTN.  385 

Capt^'fi  ^g,  impelled  by  the  "might  of  EngUnil'B  pride,"  waa 
cleverly  beached  alongside  of  the  other  boat,  and  the  Captain 
itepped  out  and  confronted  the  midsliipman. 

"  Got  any  news,  Mr.  Yang  ?  " 

"Yes,  air,"  said  the  midshipman.  "These  gentlemen  saw 
the  boat  yesterday  afternoon." 

Sam  and  Halbert,  who  were  standing  behind  him,  came 
forward.  The  Captain  bowed,  and  looked  with  admiration  at  tho 
two  highbred -looking  men,  that  this  nnpromising  desert  had  pro- 
dooed.  Tfaey  told  him  what  they  had  told  the  midshipman,  and 
the  Captain  said, — "  It  will  be  a  very  serious  thing  for  tliis 
conntry  side,  if  these  dogs  have  succeeded  in  landing.  Lut  as 
hope  that  the  sea  has  done  good  service  in  swallowing  fonrteen  of  .-^ 
the   yilest  wretches  that  ever  disgraced   humanity.     Pray,  are 

(either of  you  gentlemen  mftgistratcs?  " 
"My  father,  M^or  Backley,  is  a  magistrate,"  said  Sam. 
"  This  gentleman  is  Lieutenant  Halbert,  of  the  Bengal  Artillery." 
The  Captain  bowed  to  Halbert,  and  turning  to  Sam,  said, — 
"  So  yon  are  the  son  of  my  old  friend  Major  Backley  I  I  was 
midshipman  in  the  '  Phelgethon  '  when  she  took  him  and  part  of 
his  regiment  to  Portngal,  in  1811.  I  met  him  at  dinner  in 
Sydney,  tho  other  day.     Is  ho  in  the  neighbourhood?" 

"He  is  waiting  breakfast  for  us  not  a  quarter  of  a  mile  off," 
said  Sam.     "Will  you  join  us?" 

"  I  ahaU  bo  delighted  ;  but  duty  first.  If  these  fellows  have 
BUCCeeded  in  landing,  you  wUl  have  to  arm  and  prepare  for  the 
worst.  Now,  nnless  they  were  caught  by  the  gale  and  drowned, 
which  I  believe  to  be  the  ease,  they  must  have  come  aahore  in 
this  very  bay,  abont  five  o'clock  last  night.  There  is  no  other 
place  where  they  could  have  beached  their  boat  for  many  miles. 
Conaeqnently,  the  thing  lies  in  a  ontehell :  if  we  find  the  boat, 
prepare  yonrselTcs, — if  not,  make  yourselves  easy.  Letusnse  our 
wita  a  little.  They  wonld  round  the  headland  as  soon  as  possible, 
Uid  probably  ron  ashore  in  that  furthest  cove  to  our  right,  just 
inside  the  reef.  I  have  examined  the  bay  through  a  telescope, 
and  could  make  out  nothing  of  her.  Let  as  come  and  examine 
carefiilly.     Downhaul  1  "  (to  his  Coxswain).     "  Come  with  me." 

They  passed  three  or  four  indentations  in  the  bay,  examining  as 
they  went,  finding  nothing,  but  when  they  scrambled  over  the 
rodu  which  bounded  the  cove  the  Captain  had  indicated,  ha 
I  waved  his  hat,  and  laughing,  said, — 

"  Ha.  ha  I  jast  as  I  thought.     There  she  is." 

"  Where,  Captain  Blockstroji 9  "  said  Halbert.     "I  don't  see 
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"Nor  I  either,"  said  the  Captain.     "Bat  I  aev  the  hea^' 
eeeneed  thut  the  uuaning  dogs  have  roked  over  her.     Downhaul 
lieave   away   at   tlita   weed,  aod  ebow  these  gentlemm  what   ia 
below  it." 

The  Cockswain  began  throwing  away  a  piJe  of  Bea-tong  heaped 
against  a  rock.  Bit  by  bit  was  disclosed  the  clear  mn  oJ  a 
beautiM  white  whale  boat,  wbich  when  tnmed  over  discOTered 
her  oars  laid  neatly  side  by  eidu,  with  a  email  spritsail.  The 
Captain  stood  hy  vrith  the  tur  of  a  man  who  had  made  a  fait,  while 
Sam  and  Halbert  stared  at  one  another  with  looks  of  blank  dis- 
comfitore  and  alarm. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 


"  This  is  a  very  serious  matter  for  ua,  Captain  Blockatrop," 
Bom,  aa  Uiey  were  walking  hack  to  the  boats.      " 
Berious  matter." 

"  1  have  only  one  advice  to  give  you,  Mr.  Backley, 
Captain  ;  "  which  is  unneceaaary,  aa  it  ia  jost  what  yonr  father 
will  do.  Fight,  sir  I — hnnt  'em  down.  Shoot  'em  I  they  will 
give  you  no  quarter :  be  sure  you  don't  ^ve  them  any." 

A  wild  discordant  bellow  was  here  heard  from  the  ship,  on 
which  the  Captain  slapped  his  leg  and  said, — 

"Dash  my  buttons,  if  he  hasn't  got  hold  of  my  epeaking- 
trumpet." 

The  midshipman  came  up  with  a  aolemn  face,  and,  touohii^] 
cap,  "  reported," — 

"  Colonial  Seoretacy  haihng,  air." 

"  Bless  my  soul,  Kir.  Vang,  I  can  bear  that,"  aaid  the  Ci , 
"  I  don't  sappose  any  of  my  officers  would  dare  to  make  such  an 
inarticDlate,  no  sulor-like  bellow  as  that  on  her  M^esty's  quarter- 
deck. Can  yon  make  out  what  he  says  ?  That  would  1m  more 
to  the  purpose." 

Again  the  unearthly  bellow  came  floating  over  the  water, 
happily  deadened  by  the  wind,  which  was  roaring  a  tliottsan^ 
feot  over  head. 

"  Can  you  make  out  anything,  Ur.  Vang  ?  "  said  the  Captain. 

"  I  make  ont  '  poik  chops  I  '  sir,"  stud  the  midshipman. 

"  Take  one  of  the  boats  on  board,  Mr.  Vang.     My  complimente, 
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tmd  will  be  mnch  obliged  if  he  will  come  ashore  immediately  I  on 
important.  bnsineBs,  say.  Tell  him  the  convicts  have  landed,  will 
you  ?  Also,  tell  the  lientenact  of  the  watch  that  I  want  either 
Mr.  Tacks,  or  Mr.  Sheets:  either  wiU  do." 

The  boat  waa  soon  seen  coming  back  witJi  the  Colonial 
Secretary  in  a  statesmanlike  ettitcide  in  the  st«m  sheets,  and 
beside  him  that  important  officer  Mr.  Tacks,  a  wee  little  dot  of 
a  naval  cadet,  apparently  about  ten  years  old. 

"  What  were  you  bellowing  about  pork-chops,  PoUifei  ?  "  asked 
the  Captain,  the  moment  the  boat  touched  the  shore. 

"  A  failnre,  sir,"  said  the  Colonial  Secretary  ;  "  bnmt,  sir ;  dis- 
gracefully burnt  np  to  A  cinder,  sir.  I  have  been  consulting  the 
honourable  member  of  the  CroBS-jack -yard  {I  allude  to  Mr.  Tacks, 
N.C.,  my  honourable  friend,  if  he  wUl  allow  me  to  call  him  so)  as 
to  the  propriety  of  calling  a  court-martial  on  the  cook's  mat«. 
He  InfOTms  me  that  such  a  course  is  not  nsoal  in  naval  juris- 
prudence. I  am,  however,  of  opinion  that  in  one  of  the  civil 
csonrts  of  the  colony  an  action  for  damages  would  lie.  Surely 
I  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  Mr.  Buckley  of  Baroona  ?  " 

Sam  and  he  had  met  before,  and  the  Secretory,  finding  himself 
on  shore,  and  where  he  was  known,  dropped  his  King  Cambyses' 
vein  and  appeared  in  his  real  character  of  a  shrewd,  experienced 
man.  They  walked  up  together,  and  when  they  arrived  at  the 
Bommit  of  the  ridge,  and  saw  the  magnificent  plains  stretching 
away  inland,  beyond  the  narrow  belt  of  heath  along  the  shore,  the 
Secretary  whispered  to  the  Captain, — 

"I  have  been  deceived.  We  shall  get  some  break&st,  after 
■U.     As  fine  a  country  as  I  ever  saw  in  my  life  [  " 

The  party  who  were  just  sitting  down  to  breakfast  at  the  station 
were  sufficiently  astonished  to  see  Captain  Blockstrop  come  rolling 
up  the  garden  walk,  with  that  small  ship-of-war  Tacks  sailing  in 
his  wake,  convoying  the  three  civilians  ;  but  on  going  In  and  ex- 
plaining matters,  and  room  having  been  made  for  them  at  the 
table,  Sam  was  also  astonished  on  looking  round  to  see  that  a  new 
arrival  had  taken  place  that  morning. 

It  was  tiiat  of  a  handsome  singular-looking  man.  His  hair  was 
tight,  his  whiskera  a  little  darker,  and  his  blonde  moustache  curled 
up  towards  his  eyes  Uke  corkscrewa  or  ram's  honia  (coagratulat* 
me  on  my  simile).  A  very  merry  laoghiog  eye  he  had,  too,  blue 
of  course,  with  that  coloured  hair ;  altogether  a  vary  pleasant- 
looking  man,  and  yet  whose  face  gav«  one  the  idea  that  it  was  not 
at  all  times  pleasant,  bat  on  occasions  might  look  terribly  tigerish 
ud  fierco.  A  man  who  won  yon  at  once,  and  yet  one  with  whom 
«•  wonld  hardly  like  to  qnarreL    Add  to  t^,  also,  that  whan  fas 
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opened  his  month  to  spoak,  he  discloBed  a  splendid  aot  of  4 

tenth,  Dad  the  moment  he'd  uttered  a  word,  a  stranger  voxSi 
remark  to  himself,  "  That  is  an  Irishman." 

Sam,  who  bod  ensconcod  himself  beside  Alice,  looked  up  the 
loQg  table  towards  him  with  astonishmeat.  "Why,  good  gneiDns, 
Captain  Desborough,"  he  said,  "  can  that  be  yon?  " 

"I  have  been  waiting,"  said  Desborough,*" with  the  greatest 
patience,  to  see  how  long  yon  would  have  the  audacity  U>  igaon 
my  presence.  How  do  yon  do,  my  small  child  ?  Bam,  my  dear, 
if  ever  I  get  cashiered  for  being  too  handsome  to  remain  in  the 
Service,  I'll  carry  yon  about  and  exhibit  yon,  as  the  biggest  and 
ugliest  boy  in  the  AustraUan  colonies," 

Captain  Desboroi^h  has  been  mentioned  before  b  these  pages. 
He  was  an  officer  in  the  army,  at  the  present  time  holding  the 
situation  of  Inspector  of  Police  in  this  district.  He  was  a  very 
famous  hunter-down  of  bushrangers,  and  was  heartily  popular  with 
eveiy  one  he  was  thrown  against,  except  the  aforesaid  bushrangers. 
Bam  and  he  were  Tcry  old  friends,  and  were  yery  fond  of  one 

Desborough  was  sitting  now  at  the  upper  end  of  the  table,  with 
the  Colonial  Secretary,  Miyor  Buckley,  Captain  Blookstrop,  C«|>- 
tain  Brentwood,  and  Doctor  Mnlhaus.  They  looked  very  aerioot 
indeed. 

"It  was  a  very  lucky  thing,  Desborough,"  said  iixe  Mijor, 
"  that  you  happened  to  raeet  Captain  Blookstrop.  Ho  has  now, 
you  perceive,  handed  over  the  care  of  these  Taseals  to  you.  It  is 
rather  strange  that  they  should  have  landed  here." 

"I  believe  that  they  were  expected,"  said  thy  Doctor.  "1 
believe  that  tliere  is  a  desperate  scheme  of  villainy  a:floftt,  and  that 
some  of  us  are  the  objects  of  it." 

"  If  you  inuiin,"  said  Desborough,  "  that  thai  man  yoo  saw  on 
the  Cape  last  night  was  watching  for  the  boat,  I  don't  believe  it 
possible.  It  was,  possibly,  some  stookinan  or  shepherd,  hsmg  « 
look  at  the  weather." 

The  Doctor  bad  it  on  the  lip  of  his  tongue  to  speak,  and  astound 
them  by  disclosing  that  the  lonely  watcher  was  none  other  than 
the  ruffian  Toaan,  alias  George  Hawker :  but  the  Uqor  pressed 
his  foot  beneath  the  table,  and  he  was  silent. 

"  Well,"  8£Ud  Desborough.  "  and  that's  about  all  that's  to  be 
eald  at  present,  except  that  the  settlers  must  aim  and  watch,  and 
if  necessary  fight." 

"  If  they  will  only  do  that,"  said  the  Colonial  Bocretaij  ;  "  if 
they  wiU  only  act  boldly  in  protecting  their  property  and  liVM,  the 
evil  is  reduced  by  one-half;  but  when  Brallagaa  wu  put,  aoUiina 
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th^t  I  or  the  Governor  could  do  woold  indaoe  the  m^ority  of  tbem 
to  behave  like  men." 

"Look  here,  now,"  said  Barker,  the  host,  "I  was  over  the 
water  when  Brallogan  was  out,  and  when  Howe  waa  out  too. 
And  what  coold  a  lonely  sqaatter  do  against  half-a-dozea  of  'em  ? 
AuBWer  me  that  ?  " 

"  I  don't  mean  that,"  eaid  the  Colonial  Secretary  ;  "  what  I 
refer  to  is  the  cowardly  way  in  whioli  the  eettleiB  allowed  them- 
Bolvea  to  be  prevent«d  by  threats  from  giving  information.  I  speak 
the  more  boldly,  Mr.  Barker,  bccanae  yon  were  not  one  of  those 
who  did  60." 

Barker  was  appeast-d.  "There's  five  long  gnns  in  my  hall, 
and  there's  five  long  lads  can  ase  'em,"  he  said.  "  By-the-bye, 
Captain  Desborongh,  let  me  congratulate  yon  on  the  short  work 
yon  made  with  that  gang  to  the  north,  the  other  day.  I  am  son; 
to  hear  tliat  the  principal  rascal  of  the  lot.  Captain  Tonan,  gave 
yon  the  slip." 

The  Doctor  had  been  pondering,  and  had  made  np  his  mind  to 
a  certain  cooreo  ;  he  bent  over  the  table,  and  said — 

"  I  think,  on  the  whole,  that  it  is  letter  to  let  you  all  know  the 
worst.  That  man  whom  we  saw  on  the  cliff  last  night  I  met  after- 
wards, alone,  down  on  the  shore,  and  that  man  is  no  other  than 
the  one  yoa  epeak  of,  Captain  Tonan." 

Anyone  watching  Desborough's  face  as  the  Doctor  spoke  would 
have  Been  his  eyebrows  contract  hearUy,  and  a  fierce  scowl  settle 
on  his  f^.  "The  name  the  Doctor  mentioned  was  a  very  nnwel- 
eome  one.  He  bad  been  taonted  and  laughed  at,  at  Oovemment- 
house,  for  Imving  aliened  Eawker  to  ontwit  him.  His  hot  Irish 
blood  eonldn't  stand  that,  and  be  had  vowed  to  have  the  fellow 
Bomehow.  Here  he  bad  missed  him,  again,  and  by  so  little,  too. 
He  renened  his  vow  to  himself,  and  in  an  instant  the  clond  was 
gone,  and  the  merry  Irishman  was  there  again. 

"  My  dear  Doctor,"  he  said,  "  I  am  aware  that  yon  never  speak 

random,  or  I  should  ask  yoa,  were  yoa  sore  of  the  man  ?    Are 
not  mistaken  ?  " 

MistAken  in  Aim,—eh?"  said  tlie  Doctor.  "No,  I  was  not 
nistaken." 

You  seem  to  knov  too  much  of  a  very  snipicioas  character. 
Doctor  !  "  said  Desboroogh.  "  I  shall  have  to  keep  my  trya  on 
you,  I  see  t " 

Meanwhile,  at  the  other  end  of  the  table,  mor^  agreeable  sab- 
iects  W6re  being  talked  of.  There  sat  our  young  coterie,  hnghiag 
lon^t  grot^ng  themsalTet  round  BOOM  exceedingly  nunvte  oqjeet» 
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which  apparentl;  vhs  between  Sam  and  Alii^,  and  wbkli,  on  i 
examinalioa,  tamed  ont  to  be  Utile  Tacks,  who  was  tivi* 
making  himself  agreeable  in  a  wb^  hardlji  to  be  expected  i 
of  his  tender  yeara.     And  this  is  the  way  be  got  there  : — 

When  Captain  Blockstrop  came  in,  Alice  waa  dnlj  impressed  v, 
the  appeanmce  of  that  warrior.  Bnt  when  she  saw  little  Tacks 
slip  in  behind  him,  and  sit  meekly  down  by  the  door ;  and  what 
ehe  saw  how  hia  character  was  appreciated  by  the  cattle-dogB, 
one  of  whom  had  bis  bead  in  the  liul'a  lap,  while  the  otbor  waa 
licking  his  face — when  she  saw,  I  say,  the  little  bine  and  gold 
apparition,  her  heart  grew  pitiful,  and,  taming  to  Halbert,  she 

"  Why,  good  gracioas  me  I  Yoa  don't  mean  to  tell  me  tiiat 
tbey  take  snch  a  child  as  that  to  sea ;  do  yoa  ?  " 

"  Oh  dear,  yes  I  "  said  Halbert,  "  and  younger,  too.  Don't  yira 
remember  the  story  about  Collingwood  offering  bis  cake  to  the  firet 
lieutenant  ?  He  became,  remember,  a  greater  man  than  Nelson, 
in  all  except  worldly  bonoor." 

"  Wonld  you  ask  him  to  come  and  sit  by  me,  if  you  please  ?  " 
said  Alice. 

So  Halben  went  and  fetched  him  in,  and  he  sat  and  had  his 
breakfast  between  Alice  and  Sam.  They  were  all  deiight«d  with 
him;  such  a  child,  and  yet  so  bold  and  self-helpful,  making 
himself  quietly  at  home,  and  answering  such  questions  as  were 
put  to  him  modestly  and  well.  Would  that  all  midshipmen  were 
like  bim  I 

Bnt  it  became  time  to  go  on  board,  and  Captain  Blockstrop, 
coming  by  where  Alice  sat,  said,  laughing, — 

"  I  hope  you  are  not  givuig  my  officer  too  much  marmalade. 
Miss  Brentwood  ?  He  is  OTer-yoong  to  be  tmstcd  with  a  jam-pot, 
— eh.  Tacks  ?  " 

"  Too  young  to  go  to  sea,  I  should  say,"  said  Alice. 

"  Not  too  young  to  bo  a  biare-hearted  boy,  however  1  "  sud  the 
Captain.  "  The  other  day,  in  Sydney  harbour,  one  of  my  marines 
wlio  couldn't  swim  went  overboard  and  this  boy  soused  in  after 
bim,  and  carried  the  life-buoy  to  him,  in  spite  of  sharks.  What 
do  you  think  of  that  for  a  t«n-year-old  ?  " 

The  hoy's  lace  flushed  scailet  as  the  Captain  passed  on,  sad  h» 
held  ont  his  band  to  Alice  to  say  good-bye.  She  took  it,  looked 
at  him,  hesitated,  and  then  bent  down  and  kissed  bis  cheek — s 
tender,  sist^ly  kiss — something,  as  Jim  said,  to  carry  on  board 
with  bim  I 

Poor  little  Tacks  I  He  waa  a  ff^at  friend  of  mine ;  so  I  havs 
been  tempted  to  dwell  on  him.    He  came  to  me  with  l«tten  ot 
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introduction,  and  stayed  at  my  place  six  weeks  or  more.  He  serred 
brilliantly,  and  rose  rapidly,  and  last  year  only  1  heard  that  Lion- 
tenant  Tacka  had  fallen  in  the  dtist,  and  never  risen  again,  just  at 
the  moment  that  the  gates  of  Delbi  were  bnrst  down,  and  onr 
fellowB  went  swarming  in  to  vengeance. 


B  CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

AN   SABTHQDAEB,    A  COLLIKBy   EXPLOSION,    AKD   AN   ADVENTOEB. 

So  the  Captain,  the  Colonial  Secretary,  aud  the  Email  midshipman 
left  the  station  and  went  on  boan]  again,  disappearing  from  tliia 
history  for  evermore.  The  others  all  went  home  and  grew  warlike, 
arming  themselves  against  the  threa.tened  danger  ;  but  still  treeks, 
nay  months,  rolled  on,  and  winter  wn^  turning  into  spring,  and  3'et 
the  conntiy  side  remained  so  profoundly  tranquil  that  every  one 
began  to  believe  that  the  conTicts  must  after  all  have  been  drowned, 
and  that  the  boat  fonnd  by  sagacious  Blockatrop  had  been  capsized 
and  thrown  bottom  apwarda  on  the  beach.  So  that,  before  the 
brown  flocks  began  to  be  spotted  with  white  lambs,  all  alarm  had 
gone  by. 

Only  four  persons,  besides  Mary  Hanker  herself,  were  convereant 
of  the  fact  tbat  the  Bushranger  and  Oeorge  Hawker  were  the  same ' 

I  num.     Of  these  only  three,  the  Doctor,  Major  Buckley,  and  Cap* 

I  tain  Brentwood,  knew  of  bis  more  recent  appearance  on  the  shore; 

I  xnd  they,  after  due  consultation,  took  honest  Tom  Tronbridgo  into 

r  tbeir  confidence. 

But,  as  I  said,  all  things  went  so  quietly  for  two  months,  that 
St  the  end  of  that  time  no  one  thought  any  more  of  bushrangers 
llion  they  would  of  tigers.  And  jnst  abont  this  time,  I,  Geo&y 
Hamlyn,  having  finished  my  last  consignment  of  novels  from 
England,  and  having  nothing  to  do,  determined  to  ride  orer,  and 
spend  a  day  or  two  with  M^or  Buckley. 

But  when  I  rode  up  to  ^e  door  at  Baroonn,  having  pulled  my 
shirt  collar  up,  and  rapped  at  the  door  with  my  whip,  out  came  the 
hoasekeeper  to  inform  mo  there  was  not  a  soul  at  home.  This 
was  deeply  provoking,  for  I  had  got  on  a  new  pair  of  riding  tronsera, 
which  had  cost  money,  and  a  new  white  hat  with  a  blue  net  veil 
(rather  a  neat  thbg  too),  and  I  hod  ridden  np  to  the  house  under 
the  idea  that  fourteen  or  fifteen  persons  were  looking  at  me  out  of 
window.  I  hod  also  tickled  my  old  horse.  Chanticleer,  U>  make 
a  ttfa  knd  show  the  excellency  of  my  seat.    But  when  I  came 
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to  ramember  Lhat  the  old  horse  bad  neailj  baclMd  me  < 
head  instead  of  capering,  and  to  find  that  mT  hat  was  gf 
wiUi  a  large  cobveb  of  what  ia  called  by  cooites^  lutrre  sQl^qj 
half-a-dozen  dead  lea^ea  sticking  in  it,  I  Gait  ci 
had  seen  me  approach,  and  asked  the  boaBekoeper  with  I 
equBiiimity  where  tfaey  were  all  gone. 

Tbey  were  all  gone,  she  said,  over  to  Captun  Brentwood's,  ami 
goodness  gracious  knew  when  they  would  be  back  again.  Mn. 
Hawker  and  Mr.  Charles  were  gone  with  them.  For  her  part,  she 
ahonld  not  he  sorrjr  when  Sir.  Sam  brought  Kiss  Brentwood  over 
for  good  and  all.  The  house  was  terrible  loaesome  whan  Uiej 
were  all  away. 

1  remarked,  "Oho  I  "  and  asked  whether  she  knew  if  Mr. 
Troabridge  was  at  Toonarbin. 

No,  ahe  said ;  be  was  away  again  at  Port  Phillip  with  store 
cattle ;  making  a  deal  of  rooney,  she  understood,  and  laying  out  a 
deal  for  the  U^or  in  land.  She  wished  he  would  luarry  Mrs. 
Hawker  and  settle  down,  for  he  was  a  pleasant  gentleman,  and  fine 
company  in  a  house.  Wooldn't  I  get  off  and  have  a  bit  of  cold 
wild  duck  and  a  glass  of  aherry  ? 

Certainly  I  would.  So  I  gave  my  horse  to  the  groom  and  went 
in.  I  had  hardly  cut  the  first  rich  red  slice  from  the  breast  of  a 
fat  teal,  when  I  heard  a  light  step  is  the  passage,  and  in  walked 
my  man  Dick.  Yon  remember  bim,  readtr.  The  uuui  we  saw 
five  and  twenty  years  ago  on  Dartmoor,  combining  with  William 
Lee  to  urge  the  unhappy  Qoarge  Hawker  on  to  rain  and  forgeiy, 
which  circumstance,  remember,  I  knew  notliing  of  at  this  time. 
The  same  man  I  had  picked  ap  footsore  and  penniless  in  the  bosh 
sixteen  years  ago,  and  who  had  since  lived  with  me,  a  most 
eiceUent  and  clever  servant— the  best  I  over  had.  This  man  now 
come  into  Major  Bnckley's  parlour,  hat  in  baud,  looking  a  little 
foolish,  and  when  I  saw  him  my  knife  and  fork  were  paralysed  with 
astonishment. 

"Why,  what  the  Dickens  "  (I  used  that  strong  expression) 
"  brings  you  here,  my  lad  "?  " 

"  I  went  to  Hipsley'a  about  the  colt,"  he  said,  ' 
home  I  foond  yon  were  gone  off  unexpectedly  ;  s 
better  to  come  oiler  you  and  tell  you  alt  about  it. 
less  than  thirty-five." 

"  Man  I  man  I  "  I  said,  "  do  yon  mi 
ridden  fifty  miles  to  tell  mo  the  price  of  a  leggy  beast  bke  t 
after  I  had  told  you  that  twentyloar  was  my  highest  offer?  "^I 

He  looked  very  silly,  and  I  saw  very  well  he  faati  son 
reason  for  coming  thou  that.     But  with  a  good  servaatllu 


"  and  when  I  got 
\  I  thought  it 


y  that  you  have 
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too  many  qneatioos,  and  when  I  weat  ont  a  short  time  after,  tnd 
fband  him  leaning  against;  a  fence,  and  talking  eamestl;  to  our  oM 
acquaintance  William  Lee,  I  Ihoaght,  "  He  vanted  an  excuse  to 
come  Dp  and  see  his  old  &ieud  Lee.  That  is  qnite  just  and  proper, 
and  fully  acconnts  for  it." 

Lee  always  paid  me  the  high  compUment  of  touching  his  hat  to 
me,  for  old  Devon'  sake  I  eappose.  "  How's  all  at  Toonarbin, 
Lee  ?  "  I  asked. 

■'  Well  and  hearty,  sir.     How  ia  yourself,  air  ?  " 

"  Getting  older,  I>ee.  Nothing  worse  than  that.  Dick,  I  am 
going  on  to  Captain  Brentwood's.  If  yon  like  to  go  hack  to 
Toonarbin  and  stay  a  day  or  two  with  Lee,  yon  can  do  so." 

"I  would  rather  come  on  with  yon,  air,"  he  aaid  eagerly. 

"  Are  yon  sure  ?  "  I  said. 

"Qaita  sure,  sir."  And  Lee  said,  "You  go  on  with  Mr. 
Handyn,  Dick,  and  do  yoor  duty,  mind." 

I  thought  this  odd  ;  btit  kcowing  it  useless  to  aek  questiona  of 
an  old  hand.ortry  to  get  any  information  which  was  not  volunteered, 
I  held  my  tongue  and  departed,  taking  Dick  with  me. 

I  arriTed  at  Captain  Brentwood's  about  three  o'clock  in  the 
aflemoon.  I  flatter  myself  that  I  made  a  very  successful  approach, 
and  created  rather  a  sensation  among  the  fourteen  or  fifteen 
people  who  were  sitting  in  the  verandah.  They  took  me  for  a 
diatlngnished  stranger.  But  when  they  saw  who  it  was  they  all 
began  calling  out  to  me  at  once  to  know  how  I  was,  and  to 
come  in  (aa  if  I  wasn't  coming  in),  and  when  at  laet  I  got  among 
them,  I  nearly  had  my  hand  shaken  off;  and  the  DocttU',  putting 
on  his  spectacles  and  looking  at  me  for  a  minnte,  asked  what  I 
had  given  for  my  hat. 

Let  me  see,  who  was  there  that  day  ?  There  was  Mary  Hawker, 
looking  rather  older,  and  a  httle  worn ;  and  there  was  her  son 
Oharles  silting  beside  pretty  EUen  Mayfbrd,  and  carrying  on  a 
terrible  fiirtation  with  that  young  lady,  in  ttpite  of  her  fat  jolly- 
looking  mother,  who  sat  with  folded  hands  beside  her.  Next  to 
her  sat  her  handsome  brother  Cecil,  looking,  poor  lad  I  as  miser- 
able aa  he  well  could  look,  although  I  did  not  know  the  oanae. 
Then  came  Sam,  beside  hia  mother,  whose  noble  happy  face  wa4 
still  worth  riding  fifty  miles  to  see ;  and  then,  standing  beside  her 
chair,  waa  Alice  Brentwood. 

I  had  never  seen  this  exquisite  creature  before,  and  I  immedi' 
ately  fell  desperately  and  hopelessly  in  love  with  her,  and  told  her 
so  that  same  evening,  in  the  presence  of  Sam.  Finding  that  my 
alTection  was  not  likely  to  be  returned,  I  enrolled  myse^  as  one  of 
her  knights,  and  remain  so  to  this  present  time. 
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The  Major  sat  beside  his  -wife,  and  the  Doctor  nd 
Brentwood  walked  up  and  down,  talking  politics.  Tbenw 
present,  certfun  Hawbncka,  leggy  yontha  vritli  brown  bi 

limp  bur,  in  appearance  and  dreas  not  unlike  EngUab  i     _  

cbaae-riders  who  bad  been  treated,  ou  the  &ce  and  hands,  witii 
walunt-jaice.  Tbey  never  spoke,  and  the  number  of  them  tbeo 
present  I  am  uncertain  about,  but  one  of  tbem  I  recollect  could 
spit  a  good  deal  farther  than  any  of  his  brothers,  and  proTed  it 
Myond  controversy  about  twice  tn  every  three  minnt«B. 

I  missed  my  old  &iend  Jim  Brentwood,  and  was  informed  that 
he  had  gone  to  Sydney,  "  on  the  spree,"  as  Sam  expressed  it, 
aJong  witii  a  certain  Lieutenant  Halbert  who  wu  staying  on  a 
Tiait  with  M^or  Buckley. 

First  I  sat  down  by  Maty  Hawker,  and  had  a  long  talk  with 
her  abont  old  times.  She  was  in  one  of  her  gay  moods,  and 
laiiglied  ocd  joked  continaously.  Then  I  moved  up  by  invitation, 
to  a  chair  between  the  Mf^or  and  his  wife,  and  had  a  long  private 
and  confidential  oonvereatioQ  witli  them. 

"  How,"  I  began,  "  is  Tom  Tronbridge  ?  " 

"  Tom  is  perfectly  well,"  said  the  U^or.  "  He  still  carries  on 
his  old  chronic  flirtation  with  Mary  ;  and  she  is  as  ready  to  be 
flirted  with  as  ever." 

"Why  don't  they  man??  "  I  asked,  peevishly.  "  Wlij  on 
earth  don't  they  maiTy  one  another?  What  is  the  good  of 
cunying  on  that  old  folly  so  long  ?  They  snrely  must  have  mode  np 
their  minds  by  now.  She  knows  she  is  a  iridow,  and  hna  known 
it  for  years." 

"  Good  God  I  Homlyn,  ore  you  bo  ignorant  ?  "  eaid  the  M^or. 
And  then  he  struck  me  dumb  by  telling  me  of  all  that  bad 
happened  latterly ;  of  George  Hawker's  reappearance,  of  hia 
identity  with  the  great  bnshranger,  and,  losUy,  of  his  second 
appearance,  not  two  monllis  before. 

"  I  tell  yon  this  in  strict  confidence,  Homlyn,  as  one  of  my 
oldest  and  best  friends.  I  know  how  deeply  your  happiness  is 
affected  by  all  this." 

I  remained  silent  and  Ihnn^erstnick  for  a  time,  and  then  I  tried 
to  turn  the  conversation ; — 

"  Have  you  bad  any  alarm  from  busbrongere  lately  ?  I  heard 
a  report  of  some  convicts  having  landed  on  tie  coast." 

"  All  a  false  alarm  ! "  »ud  the  M^jor.  "  Thej  wer*  drowned, 
and  the  boat  washed  ashore,  bottom  upwards." 

Here  the  Doctor  broke  in  :  "  Hamlyn,  is  not  this  very  queer 
weather?" 

When  he  called  my    Btt«ntioQ  to  it,   I  remariced  that  tli« 
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wcaUior  vras  reaUy  dificient  from  any  I  liad  seen  before,  and 

The  skjwaa  grey  and  duU,  the  distauoes  were  clear,  and  to  tha 
eye  it  appeared  merely  a  soft  grey  aotamnal  day.  But  there  was 
BOmeUiing  very  strange  and  odd  in  the  deadly  stillness  of  all  nature. 
Not  a  leaf  moved,  cot  a  bird  soug,  and  the  air  seemed  like  lead. 
At  once  Mra.  Buckley  remai'ked,— 

"  I  can't  iv'ork,  and  I  can't  talk.  I  am  so  wretchedly  nerroiifl 
that  I  don't  know  what  to  do  with  myself,  and  yon  know,  my 
dear,"  abe  said,  appeallug  to  her  hnsba&d,  "  that  I  am  not  given 
to  that  sort  of  thing." 

Each  man  looked  nt  his  neighbour,  for  tbere  wae  a  soond  in  the 
air  now — a  weird  and  awfol  sonnd  like  notking  else  in  nature. 
To  the  south  arose  upon  the  ear  a  hollow  qiuTering  hum,  wbioh 
swelled  rapidly  into  a  roar  beneath  onr  feet ;  then  there  was  a 
sickening  shake,  a  tbnmp,  a  craab,  and  away  went  tbe  Earth- 
quake, groaning  off  to  the  northward. 

The  women  behared  very  well,  tlioagb  some  of  them  begau  to 
cry  ;  and  hearing  a  fearful  row  in  tbe  kitchen  I  dashed  off  there, 
followed  by  the  Doctor.  The  interior  was  a  ebaoa  of  pots  and 
kettles,  in  the  centre  of  which  sat  the  cook,  Eleanor,  holding  on 
by  the  floor.  Every  now  and  then  she  would  give  a  scream 
which  took  all  the  Ireatb  out  of  her  ;  so  she  had  to  slop  and  fetch 
breath  before  she  could  give  another.  The  Doctor  stepped  through 
tbe  saucepans  and  camp-ovens,  and  trying  to  raise  her,  said — 

"  Come,  get  up,  ray  good  woman,  and  give  over  screaming.  All 
danger  ia  over,  and  you  will  frighten  the  ladiea." 

At  this  moment  she  got  her  "  second  wind,"  and  ae  be  tried  to 
get  her  up  she  gave  such  a  yell  that  he  dropped  her  again,  and 
bolted,  stopping  his  ears  ;  bolted  over  a  teakettle  which  bad  been 
thrown  down,  and  fell  proslxate,  reaounding,  like  on  Homeric 
hero,  on  to  a  heap  of  kitchen  utensila,  at  the  feet  of  Alice,  wbo 
bad  oome  in  to  see  what  the  noise  was  about. 

"  Good  Lord  I  "  said  he,  picking  himself  up,  "  what  lunga  she 
has  got  I  I  shall  have  a  singing  in  my  ears  to  my  dying  day. 
Yor  1  it  went  throngh  my  head  like  a  knife." 

Sam  picked  up  the  cook,  and  she,  after  a  time,  picked  up  her 
pots,  giving,  however,  an  occasional  squall,  and  holding  on  by  the 
dresses,  mider  the  impression  that  aitotJier  eartiiqaoke  was  coming. 

tWe  left  her,  however,  getting  dinner  under  way,  and  went  hack  to 
the  others,  whom  we  soon  set  laughing  by  telling  poor  Eleanor's 
Biiiiadventures. 
We  were  oil  in  good  spirits  now.     A  brisk  cool  wind  had  oome 
ftp  from  tbe  soath,  following  the  esrtfaiinake,  making  a  pleasant 
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nutle  as  it  swept  across  the  plom  or  tossed  the  forest 
The  sky  had  got  clear,  and  the  nimble  air  was  so  inviting  that  we 
rose  as  one  body  to  stroll  in  gronps  abont  the  garden  and  wander 
down  to  the  river. 

The  brave  old  river  was  raabing  hoarsely  along,  ckat  and  fiill 
between  his  rained  temple -colnmns  of  basalt,  sa  of  cM.  "  What 
a  grand  salmon -river  this  would  be,  Major  1  "  said  I;  "  what  poob 
and  Btickles  are  here  I  Ah  I  if  we  only  could  get  Iha  Btlmon- 
spawn  throagb  the  tropics  withoat  ite  gemunatiug. — Can  yon  tell 
me,  Doctor,  why  these  rocks  sboold  take  the  iurm  of  unlntnna  ? 
la  there  nay  particular  reason  for  it  that  yon  know  ?  ' ' 

"Yon  have  aaked  a  very  puzzling  questioD,"  he  rapliad,  "and 
I  hardly  know  how  Ut  answer  it.  Nine  geologists  ont  of  ten  will 
tell  you  tbat  basalt  la  lava  cooled  under  pressure.  But  I  ham 
seen  it  in  places  where  that  iolntioa  was  quite  itiappU«aU«. 
However,  I  can  tell  yon  that  the  same  cansa  which  set  tbeu 
pillars  here,  to  wall  the  river,  piled  up  yon  Organ-btll.  prodttoed 
the  caves  of  Widderin,  the  great  crat«r-hollow  of  Uiragisb,  and 
accommodated  us  with  that  brtek  little  earthquake  which  we  lelt 
jost  now.  For  you  know  that  we  mortals  stand  only  on  a  thin 
crast  of  cooled  matter,  but  beneath  onr  feet  is  all  mott«n  metal." 

"  I  wish  you  could  give  us  a  lectnro  on  these  things,  Doctor," 
I  said. 

"  To-morrow,"  said  he,  "  let  os  ride  forth  to  Mimgiab  and  have 
a  picnic.  There  I  will  give  you  a  little  sketch  of  the  origin  of 
that  hill." 

In  boat  of  the  Brentwoods'  honse  the  plains  stretched  away  for 
a  d02en  miles  or  so,  a  bare  sheet  of  graas  with  no  timber,  grey  in 
sammer,  green  in  winter.  About  five  miles  off  it  began  to  roll 
into  great  waves,  and  then  heaved  op  into  a  high  bald  hill,  a  lo&y 
dovrn,  capped  with  black  rocks,  bearing  in  its  side  a  vast  round 
hollow,  at  the  bottom  of  which  was  a  little  Hwomp,  perfectly  cir- 
cular, fringed  witli  a  ring  of  white  gum-trees,  standing  in  ench  nn 
eiact  circle  that  it  was  hard  to  persuade  oneself  that  they  were 
not  planted  by  the  hand  of  man.  This  was  the  crater  of  Uie  old 
volcano.  Had  you  stood  in  it  you  would  have  remarked  that  one 
side  was  a  shelving  steep  bank  of  short  grasa,  while  the  other 
reared  up  some  five  hundred  fe*t,  a  precipice  of  fire-eaten  rock. 
At  one  end  the  lip  had  broken  down,  pouring  a  torrent  of  lava, 
now  fertjle  ^uss-lajid,  over  tba  sun-ounding  country,  which  little 
gap  gave  one  a  delicious  bit  of  blue  distance.  All  else,  an  I  said, 
was  a  circular  wall  of  ^ass,  rock,  and  tumbled  slag. 

This  was  Mimgish.     And  the  day  after  the  earthquake  tfaei9^ 
■  fitish  einption  in  the  crater.      An  ernption  of  horsemen 
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hoTBevomon.     An  emption  of  tolli,  kngbter,  pbk -bonnets,  kiuTea  I 
and  forks,  and  champagne.     Many  a  pleasant  echo  came  ringing 
back  from  the  old  volcanD-waltB  overhead,  onl;  nsed  for  bo  manj 
ages  to  hear  the  irild  rattle  of  the  thnnder  and  the  scream  of  the 
hongry  eagle. 

Was  ever  a  poor  old  n>om-out  graas-gro^ni  volcano  naed  so 
badly?  Here  into  the  very  pit  of  Tophet  had  the  sndacioaa 
Captain  that  very  morning  sent  on  a  spring-cart  of  all  eatables 
and  drinkables,  and  then  had  followed  himself  with  a  dozen  of  bis 
friends,  to  eat  and  drink,  and  talk  and  laugh,  joat  in  the  very 
spot  where  of  old  roared  and  seethed  the  fire  and  brimstone  of 
Erebus. 

Yet  the  good  old  moimtain  was  civil,  for  we  were  not  blown  into 
the  air,  to  be  a  womicg  to  all  people  picnicing  in  high  places ;  but 
when  we  bad  eaten  and  drunk,  and  all  the  ladies  had  separately  and 
collectively  declared  that  tbey  wer»  h>  fond  of  the  smell  of  tobacco 
in  the  open  air,  we  followed  the  Doctor,  who  led  the  way  to  the 
summit  of  the  hill. 

I  anived  Isat,  having  dragged  dear  fat  old  Mrs.  Mayford  up  the 
slippery  eteep.  The  Doctor  had  perched  himgelf  on  the  highest 
lame-worn  crag,  and  when  we  all  bad  groaped  onraelveB  below 
him,  and  while  the  wind  swept  pleasantly  throngh  the  grass,  and 
msbed  hnmming  throngh  the  ancient  rocks,  he  in  a  clear  melo- 
dious voice  thus  began : — 

"  Of  old  the  great  sea  heaved  and  foamed  above  the  gronnd  on 
which  wo  stand ;  aye,  above  this,  and  above  yon  farthest  snowy  I 
peak,  wluch  the  westering  sun  begins  to  tinge  with  crimson.  I 

"  Bat  in  the  lapse  of  ten  thousand  changing  centuries,  the  lower 
deeps,  acted  on  by  some  Plutonic  agency,  began  to  grow  shallow ; 
and  tb«  imprisoned  tides  began  to  foam  and  roar  as  they  straggled 
to  follow  the  moon,  their  leader,  angiy  to  find  that  the  stillness  of 
their  ancient  domain  was  year  by  year  invaded  by  the  ever-rising  land. 

"  At  that  time,  had  man  been  on  the  eortb  to  sue  it,  thoee 
towering  Alps  were  a  cluster  of  lofly  islands,  each  mountain  pass 
which  divides  them  was  a  tide-swept  fiord,  in  and  out  of  which, 
twice  in  the  day,  age  after  age,  rashed  the  sea,  bringing  down 
those  vast  piles  of  wat«r-wom  gravel  which  yon  see  accnmnlated, 
and  now  covered  with  dense  vegetation,  at  the  mouth  of  each 
great  valley. 

"  So  twenty  thousand  years  went  on,  and  all  this  fair  champaign 
coimliy  which  we  overlook  became,  first  a  saud-bank.  then  a  dreary 
stretch  of  salt- saturated  desert,  and  then,  as  the  roar  of  the  re- 
tiring ocean  grew  fainter  and  fainter,  began  to  anstaiu  such  vi^e* 
tfttion  as  the  Lord  thought  St. 
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"  A  thousand  years  are  bat  as  yesterday  to  Him,  and  I 
yon  no  notion  &i  to  how  many  hundred  thousand  yearB  it  tocJ: 
do  uU  tliia  i  or  nhat  prodactions  covered  the  (a«e  of  the  conntnr. 
It  must  hare  been  a  miserably  poor  region :  nothing  but  the  debris 
of  granite,  Bandet^ne,  and  slate  ;  perhaps  here  and  there  partially 
fertilised  by  rotting  sea-weed,  dead  fish  and  shells ;  things  which 
wonld,  we  may  assume,  have  ap^ared  and  Nourished  aa  the  w&ter 
grew  ahallower. 

"  New  etemonta  were  wanting  to  make  the  country  avallahle  for 
man,  so  seen  to  appear  in  his  n^jeety ;  and  now  elemenU  weru 
forthcoming.  The  internal  fires  so  long  imprisoned  beneath  Lbe 
weight  of  the  incnmbent  earth,  having  done  their  duty  in  raising 
the  continent,  began  to  find  vent  in  eveiy  weak  spot  caused  by  iia 
elevation. 

"  Here,  where  we  stand,  in  this  great  crack  between  the  granite 
and  the  eundstone,  they  broke  ont  with  all  their  wildest  tarj;  hurl- 
ing stones  high  in  the  air,  making  midday  dark  with  donda  of 
ashes,  and  pouring  streams  of  lava  far  and  wide. 

"  60  the  country  was  desobted  by  volcanoes,  but  only  desolated 
that  it  might  grow  greener  and  richer  than  ever,  with  a  new  and 
hitherto  unknown  fertihty ;  for,  as  the  surface  of  the  lava  disinte- 
grated, a  new  soil  was  found,  containing  all  the  elements  of  the  old 
one,  and  many  more.  These  are  your  black  clay,  and  your  red 
burnt  Boil,  which,  1  take  it,  are  some  of  the  richest  in  the  world. 

"  Then  our  old  volcano,  our  familiar  Mimgish,  in  whose  crater 
we  have  been  feasting,  grew  still  for  a  time,  for  many  ages  probably ; 
but  after  that  I  see  the  traees  of  another  eruption;  the  worst, 
perhaps,  that  he  ever  accomplished. 

"fie  had  exhausted  himself,  and  gradually  subsided,  leaving  a 
perfect  cup  or  crater,  the  accumnlation  of  the  ashes  of  a  hundred 
eruptions ;  nay,  even  this  may  have  been  filled  with  water,  aa  ta 
Mount  Gambler,  which  you  have  not  seen,  forming  a  lake  without 
a  visible  outlet ;  the  water  draining  off  at  that  level  where  the 
looser  Bcoriie  begin. 

"  But  he  burst  out  again,  filling  this  great  hoUow  with  lava, 
the  acoomulatloQ  of  the  molten  matter  broke  through  the 
part  of  the  waU,  and  rolled  away  there,  out  of  that  gap 
northward,  and  formbg  what  you  now  caU  the  '  stony  ri 
taming  yon  creek  into  steam,  which  by  its  explosive  force  formed 
that  fantastic  oap  of  rocks,  and,  eweUing  into  great  hnhblea  under 
the  hot  lava,  made  those  long  undergroand  boUows  which  we  now 
know  09  the  caves  of  Bar-ca-nah. 

"  la  he  asleeri  for  ever  ?  I  know  not.  He  moy  orise  again  in 
bia  wrath  and  fiU  the  land  with  desolation  ;  for  that  earthquake  we 
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fait  Testerdajr  was  bnt  a  wild  throe  of  tlio  giant  Gtmgglmg  to  be 

Let  113  hope  that  he  may  not  break  his  chains,  for  aa  I  stand 
here  gazing  on  those  crimBon  Alps,  the  Bpirit  of  prophecy  is  npcm 
me,  and  I  cau  see  lax  into  the  fature,  and  all  the  desolate  land* 
scape  becomes  peopled  with  busy  figures. 

"  I  see  the  sunny  slopes  below  me  yellow  with  trellissed  vines. 
Tbey  have  gathered  the  vintage,  asd  I  hear  them  singing  at  the 
wine-press.  They  sing  that  the  exhausted  vineyards  of  the  old 
world  yield  no  wine  so  rare,  so  rich,  as  the  fresh  voleanio  slopes 
of  the  Eoulhem  continent,  and  that  the  pmces  of  Ibo  earth  send 
their  wealth  that  their  hearts  may  get  glad  from  the  juice  of  the 
Australian  grapes. 

"  Beyond  I  see  fat  black  ridges  grow  yellow  with  a  thousand 
cornfields.  I  see  a  hundred  happy  bomcHteads,  half-hidden  by 
clustering  wheatstacks.  What  do  they  want  wi I h  all  that  com?. 
Bay  you  :  where  is  their  market  ? 

"There  is  their  market  1  Away  there  on  the  barren  (brert^ 
ranges.  Bee,  the  timber  is  gone,  and  a  city  stands  there  instead. 
What  is  that  on  the  crest  of  the  bill  ?  A  steam-engine :  nay, 
aae,  there  are  five  of  them,  working  night  and  day,  fast  and  busy. 
Their  cranks  gleam  and  flash  under  the  same  moon  that  grew  red 
and  lurid  when  old  Mimgiah  vomited  fire  and  smoke  twenty  tbon- 
sand  years  ago.  Aa  I  hsten  I  can  hear  the  grinding  of  I  he  busy 
qaartz-mUl.  What  are  they  doing  ?  yonaak.  They  are  gold -mining. 

"  They  have  found  gold  here,  and  gold  in  abnndance,  end  hither 
have  come,  by  abip  and  steamship,  all  the  nnfortnnate  of  the  earth. 
The  English  factory  labourer  and  the  farmer-ridden  peasant ;  the 
Irish  paaper ;  the  starved  Scokh  Highlnnder-  I  hear  a  grand 
swelling  chorus  rising  above  the  tnnrmur  of  the  evening  breeze  ; 
that  is  song  by  Oerman  peasants  revelling  in  such  plenty  as  they 
never  knew  before,  yet  still  regretting  fatherland,  and  then  I  hear 
a  burst  of  Italian  melody  replying.  Hungarians  are  not  wanting, 
for  all  the  oppressed  of  the  earth  have  taken  refiige  here,  glorying 
to  live  under  the  free  government  of  BriUun  ;  for  she,  warned  by 
American  experience,  has  granted  to  all  her  colonics  such  rights 
as  the  British  boast  of  possessing." 

I  did  not  underatand  him  then.  But,  since  I  have  seen  the 
hving  wonder  of  Ballarat,  I  understand  him  well  enough. 

He  ceaaed.  But  the  M^or  cried  ont,  "  Go  on,  Doctor,  go  on, 
Look  tarther  yet,  and  tell  us  what  you  see.  Give  us  a  bit  mof« 
poetry  while  your  hand  is  in." 

He  faced  round,  and  I  fancied  I  could  detect 
about  hia  mouth. 
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"I  Bee,"  said  be,  "  A  Tiuon  of  b  natioii,  the  colosj  of 
greatest  race  on  the  earth,  who  b«gaD   their  career  with 
■dTutagei  than  erei  fell  to  the  lot  of  a  jomig  oatioii  jret. 
never  looked  on  them.     Not  theirs  was  the  lot  to  %ht,  lika 
Anurioans,  tbioogb  bankruptcy  and  inexperience  towards  freodoffi 
ftnd  honour.     No.      Freedom  cams  to  tiiem,  HeaTen-seat,  red- 
tape-bound,  straight  from    Downing -street.      MilliooB  of  fertile 
acres,  gold  in  hnshels,  were  theirs,  and  yet " 

"  do  on,"  said  the  Major. 

"I  see  a  vision  of  broken  railway  ucfaeB  and  mined  (arms.  I 
■ee  a  vision  of  a  people  eorfeited  with  prosperity  and  freedom 
grown  factions,  so  that  now  one  party  most  command  a  strong 
minority  ere  they  can  pass  a  law  the  goodneBs  of  which  no  one 
denies.  I  see  a  bankrupt  exoheqncr,  a  drunken  Oovemor,  aa 
Irish  ministry,  a " 

"  Come  down  out  of  that,"  roared  the  M^or,  "  before  I  pnD 
yon  down.  You're  a  pretty  fellow  to  come  ont  for  a  day's 
pleasure  I  Jeremiah  was  a  saint  to  him,"  be  added,  turning 
appealiugly  to  the  rest  of  us.  "  Hear  my  opmion,  '  per  contra,' 
Doctor.     I'll  be  as  near  right  as  yon." 

"  do  OQ,  then,"  said  the  Doctor. 

"  I  Bee,"  began  the  Major,  "  the  Anglo-Saxon  race " 

"Don't  forget  the  Irish,  Jews,  GermanE,  Ohinese,  and  other 
barbarians,"  interrupted  the  Doctor. 

"  Asserting,"  continued  the  Mqor,  ecomfdlly,  "  as  Uiey  always 
do,  their  right  to  all  the  unoccupied  territories  of  the  eartli' 

("  BIftckfellow's  claims  being  ignored,"  interpolated  the  Dool 

"  And  filling  all  the  harbours  of  this  magnificent  country- 

("  Want  to  see  them.") 

"With  their  steamships  and  their  sailing  veasels.  Say 
be  gold  here,  as  I  believe  there  is,  the  time  must  come  when 
mines  will  be  exhausted.  What  then  ?  With  our  cools  we 
supply " 

("  Hewcaetle,"  said  the  Doctor,  again.) 

"  The  British  fleets  in  the  East  Indies " 

"And  compete  with  Borneo,"  said  the  Doctor,  quietly,  "which 
contahui  more  coal  than  ever  India  will  buni,  at  onfr-tcnth  the 
distaooa  from  har  that  we  ore.  If  that  is  a  specimeu  of  your 
prophecies,  M^or,  you  are  but  a  Micaiah.  oiler  all." 

"  Well,"  said  the  Miqor,  laugbiug,  "  1  cazmot  reel  it  off  iftaie 
■0  gnick  as  yoa ;  but  think  we  shall  haidly  haVe  tira«  for  any 
mora  propheinnng ;  the  sun  is  getting  very  ]dw." 

W»  timud  and  looked  to  westward.  The  lofty  rolling  stiow- 
doVni  had  changed  to  dull  lasd-colour,  as  the  snn  went  down  in  • 
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red  hue  Whind  tbem  ;  only  here  and  there  some  little  elevat«d 
pinnacle  would  cateh  Uio  light.  Below  the  mountain  lay  vast 
black  eheets  of  woodland,  and  nearer  still  was  the  river,  marked 
diatinoUv  hy  a  dense  and  rapidly -rising  line  of  fog. 

"  We  are  going  to  have  a  fog  and  a  troat,"  Eoid  the  Mqjor. 
'  We  had  better  hurry  home." 

Behind  all  the  olltere  rode  Alic«,  Sam,  and  myself.  I  was 
fearful  ol  being  "  de  trop,"  hut  when  I  tried  to  get  forward  to  the 
laughing,  chattering  crowd  in  front,  theee  two  yoimg  lovers  r&i§ed 
encb  BD  ontery  that  I  was  fain  to  stay  with  them,  which  I  was 
veil  pleased  to  do. 

Behind  us,  however,  rodo  three  mounted  servants,  two  of  Cap- 
tain Brentwood's,  and  my  man  Oick. 

We  were  almost  in  sight  of  the  river,  nearly  home  in  fact,  when 
there  arose  a  load  lamentation  from  Alice. 

"  Ob,  my  bracelet  I  my  dear  brac«Iet  I    I  have  lost  it." 

"  Have  you  any  idea  where  you  dropped  it  ?  "  I  inquired. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  she  said.  "  I  am  Eure  it  must  hn<ro  been  when  I 
fell  down,  scrambling  up  the  rocks,  just  before  the  Doctor  began 
hie  lecture.  Just  as  I  reached  the  top,  yon  know,  I  fell  doirs, 
ud  I  mnet  have  lost  it  there." 

"  I  will  ride  back  and  find  it,  then,  in  no  time,"  I 
said. 

"  No,  indeed.  Uncle  Jeff,"  said  Bam.     "  I  will  go  back." 

"  1  ase  an  uncle's  authority,"  I  replied,  "and  I  forbid  you. 
That  miserable  old  pony  of  yours,  which  you  have  chosen  to  bring 
ont  to'day,  has  had  quite  work  enoiigh,  without  ten  miles  extra. 
I  condescend  to  no  argument ;  here  1  go." 

I  tnmed,  with  a  kind  look  froia  both  of  them,  but  era  I  had 
gone  t«n  yai'da,  my  een-ant  Dick  was  aloagaide  of  me. 

"  Where  are  yoQ  going,  eir?  "  said  he. 

"  I  am  going  back  to  Mimgish,"  I  replied.  ''  Miss  Alice  has 
dropped  her  bracelet,  and  I  am  going  back  for  it." 

"I  will  come  with  you,  hit,"  he  said. 

"Indeed  no,  Dick;  there  is  no  need.  Go  back  to  your 
■upper,  lad,  I  shan't  he  lon^way." 

"I  am  coming  with  you,  sir,"  be  replied.  "Company  is  a  good 
thing  aomelimes.'* 

"  Well,  boy,  I  said,  if  yon  will  come,  I  shall  b«  glad  of  your 
company;  ao  come  along." 

I  had  notic^  lately  that  Dick  neveT  Ut  me  go  fai  alone,  but 
vould  always  be  with  ma.  It  gave  rise  to  no  fiufrpicion  in  tay 
miu'i.    He  had  bean  tried  too  oft«n  tot  that.     But  stul,  I  thon|^ 
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On  this  occaeion,  we  had  not  lidd^n  hr  before  be  aalud  j 
qnesUon  which  rather  sorprised  me.     He  said, — 

"  Mr.  Hamlyn  ;  do  yon  cany  pUtola  ?  " 

"  Why.  Dick,  boy  ?  "  I  said,  "  why  should  I  ?  " 

"Look  yoQ  here,  iii,  Hamlrn,"  said  he.     "1 
me  ?  " 

"  I  have  tried  yon  for  twen^  yean,  Dick,  and  hare  not  fomid 
yon  wanting." 

"  Ah  1 "  said  he,  "  that's  good  hearing.  You're  a  magistrate, 
sir,  though  only  jost  made.  Bat  yon  know  that  cores  Uka  me, 
that  have  been  in  tronble,  get  hold  of  information  which  yon 
beaks  can't.  And  I  t«U  yon,  air,  there's  bad  times  coming  for 
this  conntry  side.  You  carry  your  pistols,  sir,  and,  what's  more, 
you  UM  'em.     9ee  here." 

He  opened  bis  shirt,  and  showed  me  a  long  ebarp  knife  inside. 

"  That's  what  I  carrioB,  sir,  in  theae  times,  and  yon  ought  to 
carry  ditto,  and  a  brace  of  barkers  besides.  We  shan't  get  back 
to  the  Captain's  to-night." 

We  were  rising  on  the  first  shonlder  of  Mimgiah,  and  dayligbt 
was  rapidly  departing.  I  looked  back.  Nothing  bat  a  vast  sea  of 
fog,  one  snow  peak  rising  from  it  like  an  iceberg  from  a  frozen  sea, 
piercing  the  clear  frosty  air  like  a  crystal  of  lead  and  silver. 

"  We  must  hurry  on,"  I  said,  "or  we  shall  never  have  day- 
light to  find  the  bracelet.  We  shall  never  find  onr  way  home 
through  that  fog,  without  a  breath  of  wind  to  guide  ns.  What 
shall  we  do?" 

"  I  noticed  to-day,  sir,"  said  Dick,  "  a  track  that  crossed  the 
hill  to  the  east ;  if  we  can  get  on  that,  and  keep  on  it,  we  are 
sure  to  get  somewhere.  It  would  be  better  to  follow  that  than  go 
blundering  across  the  plain  through  such  a  mist  as  that." 

As  ho  was  speaking,  we  had  dismounted  and  commenced  our 
search.  In  five  minutes,  so  well  did  onr  recollection  serve  ns, 
Dick  had  got  the  bracelet,  and,  having  moonted  our  horses,  we 
deliberated  what  was  next  to  be  done. 

A  thick  fog  covered  the  whole  country,  and  was  r^idly  creep- 
ing up  to  the  elevation  on  which  we  stood.  To  get  home  over 
the  plains  without  a  compass  seemed  a  hopeless  matt«r.  Bo  w« 
detenninod  to  strike  for  the  track  which  Dick  had  noticed  in  tiw 
morning,  and  get  on  it  before  it  was  dark. 

We  plunged  down  into  the  sea  of  fog,  and,  by  carefully  keeping 
Uie  same  direction,  we  found  our  road.  The  moon  waa  nearly 
full,  which  enabled  ns  to  distinguish  it,  thongh  we  could  never  see 
above  five  yards  in  front  of  us. 

Wd  fbUowcd  the  road  alfove  an  hour ;  then  we  begaa  to  se« 
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ghofltly  tjee-stems  throngh  the  mist.  They  grcn  Uticlier  and 
more  frequent.  Then  we  saw  a  light,  and  at  Inft  rode  up  to  a 
Iint-door,  cheered  b;  the  warm  light,  emanating  &om  a  roaring 
fire  within,  which  poared  through  every  crack  in  the  bonaa-eido, 
and  made  the  very  fog  look  worm. 

I  held  Dick's  borse  while  he  knocked.  The  door  was  opened 
hy  a  wee  feeble  old  man,  about  sixty,  with  a  sharp  clerer  fa«0, 
and  an  iron-grey  rough  head  of  hair. 

"Night,  daddy,"  said  Dick.  "Citn  me  and  my  matter  stay 
hare  to-night  ?  We're  all  abroad  in  this  fog.  The  govenior  will 
leave  aomething  handsome  behind  in  the  monitng,  old  party,  I 
know."     (This  latter  was  in  a  whisper.) 

"  Canat  thon  stay  here,  say'st  then  ?  "  replied  the  old  fellow. 
'■  In  coarse  thon  canst.  But  thy  master's  money  may  bide  in  a'a 
pouch.  Get  thy  saddles  off,  lad,  and  come  in;  'tis  a  emittle 
night  for  rhenmaticB." 

I  helped  Dick  to  take  off  the  aaddles,  and,  having  hobbled  our 
horses  with  stirrup-leathers,  we  went  in. 

Our  little  old  fhend  was  tbe  hut-keeper,  as  I  saw  at  &  glance. 
The  ahepherd  was  sitting  on  a  block  before  the  Ore,  in  his  shirt, 
smoking  his  pipe  and  warming  his  legs  preparatory  lo  turning  in. 

I  nnderatood  bim  in  a  moment,  as  I  then  thought  (Iboogh  I 
was  much  deceived).  A  short,  wiry,  black-headed  man,  with  a 
cnnning  face — convict  all  over.  He  rose  as  we  came  in,  and  gave 
ns  good  evening.  I  begged  bo  wonld  not  disturb  himself ;  so  bo 
moved  bis  block  into  the  comer,  and  smoked  away  with  tb&t  lazy 
indifference  that  only  a  shepherd  is  m&ster  of. 

But  tbe  old  man  began  bustling  about.  He  made  us  sit  down 
before  the  fire,  and  mako  ourselvee  comfortable.  He  never 
ceaaed  talking. 

"I'll  get  ye  lads  some  supper  just  now,"  eoid  he.  "There'stiA 
but  twa  bunks  i'  the  but ;  so  master  and  man  must  lie  o'  the  fiocr, 
'leas  indeed  the  boss  lies  in  my  bed,  which  he's  welcome  to. 
We've  a  plenty  blankets,  though,  and  sheepskins.  We'll  mok  ye 
comfortable,  boya.  There's  a  miokle  back  log  o'  the  fire,  and 
ye'll  lie  warm,  I'se  warrant  ye.  There's  cowd  beef,  sir  (to  me), 
and  good  breed,  no'  to  mind  hoggins  o'  lea.  Ye'U  be  comfort- 
able, will  ye.     What's  yer  name?  " 

"  Hamlyn,"  I  said. 

"  Oh,  ayl  Ye're  Hamlyn  and  Stockbridgel  I  Iten  ye  well ; 
I  kenned  yer  partner :  a  good  man — a  very  good  man,  a  man  o' 
l«n  thousand.  He  was  put  down  up  north.  A  bad  job,  a  very 
bod  job  1  Ye  gat  t«nible  vengeance,  though.  He  hewed  Ags^ 
~  '  « I  I'  Q«T6mor  op  uiera  to  Bydn^  was  wild  uigry  at 
84 
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wbat  ye  did,  bat  be  dar«na'  aay  mvcli.    He  knew  that  t 
man's  heart  went  with  yo.     It  were  the  sword  of  the  Lonl  i 
Gideon  that  ye  fonght  with !     Ye  aftred  msDj  good  Itrea  I 
mid  of  yours  after  Stockbiidge  was  killed.     The  denk  i 
leBSon,  and  J6  gar'd  them  read  one  wi'  a  vfingeaaoe  )  " 

During  this  speech,  which  was  uttered  in  a  series  of  tntv- 
jectionSi  he  had  made  our  snpper,  and  drawn  liack  to  tba  ba. 
The  shepherd  had  tmnbled  into  his  blankets,  and  waa  Bbatia§- 
The  old  man,  having  cleared  away  the  Uungs,  came  a&d  * 
eat  down  bedde  ns.  The  present  of  a  £g  of  tobaeeo  wui  hii 
Iioart  utterly,  and  he,  having  cut  tip  a  pipeful,  began  ta&tng 

"Why,"  said  he,  "it's  the  real  Barret's  twiat — theretjmi 
article  I  Eh,  master,  ye're  book-learned  :  do  yon  ken  wbere  thii 
grows  ?  It  mnst  be  a  fine  country  to  bring  up  sneh  backer  at 
this  ;  some  o'  they  Palm  Idea,  I  reckon." 

"Virginia,"  I  told  him,  "  or  Carolina,  one  of  the  finest  eoiutoei 
in  the  world,  where  they  bold  slaves." 

"Ah,"  said  be,  "  they  couldn't  get  while  men  to  toeaa  witli 
backer  and  such  in  a  hot  country,  and  in  course,  every  one  knim 
that  blacks  won't  work  tilt  they're  made.  That'a  why  they 
bothers  themselves  with  'em,  I  reckon.  But,  Lord  I  tliej  are 
uBeloBB  traah,  Wliite  convicts  is  useless  enough;  '' '  *  ""^ 
black  niggers  must  be  I  " 

How  about  the  gentleman    in   bed?   I  thought;    but  | 
snoring  comfortably. 

"  I  am  Q  free  man,  rnvself,"  continued  the  old  n 
did  anght,  ay,  or  thought  o'  doing  aught,  that  an  honest  i 
should  not  do.  But  I've  liTsd  among  coDvicts  twentj  odd  year, 
and,  do  you  know,  sir,  sometimes  I  hardly  know  richt  fi-ae  mang. 
Botnctimes  I  xce  things  that  whiles  I  tjiink  I  should  inform  of, 
Bud  then  the  devil  comes  and  t«lls  me  it  would  be  disfaononreble. 
And  then  I  believe  him  till  the  time's  gone  by,  and  after  that  I 
am  miserable  in  my  conscience.  80  I  haven't  on  eaey  time  of  it, 
though  I  have  good  times,  and  money  to  spare." 

I  was  getting  fond  of  the  fconest,  talkative  old  fellow ;  eo  when 
Bick  asked  bim  if  he  wanted  to  turn  in,  and  he  answered  no,  I 
was  well  pleased. 

"  Can't  you  pitch  us  a  yam,  daddy?"  said  Dick.  "Tell  as 
Eomething  about  the  old  country.  I  ehoold  like  well  to  hear  what 
you  were  at  home." 

"I'U  pitch  ya  a  ^mm,  lad,"  he  replied,  "if  the  master  don't  want 
to  turn  in.  I'm  fond  of  talking.  All  old  men  ere,  I  think,"  ha 
eaid,  appealing  to  me.     "  The  time'?  coming,  ye  see,  whwi  the 
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gift  of  speech  will  be  gone  from  me.  It's  a  gre&t  gift.  But 
happen  we  won't  Iobo  it  after  all." 

I  said.  "  No,  that  I  thought  not ;  that  I  thought  on  the  other 
side  of  ihe  grave  we  ebould  both  speak  and  hear  of  higher  ihinga 
than  we  did  in  the  fleeb." 

"  Happen  BO,"  said  he  ;  "I  think  eo  too,  sometime.  I'll  give 
ye  my  yam ;  I  have  told  it  oden.  Howaoever,  neither  o'  ye  have 
heard  it,  so  ye're  the  luckier  that  I  teU  it  better  by  frequent  re- 
petition.    Here  it  is ; — 

"I  wan  a  collier  lad.  always  lean,  and  not  well  favoured,  though 
I  was  active  and  strong.  I  was  small  too,  and  that  set  my  father's 
heart  agia  me  somewhat,  for  he  was  a  gran'  man,  and  a  mighty 
fighter. 

"  But  my  elder  brother  Jack,  he  was  a  mighty  fellow,  God  bless 
bim  ;  and  when  he  was  eighteen  he  weighed  twelve  stone,  and  was 
eammg  man's  wages,  tho'  that  I  was  hnrr)-ing  still.  I  saw  that 
bther  loved  bim  better  than  mo,  anci  whiles  tliat  vexed  me,  but 
inost  times  it  didn't,  for  I  cared  about  the  lad  aa  well  as  father 
did,  and  he  liked  me  the  same.  He  never  went  far  without  me : 
and  whether  he  fought,  or  whether  be  drank,  I  nrast  be  wi'  Lim 
and  help. 

"  Well,  BO  we  went  on  till,  as  I  said,  I  was  seventeen,  and  he 
eighteen.  We  never  bad  a  word  till  then  ;  we  were  as  brothers 
should  be.  Bnt  at  this  time  we  had  a  quarrel,  the  first  we  ever 
had ;  ay,  and  the  laat,  for  we  got  something  to  mind  this  one  by. 

' '  We  both  worked  in  the  name  pit.  It  was  the  Southstone  Pit ; 
happen  you've  heard  of  it.  No  ?  Well,  these  thinga  get  soon 
ftirgot.     Father  had  be<'n  an  overman  there,  but  was  doing  better 

»  abore  ground.     He  and  mother  kept  a  bit  shop,  and  made 

ney. 

"  There  was  a  fair  in  our  village,  a  poor  thing  enough ;  bnt 
men  we  boys  were  children  we  nsed  to  look  forward  to  it  devMi 

mtbs  oat  o'  twelve,  and  the  day  it  came  ronnd  we  used  to 
}  to  fatto-,  and  get  sixpence,  or  happen  a  shilling  apiece  to 

md. 

"  Well,  time  went  on  till  we  cam«  to  earn  money ;  but  still  wo 

_it  np  the  custom,  and  went  to  the  aid  man  reg'lar  for  our  tairiu', 

d  be  used  to  laugb  and  ch&S  as  as  Im'd  give  ua  a  fourpeimy  or 
l>tnoh,  and  we  liked  the  joke  as  well  a»  be. 

"  Well,  this  time — it  waa  in  '12,  just  after  the  comet,  jost  tba 
worst  times  at  tbe  war,  the  fair  came  round  24th  of  Uay,  I  wdl 
remember,  and  we  went  in  to  t^e  old  man  to  get  snmmnt  to  tpvai — 


I 
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"  He'd  lost  money,  hoA  been  vexed  ;  bo  irben  Jaek  ukM  )m 
far  hU  fairm'  he  gi'ed  him  five  Hhillin',  and  said,  '  m  go  lo^ 
tint  what  my  handsome  boy  shan't  have  smnmat  to  trett  Us  faiadi 
to  beer.'  Bnt  when  I  axed  him,  be  said,  'Earn  man's  wtfn 
and  thee'il  get  a  man's  fiurin','  and  heaved  a  penny  at  me. 

"  That  made  me  wild  mad,  I  tell  yon.  I  trasn't  only  aagij  wi' 
tbft  old  man,  but  1  vroa  mad  wi'  Jack,  poor  lad  I  'Tbe  denial 
jealonsy  had  got  into  me,  and,  instead  of  kielung  him  out  I  snmd 
faim.  I  ran  out  o'  the  honse,  ajid  avsy  into  the  fair,  aod  drudt, 
and  fought,  and  swore  like  a  mad  one. 

"I  «as  in  one  of  the  dancing  booths,  half  drunk,  sad  k 
yonng  feUow  came  to  me,  and  etud,  '  Where  has  thee  been  ?  £)» 
tbae  know  thy  brother  has  fooghten  Jim  Perry,  and  beala 
him?' 

"  I  felt  like  crying,  to  think  my  brother  had  foagbt,  and  I  not 
there  to  sot  him  up.  But  I  swore,  and  said,  '  I  wish  Jim  Poij 
had  killed  nn ; '  and  then  I  sneaked  off  home  to  bed,  and  awA 
like  a  lass. 

"  And  next  morning  I  was  np  before  him,  and  down  tbo  pit 
He  worked  a  good  pieee  from  me,  so  I  did  not  see  him,  and  itetme 
on  nigh  nine  o'clock  before  I  b^an  to  wonder  why  Ute  tiewtt 
hnd  not  been  round,  for  I  had  heard  say  there  wb£  a  fool  [daHed 
into  by  some  of  them,  and  at  sach  times  the  viewer  generuy  ]oclks 
into  every  comer. 

"  Well,  about  nine,  the  viewer  and  nnderviewer  came  op  with 
the  overman,  and  stood  talking  alongside  of  me,  when  there  eani* 
a  something  sndden  and  sharp,  as  tho'  one  had  boxed  jonr  ear?, 
and  then  a  '  whiz,  whiz,'  and  the  viewer  stumbled  a  one  side,  and 
cried  out,  '  God  save  us ! ' 

"  I  hardly  knew  what  had  happened  till  I  heard  him  sio^ng 
out  clear  and  firm,  'Come  here  to  me,  you  lads;  com«  ben. 
Keep  steady,  and  we'll  be  all  right  yet.'  Then  I  know  it  was  a 
fire,  and  a  sharp  one,  and  began  crying  out  for  Jack. 

"  I  heard  him  calling  for  me,  and  then  he  ran  np  and  got  bold 
of  me  :  and  so  ended  the  only  quarrel  we  ever  bad,  and  that  wu 
a  one- sided  ono. 

"  '  Are  you  all  here  ? '  said  the  viewer.  '  Now  follow  ma,  Bod 
if  we  meet  the  afterdamp  bold  your  breath  and  run.  I  am  afrud 
it's  a  bad  job,  but  we  may  get  through  yet.' 

"  We  had  not  gone  fi%  yards  before  we  came  on  the  aftenUmp, 
filling  the  headway  like  smoke.  Jack  and  I  took  hold  of  taeh 
other's  collars  and  ran,  bnt  before  we  were  half  wa^  throogh,  ha 
fall.  I  kept  good  hold  of  his  shirt,  and  dragged  hun  on  on  tha 
ground.    I  fdt  as  strong  as  a  horse ;  and  in  ten  aeconda.  vhkh 
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eeonied  (o  me  Uu  ten  boors,  I  dragged  him  out  under  the  ahafl 
into  dear  air.  At  first  I  thoaght  he  waa  dead,  bat  be  was  etUl 
alive,  and  very  Uttls  of  tbat.  His  beart  beat  very  slow,  and  I 
tbongbt  be'd  die  ;  bat  I  knew  if  ho  got  clear  air  that  be  might 
come  round. 

"  When  we  had  gotten  to  the  shaft  bottom  ne  found  it  ail  fall  of 
Bmoke ;  the  waft  bod  gone  etraigbt  up,  and  tbej'  on  the  top  told  na 
after  that  oU  the  earth  round  woa  shook,  and  the  black  smoke  and 
oool-dust  flew  up  OS  though  from  a  gun-barrel.  Any  way  it  waa 
strong  enough  to  carry  away  the  machine,  60  we  waited  there  ten 
minutes  and  wouderod  the  basket  did  not  come  down  ;  but  they 
above,  meanwhile,  were  rigging  a  rope  to  an  old  horse-whim, 
and  08  tbey  could  not  get  borsea,  the  men  run  the  poles  round 
themselves , 

"  But  we  at  the  bottom  know  nothing  of  oil  this.  There  were 
thirty  or  so  in  the  sLofl  bottom,  standing  there,  dripping  wet  wi' 
water,  and  shouting  for  the  others,  who  never  came ;  now  the 
smoke  began  to  show  in  the  west  drive,  and  we  knew  the  mine 
was  fired,  and  yet  we  heard  nought  from  those  above. 

"  But  what  I  minded  most  of  all  was,  tiat  Jack  was  getting 
better.  I  knew  we  could  not  weU  be  lost  right  under  the  shaft,  so 
I  did  not  swear  and  go  on  like  some  of  them,  because  tbey  did  not 
mind  UB  above,  When  the  basket  cnme  down  at  last,  I  and  Jock 
went  up  among  the  first,  and  there  I  saw  such  a  sight,  lad,  as  ye'll 
never  see  till  ye  see  a  colliery  eiploBJon.  There  were  hundreds 
and  hnndreds  Uiere.  Most  had  got  friends  or  Un  m  tlie  pit,  and 
as  each  man  come  up,  bis  wife  or  his  mother  would  sei2e  bold  of 
him  and  carry  on  tembto. 

"But  the  worst  were  they  whose  hnebands  and  sons  never  come 
up  again,  and  they  were  many;  for  out  of  one  hundred  and  thirty' 
one  men  in  the  pit,  only  thirty-nine  came  up  alive.  Directly  we 
come  to  bank,  I  saw  father ;  he  was  first  among  them  tbat  wero 
helping,  workhtg  like  a  horse,  and  directing  everything.  When  be 
saw  UB,  be  said,  '  Thank  the  Lord,  there's  my  tno  boys.  I  am 
not  a  loser  to-day  I '  and  came  running  to  us,  and  helped  me  to 
carry  Jack  down  the  bank.  He  was  very  weak  and  sick,  but  the 
air  freshened  him  up  wonderful. 

"  I  told  father  all  about  it,  and  he  said,  '  I've  been  wrong,  and 
thon'st  been  wrong.  Don't  thou  get  angry  for  nothing ;  then  hast 
mo  a  man's  work  to-day,  ai  all  evunts.  Now  ixmie  and  bear  a 
T'owd  'ooman  wUl  minJ  the  lad.' 

'  We  nent  bock  to  the  jiit's  moutti  ;  the  men  were  tearing  round 
Q  taster  than  horses  would  a'  done  it.  And  first  amongst 
iras  old  Mrs.  Cobley,  wi'  her  long  grey  hoii  down  her  back, 
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doing  the  work  o'  three  mea ;  &a  her  two  boja  were  dawn  still,  and 
I  knew  for  one  th&l  they  were  not  with  as  at  the  bottom :  bat  when 
the  basket  came  np  with  the  Uet,  and  her  two  boya  missing,  ah* 
went  across  to  the  nuuter,  and  aaked  him  what  he  was  going  to 
do,  as  quiet  as  possible. 

'*  He  said  he  was  going  to  ask  aome  men  to  go  down,  and  my 
father  volunteered  to  go  at  once,  and  eight  more  went  with  him. 
They  were  soon  up  again,  and  reported  that  all  the  mine  was 
foil  of  smoke,  and  no  one  had  dared  leave  the  shaft  bottom  iRj 
yards. 

" '  It's  dear  «iioogb,  the  mine's  fir><d,  sir,'  said  my  father  to 
the  owner.     '  They  that's  down  are  dead.     Bettur  close  it,  air.' 

"  *  What  I '  screamed  old  Mrs.  Cohley,  *  close  the  pit,  ye  dog, 
and  my  hoys  down  there  ?  Yu  wouldn't  do  such  a  thing,  muter 
dear?  '  she  continoed  ;  '  ye  couldn't  do  it.'  Many  others  were 
wild  when  they  heard  the  thing  proposed  ;  bnt  while  they  raved 
and  argaed,  the  pit  began  to  send  np  a  reek  of  smoke  like  tha 
moutli  of  hell,  and  then  the  master  gave  orders  to  close  tba  ahaA, 
and  a  hundred  women  knew  they  were  widows,  and  want  weeping 
home. 

"  And  Jack  got  well.  And  after  the  old  man  died,  we  came  out 
here.  Jack  has  gotten  a  pablic-hoose  in  Yass,  and  next  year 
I  shall  go  home  and  Uve  with  him. 

"  And  that's  the  yam  about  the  fire  at  the  Sonthstouo  Pit." 

We  applauded  tt  highly,  and  af^r  a  time  began  to  talk  about 
lying  down,  when  on  a  sudden  we  heard  a  noise  of  horses'  feet 
outside ;  then  the  door  was  opened,  and  in  came  a  stranger. 

He  was  a  stranger  to  me,  bnt  not  to  my  servant,  who  I  could 
see  recognised  him,  though  hs  gave  no  sign  of  it  in  words.  I  also 
stored  at  him,  for  he  was  the  handsomest  young  man  I  had  ever 

Handsome  as  an  Apollo,  beautiful  as  a  leopard,  but  witli  such  a 
peculiar  style  of  beauty,  that  whc-n  you  looked  at  him  you  instinc- 
tively felt  at  your  side  for  a  weapon  of  defence,  for  amore  reelcleas, 
dangerous  looking  man  I  never  yet  set  eyes  on.  And  while  I 
looked  at  him  I  recognised  him.  I  had  seen  his  face,  or  one  like 
it,  before,  often,  often.  And  it  seemed  as  though  I  had  known 
him  just  as  he  stood  thcie,  years  and  years  ago,  on  the  other  side 
of  the  world.  I  was  almost  certain  it  was  so,  and  yet  he  seemed 
barely  twenty.  It  was  an  iniposaibili^,  and  yet  as  I  looked  I 
grew  every  moment  more  certam. 

Ue  dashed  in  in  an  insolent  way.  "  J  am  going  to  qaaittf 
here  to-night  and  chance  it,"  he  said.     "HiJlol   Didc,  119 
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le  I  Yon  here  ?  And  what  may  yonr  name  be,  old  cocV.  ?  " 
e  added,  tonimg  to  me,  now  seeing  me  indtBtinctl;  for  the  first 

10,  for  I  WB3  sitting  back  in  the  ekadow. 

"  My  name  ia  Geofliy  Hamljii,  I  am  a  Justice  of  tie  Peace, 
■nd  I  am  at  your  service,"  I  eaid.  "  Now  perhaps  yoa  will fayonr 
me  with  your  name  ?  " 

The  yoimg  gentleman  did  not  seem  lo  like  coming  ho  eaddenly 
into  close  proximity  with  a  "  beak,"  and  answered  defiantly, — 

"Charles  Satlon  is  tuy  name,  and  I  don't  know  as  there's 
anything  ogaiust  me  at  present." 

"  Sutton,"  I  said  ;  "  Button  ?  I  don't  know  the  name.  No, 
I  have  nothing  against  you,  except  that  you  don't  appear  very 
civil." 

Soon  aller  I  roUdd  myself  in  a  blanket  and  lay  down.  Dick 
lay  at  right  angles  to  me,  his  feet  nearly  touching  mine.  Ha 
began  snoring  heavily  almost  immediatoly,  and  just  when  I  was 
gaing  to  give  h'"n  a  kick,  and  toll  him  not  to  make  such  a  row,  I 
felt  him  give  me  a  good  sharp  shove  widi  the  heel  of  bis  boot,  by 
iriiich  I  understood  that  he  was  awake,  and  meant  to  keep  awake, 
aa  he  did  not  approve  of  the  strangers. 

I  WS3  anxious  about  oor  horses,  yet  in  &  short  time  I  could 
keep  awake  no  longer.  I  slept,  and  when  I  next  woke,  I  beard 
Toices  whispering  eagerly  together.  I  silently  turned,  so  that  I 
could  Bee  whence  the  voices  came,  and  perceived  the  hut-keeper 
Bitting  np  in  bed,  in  close  confabulation  with  the  stranger. 

"  Those  two  rascals  are  plotting  Boine  villainy,"  Isaid  tomyself; 
"  somebody  will  be  minus  a  horse  shortly,  I  expect."  And  then  I 
fell  asleep  again  ;  and  when  I  awoke  it  was  broad  day. 

I  found  the  yonng  man  was  gone,  and,  what  pleased  me  better 
etiU,  had  not  taken  either  of  our  horses  with  him.  So,  when  wa 
had  taken  aome  breakfast,  we  started,  and  1  lefl  the  kind  htUe  old 
man  something  to  remember  me  by. 

We  had  not  ridden  a  hundred  yards,  before  I  turned  to  Diok 
and  suld,~ 

"  How  mind  ;  I  don't  want  you  to  tell  me  anything  you  don't 
like,  bnt  pray  relieve  my  mind  on  one  point.  ^Vho  was  that  young 
man  ?     Have  I  ever  seen  him  before  ?  " 

"  I  think  not,  sir ;  bnt  I  can  explain  how  you  oome  to  think  yon 
have.  You  remember,  sir,  that  I  knew  all  about  Mrs.  Hawker's 
history?" 

"Yea!  yes  I     Oo  on." 

"  That  young  fellow  is  George  Hawker's  son." 

It  came  upon  me  like  a  thunderbolt.  This,  then,  was  the  illegi- 
e  aou  Uiat  be  had  by  his  cousin  Ellen.    Oh  miserabla  cbUd 
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of  tin  sod  Ekuoe  I  to  wbat  end,  I  wondered,  bul  lie  beea  wred  tfll 

now? 

We  sliall  aM  soon.  Ueauwbile  I  tamed  to  my  COtafUa/m  md 
said,  "  Tell  me  bow  he  uaine  to  be  here." 

"  Why  jrou  aee,  iir,  be  weot  on  in  bla  father's  vk;b,  and  got 
lagged.  He  found  bis  father  ont  hb  soon  as  he  vas  free,  whids 
wun't  long  first,  for  be  la  mortal  cmuiing,  and  ^oe  then  tlieY  two 
hftTe  stuck  togetjier.  Moat  times  the;  qsairel,  and  sometiines  tlie; 
figbt,   but  they  sre   never  far  apart.      Hawker  luo't    fiu-   off 

DOW." 

"  Now,  sir,"  he  continued,  "  I  am  going  to  tell  toq  Bomelhing 
which,  if  it  ever  leaks  out  of  your  lips  again,  in  such  a  waj  as  to 
show  where  it  came  from,  will  end  my  life  as  sure  as  if  I  was  bung. 
You  remember  three  months  ago  that  a  boatful  of  men  were  sup- 
posed  to  have  landed  from  Cockatoo  ?  " 

"Yes,"  I  said,  "I  heard  it  from  Mtgor  Bncklev.  But  the 
police  hare  been  scouring  in  till  directions,  and  can  find  nothing 
of  them.  My  opinion  is  that  the  boat  was  capsized,  and  Qmy 
were  all  drowned,  and  that  the  surf  piled  the  boat  over  with  sea- 
weed.    Depend  on  it  they  did  not  loud." 

"  Depend  on  it  the;  did,  sir  ;  those  men  are  safe  and  well,  and 
ready  for  any  mischief.  Hawker  was  on  the  look-out  for  them,  and 
tbay  all  stowed  away  till  the  poLce  cleared  off,  vbich  they  did  last 
week.  There  will  be  mischief  noon.  There;  I  have  told  yon 
enough  to  cut  my  throat,  and  I'll  tell  yon  more,  and  conrinoe  JOB 
that  I  am  right.  That  shepheril  at  whose  hntwe  stayed  last  night 
was  one  of  them;  that  fellow  was  the  celebrated  Captain  Mike. 
What  do  you  think  of  that?  " 

I  shuddered  as  I  heard  the  name  of  that  fell  ruffian,  and  thought 
that  I  had  slept  in  the  bat  with  liim.     But  when  I  rememberud 
how  he  was  whispering  with  the  stranger  in  the  middle  c*  " 
night,  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that  serious  mischief  was  b; 
ood  pushed  on  through  the  fog,  which  still  continued  ft 
ever,  and,  guided  by  some  directions  from  the  old  hnt-k 
got  to  Captain  Brentwood's  about  ten  o'clock,  and  told  I 
the  MqJDT  the  night's  Fidventur«>B. 

We  three  armed  ourselves  secretly  and  quietly,  and  went  back 
to  the  hnt  with  the  determinBtion  of  getting  possession  of  the 
person  of  the  shepherd  Mike,  who,  were  he  the  man  Dick  aceused 
him  of  being,  would  have  been  a  prize  indeed,  being  one  of  the 
leading  Van  Piemen's  Land  rangers,  and  one  of  the  men  reported 
as  missing  by  Captain  Blockstrop. 

"  fJu|>|>osc,"  said  Captain  Brentwood,  "  that  we  seize  the  fellow, 
and  it  isn't  him  ait«r  all  7  " 


emembaTBd        , 
Idle  of4h^^ 

d  him  il^^^ 
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*'Tben,"  uud  thd  Miyor,  "an  Mtioa  for  false  impiisonmeut 
would  lie,  Bit,  decidedly.     But  we  will  chance  it." 

And  when  we  got  t^era  we  belw  the  old  hut-keeper,  he  of  the 
colliery  exploeton  experiences,  shepherding  the  sheep  himself,  and 
fbimd  that  the  man  we  were  in  search  of  bod  kft  the  hut  that 
morning,  apparently  to  take  the  sheep  out.  But  that  going  out 
about  eleveu  the  old  man  had  found  tbem  still  in  the  yard,  whereby 
he  concluded  that  the  shepherd  was  gone,  which  proved  to  be  the 
case.  And  making  fuither  Inquiries  we  fouud  that  the  shepherd 
had  only  been  hired  a  month  previously,  aud  no  man  knew  whence 
he  came  :  all  of  which  seemed  to  confirm  Dick's  stoiy  wouderfully, 
and  made  na  exceseively  uneasy.  And  in  the  end  the  Mtger  aaked 
me  U>  prolong  my  visit  for  a  tiiiie  and  keep  my  servant  with  me,  as 

I  every  hand  was  of  use ;  and  so  it  fell  out  that  I  happened  to  be 
^reseat  at  aud  chronicle  all  which  follows. 
been  erratic  and  irregular ;  although  w 
disappearing  for  a  long  time  (like  Tout  Troubridge) ;  and,  although 
we  have  had  another  entirely  new,  coming  bobbing  np  in  the 
manner  of  Punch's  victims,  nneipectcd,  and  apparently  unwanted ; 
although,  1  say,  the  course  of  this  story  may  have  been  ill-arranged 
in  the  highest  degree,  and  you  may  have  been  continually  coming 
across  some  one  in  Vol.  U.  who  forced  you  to  go  back  to  Vol.  I. 
to  find  out  who  he  was ;  yd,  on  the  whole,  we  have  got  on 
pleasantly  enough  as  things  go.  Now,  I  am  sorry  to  say  I  havo 
lo  record  two  or  three  fearful  catastrophes.  The  events  of  the 
seit  mouth  are  seldom  alluded  lo  by  any  of  those  persons  men- 
tioned in  the  preceding  pages ;  they  are  too  painful.  I  remark 
that  the  Lucknow  and  Cawnpore  men  don't  much  like  talking 
about  the  afiairs  of  that  terrible  six  weeks ;  much  for  the  same 

L^^e&son,  I  suspect,  as  we,  going  over  our  old  recollections,  always 

^^Bknit  the  occurreuces  of  this  lamentable  spring. 

^^H  Tlie  tacis  contained  in  the  latter  end  of  Uiis  chapter  I  got  from 

^^BB  Oaol  Cbaplaia  at  Bydney. 
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The  Majot,  tb«  Captam,  and  I,  got  home  to  dinner,  confinned 
ia  our  Baspicions  that  mischief  was  abroad,  and  very  vexed  at 
having  missed  the  man  we  treat  in  search  of.  Both  Mis.  Bncitl?; 
and  Alice  noticed  that  aomet^iing  was  wrong,  but  neither  spoke  a 
word  on  the  aabject.  Mrs.  Buckley  now  and  then  looked  anxioiulj 
at  her  hasband,  and  Aliue  ca«t  fnrtiTe  glaooes  at  her  father.  The 
rest  took  do  notice  of  our  silence  and  nueaeinees,  little  dreaming 
of  the  awful  cloud  that  was  hanging  above  our  heada,  to  bust, 

i  was  sitting  next  to  Mary  Hawlcer  that  eveung,  talkii^  orar 
old  Devon  days  and  Devon  people,  when  she  said, — 

"  I  think  I  am  going  to  have  some  more  quiet  peacefol  times. 
I  am  happier  than  I  have  be«n  for  many  years.  Do  yew  know 
why?     liook  there." 

I  shuddered  to  hear  bcr  say  so,  knowing  what  I  ktu^w,  Irat 
looked  where  she  poiated.  Her  son  sat  opposite  to  us,  next  to 
the  pretty  Elleu  Mayford.  She  had  dropped  the  lids  over  her 
eyes  and  was  amiling.  He,  with  his  taca  turned  toward  her,  was 
whiapering  in  his  eager  impulsive  way,  and  tearing  to  pieces  a  slip 
of  paper  which  he  held  in  his  hand.  As  the  fii«Iight  fell  on  bis 
face,  I  felt  a  chill  oome  over  me.  The  likonees  was  so  fearful  I — 
not  to  the  father  (that  I  had  been  long  accustomed  to),  but  to  the 
son,  to  the  half-brother — to  the  poor  lost  young  soul  I  had  Been 
last  night,  the  eompftnion  of  desperato  men.  As  it  struok  me  I 
could  not  avoid  a  start,  and  a  moment  afler  I  would  have  given  a 
hundred  ponnds  not  to  have  done  bo,  for  1  felt  Mary's  hand  on  my 
arm,  and  beard  her  soy,  in  a  low  voice,— 

"Cmell  cruell     Will  you  never  forget  ?  " 

I  felt  giittly  and  confused.  As  usual,  on  such  occasions,  Satan 
was  at  my  elbow,  ready  with  a  lie,  more  or  less  clumsy,  and  I  said, 
"  Yon  do  me  injustice,  Mi's.  Hawker,  I  was  not  thinking  of  old 
times.  I  was  astonished  at  what  I  see  there.  Do  you  think 
there  is  anything  in  it  ?  " 

"I  sincerely  hope  so,"  ahe  said. 

"  Indeed,  and  ao  do  1.  It  will  be  excellent  on  every  accoimt. 
Now,"  said  I,  "  Mrs.  Hawker,  will  yon  tell  me  what  has  become 
of  yonr  old  servant,  Lea  ?     I  have  reasons  for  asking." 

"  He  is  m  my  service  still,"  she  said  ;  "  as  useful  and  faitlilnl 
us  ever.  At  present  he  is  auay  at  a  little  but  in  tlie  nnew, 
looking  after  our  ewes." 

■'  Who  is  with  him  ?  "  I  aaked. 

"  Well,  be  baa  got  a  new  hand  with  biiu.  a  man  n 
about  a  month  or  so  ago,  and  stayed  about  gplittiug  f 
fancy  I  beard  Leo  remark  that  he  bod  known  him  I 


man  who  M^^H 
ilittiug  woi^^^^l 
n  befor«.    ^^^H 
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erer,  when  Lee  had  to  go  to  the  raugos,  he  wanted  a  bnt-keeper ; 
ao  this  man  went  np  with  him." 

"What  sort  of  a  looking  man  waa  he?" 

"  Ob,  a  rather  large  mao,  red-haired,  much  pitted  with  the 
small -pox." 

All  this  made  me  tineasy.  I  bad  asked  these  qaestjons  bj-  the 
advice  of  Dick,  and,  fi-om  iSn.  Hawker's  description  tallpng  so 
well  with  his,  I  bad  little  donbt  that  another  of  the  escaped  gang 
was  living  actually  in  her  service,  alone,  too,  in  the  hot  with  Lee. 

The  day  that  we  went  to  Miragish,  the  circnmstaiices  I  am 
abont  to  relate  took  place  in  Lee's  hnt,  a  lonely  spot,  eight  miles 
from  the  borne  station,  towards  the  mountain,  and  sitaated  in  a 
dense  dark  stringy-bark  forest — a  wild  desolate  spot,  even  as  it 
was  tbat  afternoon,  with  the  parrots  chattering  and  whistling 
aronnd  it,  and  the  bright  winter's  ann  lighting  up  the  greeu 
tree -tops. 

Lee  was  away,  and  the  hiit-keeper  was  tbe  only  living  soul 
about  the  place.  He  bad  just  made  eome  bread,  and  having 
carried  out  his  camp-oven  to  cool,  was  sitting  on  the  bench  in 
iiie  son,  lazily  thinking  what  he  would  do  next. 

He  was  a  long,  rather  powerfiilly- built  man,  and  seemed  at  first 
sight,  merely  a  sleepy  half-witted  fellow,  but  at  a  second  glance 
jaa  might  perceive  that  there  was  a  good  deal  of  cunning,  and 
Bome  feroci^  in  his  face.  He  sot  for  some  time,  and  begiiming 
to  think  that  he  would  like  a  smoke,  be  got  out  hia  knife  pre- 
pant^ry  to  catting  tobacco. 

The  but  stood  at  the  lop  of  a  lone  gnlly,  Btrelehing  away  iii 
a  vista,  nearly  bare  of  trees  for  a  width  of  about  ten  yards  or  so, 
all  tbe  way  down,  which  gave  it  tbe  appearance  of  a  grass-ride, 

klled  on  each  side  by  tall  dark  foreiit.     Looking  down  this,  our 

A-keeper  saw,  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  off,  a  horseman  orosa 

on  one  side  to  tbe  other. 
\  He  only  caught  a  momentary  glimpse  of  him,  but  that  was 

nigh  to  show  bim  that  it  was  a  stranger.     He  neither  knew 

nan,  at  least  judging  by  his  dress ;  and  while  he  was 

I  pnzzling  his  brains  at)  to  what  stranger  would  be  coming  to 

h  an  oot-of-tha-way  place,  be  heard  the  "  Chuck,  kuk,  kuk, 

Irak,"  of  au  opossnin  close  behind  the  hnt,  and  started  to  his  feet. 

It  would  of  course  have  startled  any  bushman  to  hear  an  oposaum 
my  in  broad  day,  but  be  knew  what  this  meant  well.     It  waa  ttio 
mged  signal  of  bis  gang,  and  he  ran  to  the  place  fi-om  wlieneo 


(nut  borB«.    They  greeted  one  a 
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As  ij  my  ctutom,  vbm  recording  tiu  ocmranations  of  tliii 
c1»sa  of  trortluee,  I  eappreas  the  e^^letiTeB,  Uwnbjr  shorlciiiiig 
U>«an  b;  nearly  one  hitl^  snd  depriving  the  public  cf  mu£li  (-ulu&bU 
information. 

"  Well,  old  man,"  began  Havlur,  "  is  the  coast  olesr  ?  " 

"No  one  here  but  myself,"  replied  the  other.  "I'm  hot- 
keeping  here  for  one  Bill  Lee,  but  be  is  a.vay.  He  mu  one  of  the 
rigbt  sort  once  himself,  I  have  heard  ;  bnt  he's  been  ga  tfae  sqoan 
for  twenty  years,  so  I  don't  like  to  trust  him." 

"You  ore  about  right  there.  Moody,  my  lad,"  said  Hawker. 
"  I've  just  looked  up  to  talk  to  you  about  Uim,  and  other  matters, 
— ru  come  in.     When  will  be  be  back  ?  " 

"  Not  before  night,  I  expect,"  said  the  other. 

"  Well,"  said  Hawker,  "  we  shall  hare  tho  more  lime  to  talk ; 
I've  got  a  good  deal  to  tell  yoa.  Oui  chaps  are  all  sate  and  anog, 
and  the  traps  ore  off.  Only  two,  that's  you  and  Mike,  stayed  tiiu 
side  of  the  bill;  the  rest  crossed  tfae  ranges  and  stowed  away  in 
an  old  lair  of  mine  in  one  of  tfae  upper  Murray  gnUiaa.  Th^'«« 
had  pretty  hard  times,  and  if  it  hadn't  been  for  the  cash  they 
brought  away,  they'd  have  had  worse.  Now  the  coast  is  clear, 
tliey're  coniiiig  back  by  ones  aad  twos,  and  next  week  we  abaU  t>« 
ready  for  business.  I'm  going  to  bo  head  man  this  bout,  beoanae 
I  know  the  country  better  than  any  ;  and  the  most  noble  MJfhafl 
has  consented,  for  this  time  only,  to  act  as  lieutenant.  We  haven't 
decided  on  any  plans  yet,  but  some  think  of  beginnm^  from  the 
coast,  becaose  that  part  will  be  clearest  of  traps,  titey  having 
satisfied  themselves  that  we  ain't  there.  In  ioct,  the  wiseacres 
have  folly  delenuined  that  we  are  all  drowned.  There's  one  devil 
of  a  foreign  doctor  knows  I'm  round  tboagh:  he  saw  me  Uie  night 
before  you  uamo  ashore,  and  I  am  uigb  sure  be  knew  me.  I  have 
been  watching  liim,  and  I  could  have  knocked  him  over  Last  week 
as  clean  as  a  whistle,  only,  thinks  I,  it'll  make  a  stir  bufora  the 
time.  Never  mind,  I'U  have  him  yet.  Thia  Lee  is  a  black  sheep, 
lad.  I'm  glad  you  are  here :  you  most  watch  him,  and  if  yoa 
see  him  flinch,  put  a  knife  in  him.  He  raised  the  coantry  on  me 
once  before.  I  tell  you,  Jerry,  that  I'd  be  bung,  and  willing, 
to-morrow,  to  have  that  chap's  life,  and  I'd  have  had  it  before 
noiv,  only  I  bad  to  keep  still  for  the  soke  of  the  others.  That  man 
served  me  the  meanest,  dirtiest  trick,  twenty  years  ago,  in  the  old 
country,  that  ever  you  or  any  other  man  heard  of,  and  if  be  catohea 
sight  of  me  the  game's  np.  Mmd,  tf  you  see  cause,  you  deal 
with  him,  or  else, "  (with  an  awful  oath)  "  you  answer  to  the 

tephed  the  other,  doggedlj'. 
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"  Don't  yoa  fear  me ;  Moody  the  cannibal  ain't  a  man  to 
flinch." 

"  ^\liat,  is  Ibnt  tale  true,  then  ?  "  asked  Hawker,  looking  at  bis 
companion  with  a  new  BOii  of  interest. 

"  Why,  in  course  it  is,"  replied  Woody ;  "  I  thought  no  one 
doubted  that.  That  Van  Diemen'a  Land  bnsh  would  etarra  a 
bandicoot,  and  Shiner  and  I  walked  two  days  before  we  knocked 
the  boy  on  the  head  ;  the  lad  was  getting  bent,  and  conldn't  a' 
gone  much  farther.  After  three  days  more  we  began  to  watch  one 
another,  and  n«ther  one  durst  walk  first,  or  go  to  sleep.  Well, 
Shiner  gave  in  first ;  he  conldn't  keep  his  eyes  open  any  longer. 
And  then,  you  know,  of  conree,  my  own  hfe  was  dearer  than 
hia'n."  * 

"  My  God  f     Thafa  worse  than  ever  I  did  I  "  said  Hawker. 

"  Bnt  not  worse  than  yon  may  do,  if  you  perseTcre.  Yon 
promise  well,"  said  Moody,  with  a  grin. 

Hawker  bent  and  whispered  in  his  ear  ;  the  other  listened  for  a 
time,  and  then  said, — 

"  Moke  it  twenty." 

Hawker  after  a  little  consideration  nodded — then  the  other 
nodded — then  they  whispered  together  again.  Something  out  of 
the  common  this  mnst  be,  that  they,  not  reiy  particular  in  their 
confidenaea,  ahonld  whieper  about  it. 

They  looked  up  suddenly,  and  Lee  was  standing  in  the  doorway. 

Hawker  and  he  started  when  they  saw  one  another,  bat  Lee 
recovered  himself  first,  and  said, — 

"  George  Hawker,  it's  many  years  since  we  met,  and  I'm  not  so 
yonng  as  I  was.  I  should  Uke  to  make  peace  before  I  go,  as  I  well 
know  that  I'm  the  chief  one  to  blame  for  you  getting  into  trouble. 
I'm  not  humbugging  yon,  when  I  say  that  I  have  been  often  sorry 
for  it  of  late  years.  Bnt  sorrow  won't  do  any  good.  If  yon'U 
forgive  and  forget,  I'll  do  the  same.  Yon  tried  my  life  once,  and 
that's  worse  than  ever  1  did  for  you.  And  now  I'U  tetl  yon,  that 
if  yoa  want  money  to  get  out  of  the  country  and  set  up  anywhere 
else,  and  leave  your  poor  wife  in  peace,  I'll  find  it  for  you  out  of 
my  own  pocket." 

"  I  don't  bear  any  malice,"  said  Hawker ;  "  but  I  don't  want  to 

*  Thie  slorv  is  true  [n  ever;  particular,  and  ig,  or  vas.  notoriona  in 
Tan  Diemen's  Land.  Two  oonvicts  and  a  bor  tseaped.  and,  ttTing  to 
CKMa  tba  island,  got  ebort  o[  provisioDs,  The?  killed  the  be?,  and  lived 
on  hi*  flesh  while  it  lasted.  Alter  that,  one  □(  the  men  muidered  Iho 
other,  whose  fleeh  luted  lone  enough  to  take  him  ba«1c  to  the  Httlement, 
where  he  sonendered  binuelt.  I  ought  lo  ipolo^ie  tor  telling  toob  a 
terrible  tale,  but  it  li  ttiiell;  true. 
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leftvs  the  taantry  jost  yet.  I  BDppoM  jon  won't  peoeb  sbonl 
having  Been  me  bere?" 

"I  shan't  aay  b.  wont,  Georg«,  if  jon  keep  cleu  of  the  bme 
Btatinn  ;  but  I  won't  bare  yon  come  &bont  there.  So  I  «ini 
you." 

Lee  held  oat  bis  hand,  and  Oeorge  took  it.  Then  fas  Mked  him 
if  he  wonld  stay  there  that  night,  and  Qeorge  consented. 

Day  was  fast  sinking  b<ihind  the  trees,  and  making  golden 
bcngbs  overhead.  Leo  stood  at  the  hat  door  watching  the  fqu 
set,  and  thinkbg,  perhaps,  of  old  Devon.  He  seemed  sad,  and 
let  ns  hope  he  was  regretting  his  old  crimes  while  time  was  leR 
him.  Night  was  dosing  in  on  btin,  and  having  looked  once  moni 
on  the  du'kening  sky,  and  the  fog  coldly  creeping  np  the  gnlly, 
be  tamed  with  a  sigh  and  a  slindder  into  tJie  hnt,  and  sbnt  the 
door. 

Near  midnight,  and  all  was  still.  Then  arose  a  cry  upon  the 
night  BO  hideons,  bo  wild,  and  bo  terrible,  that  the  roosting  birds 
dashed  off  affrighted,  and  the  dense  ntiet,  as  thongb  in  sympa- 
tbiaing  fear,  prolonged  the  echoes  a  hnndredfold.  One  articolste 
cry.  "  Oh  I  yon  treacherous  dogi "  given  with  the  fierce  ene^ 
of  a  dying  man,  and  then  night  returned  to  her  stillness,  and  the 
listeners  beard  nothing  bnl  the  "Weeping  of  the  moisture  from  the 
wintiy  trees. 

The  two  perpetrators  of  the  atrocity  stood  silent  a  minnte  ca 
roore,  recovering  themselves.  Then  Hawker  eud  in  ■  fierce 
whisper, — 

"  Yon  clnmsy  hound  ;  why  did  you  li>t  him  make  that  noise? 
I  shall  never  get  it  ont  of  my  head  again,  if  I  live  till  a  buudrtx). 
Let'a  got  out  of  this  place  before  I  go  mad  ;  I  conld  not  stay  in 
the  house  with  it  for  Balvatton.     Get  his  horse,  and  come  along." 

Tb^  got  the  two  horses,  and  rode  away  into  the  night ;  bnt 
Hawker,  in  hia  nervons  anxiety  to  get  away,  dropped  a  handsome 
cavalry  pistol, — a,  circumstance  which  nearly  cost  Doctor  Mnlhans 
his  life. 

They  rode  till  after  daylight,  taking  a  coarse  toward  the  aea,  and 
had  gone  nearly  twelve  miles  before  George  discovered  bis  loss,  and 
broke  out  into  petulant  imprecations. 

"  I  wouldn't  have  lost  that  pistol  for  five  pounds,"  he  said ; 
"  no  nor  more.  I  shall  never  have  one  like  it  again.  I've  pnt 
over  a  piurot  at  twenty  yards  with  it." 

"  Go  back  and  gat  it  llien,"  said  Moody,  "  if  it's  so  vahuhle. 
m  camp  and  wait  for  yon.  We  want  all  the  ftimi  m  cvn 
pt.- 
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"  Not  I,"  said  George  ;  "  I  would  not  go  back  into  thai  curged 
but  alone  for  all  the  aheep  in  the  country." 

"You  coward,"  replied  the  other;  ''afinid  of  a  dead  maul 
Welt,  if  you  won't,  I  will :  and,  mind,  I  shall  keep  it  for  my  own 
use." 

"  You're  welcome  to  it,  if  you  like  lo  get  it,"  said  Oeorge. 
And  so  Moody  rode  back. 

^M      BOW   Dl 

^B  iiiTBT  recur  to  the  sfune  eventfol  night  again,  and  relate  another 
^Bwrcnmstance  that  occurred  on  it.  As  events  thicken,  time  gets 
'  more  preciouB ;  go  that,  whereas  at  first  I  thought  nothing  of 
giTmg  you  the  eventa  of  twenty  years  or  so  in  a  chapter,  we  are 
now  compelled  to  concentrate  time  bo  much  that  it  takes  three 
ohapters  to  twenty-four  hours.  I  read  a  long  novel  once,  Uie 
incidents  of  which  did  not  extend  orer  thirty-six  hours,  sad  yet 
it  waa  not  eo  profoundly  stupid  as  jron  would  suppose. 

All  the  party  got  safe  borne  from  the  picnic,  and  were  glad 
enough  to  get  honsed  out  of  the  &osty  air.  The  Doctor,  abore 
all  others,  was  rampant  at  the  thoaghts  of  dinner,  and  a  good 
chat  over  a  warm  fire,  and  hurst  out,  in  a  noble  baea  voiee,  with 
an  old  Qerman  student's  soug  about  nine  and  Oretchen,  and  what 
not. 

His  music  was  Boon  turned  into  mourning ;  for,  as  they  rode  into 
the  courtyard,  a  man  came  up  to  Captain  Brentwood,  and  began 
talking  eagerly  to  bim. 

It  was  one  of  bis  ebepherda,  who  lived  alone  with  his  mfe 
towards  the  mountain.  The  poor  woman,  his  wife,  be  said,  was 
token  in  labour  that  morning,  and  was  very  bad.  Hearing  tbere 
was  a  doctor  staying  at  the  home  station,  he  had  come  down  to  ae» 
if  be  could  come  to  their  aasietaocc. 

"  I'll  go,  of  conTse,"  said  the  Doctor ;  "  but  let  me  get  some- 
Iking  to  eat  first.    Is  anybody  with  h«r  ?  " 

"  Yes,  a  woman  was  with  her :  iiad  been  staying  with  tbem 
KMcoa  day*."" 

"  I  bop«  yon  can  find  tha  way  b  the  dark,"  aaid  the  Doctor, 
"for  I  eui  tell  yon  I  can't." 


ana  the  rboollectiosb  of 

•'  No  fear,  air,"  said  tho  man ;  "  there's  «  track  ftll  the  nj, 
and  the  moon's  full.  If  it  wasn't  for  the  (bg  it  minld  be  as  btigbl 
as  day-" 

He  took  a  bas^  meal,  and  startod.  Tbejr  went  at  a  foot's  p*M, 
for  the  shepherd  was  on  foot.  The  track  was  e&ailj-  seen,  ind 
alUiongb  it  was  exceedingly  cold,  the  Doctor,  being  well  wr^^ 
up,  cotttrived,  with  inceseant  smoking,  to  be  moderately  com- 
fortable. All  external  objects  being  a  blank,  be  sooa  tni&ed  to 
his  compamos  to  see  what  ha  could  get  oat  of  bim. 

"  What  part  of  tha  conntry  are  you  from,  my  Mend  ?  " 

"  Fra'  the  Isle  of  Skye,"  the  man  answered.  "  I'm  one  of  tha 
Haodonalda  of  Skye." 

"  That's  a  very  ancient  family,  is  it  not?  "  said  the  doctor  >tt 
ventnre,  knowing  he  could  ncA  go  wrong  with  a  Highlaoder. 

"  Very  ancient,  and  woel  respeokit,"  the  man  answered. 

"  And  who  is  yoor  sheik,  rajah,  cbieRain,  or  wh&t  ] 
bim?" 

"  My  lord  Macdonald.     I  am  cousin  to  my  lord." 

"  Indeed  I     He  owns  the  whole  island,  I  eappoae  ?  " 

"Tliere's  SlackinDons  live  there.      But  they  are  i 
tliey  are  worthless  trash,"  and  be  spit  in  dlsgnst. 

"  I  Goppose,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  a  Mackiimon  would  retont  tlie 
compliment,  if  speaking  of  a  Macdonald." 

The  man  laughed,  and  said,  he  supposed  "  Yes,"  tben  addodi 
"  See  I  what's  yon?  " 

"  A  white  stump  burnt  black  at  one  side, — what  did  yon  think 
it  was  ?  " 

"  I  jaloused  it  might  be  a  ghaist.  There's  a  many  ghatala  and 
togles  about  here."." 

"  I  should  have  thoaght  the  comttry  was  too  yonng  for  thoM 
gentry,"  said  the  Doctor. 

"  It's  a  young  conntry,  but  there's  been  mnckle  wickedness  done 
in  it.  And  what  are  those  blacks  do  you  think  7 — next  thing  to 
devils — at  all  events  they're  no'  exactly  human." 

"  Impish,  decidedly,"  said  the  Doctor.  "  Have  you  ever  seen 
any  ghosts,  friend  ?  " 

"  Ay  !  many.  A  fortnigbt  agone,  come  to-morrow,  I  saw  the 
ghost  of  my  mi&'&  brother  in  broad  day.  It  waa  the  time  of  the 
high  wind  ye  mind  of ;  and  tho  rain  drove  so  thick  I  oonld  no'  see 
all  my  sheep  at  once.  And  a  man  on  a  white  horse  came  fleein); 
before  the  wind  close  past  mo  ;  I  knew  him  in  a  minute  ;  it  was 
my  wife's  brother,  as  I  tell  ye,  that  was  hung  fifteen  years  a 
fcr  sbeop-stealing,  and  be  wasn't  so  much  altered  as  ye'd  tJ ' 

"  Borne  one  else  like  him  ?  "  suggested  the  Doctor. 
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3  ft  fear,"  replied  the  man,  "  for  when  I  cried  out  aud  said, 
<  What,  Col,  lad  I  Gang  h&me,  and  I'm  in  yer  grave,  and  dinoa 
tronble  honeat  folk,'  he  turned  aud  rodo  awa;  through  the  rain, 
stniight  &om  me." 

"  Well !  "  said  tlie  Doctor,  "  I  partly  agree  with  yon  that  the 
land's  bewitched.  I  eaw  a  man  not  tfvo  months  ago  who  onght  to 
have  been  dead  five  or  eix  years  at  least.  But  are  you  quite  ears 
the  man  you  eaw  was  hung  ?  " 

"  Well  nigh  about,"  he  replied.  "  When  we  sailed  bom  Skye 
be  was  under  s^teuce,  and  they  weren't  over  much  given  to  re- 
prieve for  sheep -stealing  in  those  days.  It  was  in  consequence  o' 
that  that  I  came  here." 

"That's  a  veiy  tolerable  ghost  story,"  said  the  Doctor.  "Have 
you  got  another  ?  If  you  have,  I  shouldn't  mind  hearing  it,  as  it 
will  beguile  the  way." 

"  Did  ye  ever  hear  how  Faithful's  lot  were  murdered  by  the 
blaclcs  np  on  the  Merrimerangbong  ?  ' ' 

"  No,  but  I  should  like  to ;  is  it  a  ghost  story  ?  " 

"  Deed  ay,  and  is  it.  This  is  how  it  happened : — \Vlien  Faith- 
fol  came  to  take  op  his  country  across  the  mountains  yonder,  they 
were  a  strong  party,  enough  to  have  been  safe  in  any  country,  but 
whether  it  was  food  waa  scarce,  or  whether  it  was  on  account  of 
getting  water,  I  don't  know,  but  they  8eparat«d,  aud  fifteen  of 
them  got  into  the  Yackandandab  country  before  the  others. 

"  Well,  you  see,  they  were  pretty  confident,  being  still  a  strong 
mob,  aud  didn't  set  any  watch  or  take  any  care.  There  was  one 
among  them  (Cranky  Jim  they  used  to  call  him— he  has  told  me 
this  yam — he  used  to  he  about  Beid's  piill  last  year)  who  always 
was  going  on  at  them  to  take  more  care,  but  they  never  heeded 
him  at  alL 

"  They  found  a  fiue  creek,  with  plenty  of  feed  and  water,  and 
camped  at  it  to  wait  till  the  others  came  up.  They  saw  no  blacks, 
Dor  heard  of  any,  and  three  days  were  past,  and  they  began  to 
wonder  why  tho  others  had  not  overtaken  them. 

"  The  third  night  they  were  all  sitting  round  the  fire,  laughing 
and  smoking,  when  they  heard  a  loud  co'ee  on  the  opposite  tide 
of  the  scrub,  and  half-a-dozen  of  them  started  up  and  sang  out, 
*  There  they  are  1 ' 

"  Well,  they  all  began  co'eeing  ag^,  and  they  heard  the  others 
b  reply,  apparently  all  about  in  the  scrub.  So  off  they  starts, 
one  by  one,  into  the  scrub,  answering  and  hallooing,  for  it  seetned 
to  them  that  their  mates  were  scattered  about,  and  didn't  know 
where  they  were.  Well,  as  I  said,  fourtuen  of  them  started  into 
Uu  icnib,  to  colkct  the  paity  aud  bring  them  up  to  the  fire ;  on!/ 
26 
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old  Cnnky  Jim  sat  still  in  the  camp.  He  believed,  with  Qm 
others,  tb&t  it  was  the  rest  of  their  puty  conting  np,  bot  he  mm 
began  to  wonder  how  it  was  that  they  were  so  scattered.  Then  be 
heard  one  of  them  ecream,  and  then  it  struck  him  all  at  once  that 
this  woa  a  dodge  of  the  blacks  to  draw  the  men  from  the  tmsf, 
and,  when  the;  were  abroad,  cnt  them  off  one  bv  one,  plunder  &• 
drays,  and  drive  off  the  sheep. 

"  So  he  dropped,  and  crawled  away  in  the  dark.  He  heaid  tl» 
co'ees  grow  fewer  and  fewer  as  the  men  were  spared  one  by  ooti, 
and  at  last  everything  was  quiet,  and  then  he  knew  he  wns  riglit, 
and  he  rose  up  and  fled  uwny. 

"  In  two  days  he  found  the  other  party,  and  told  tbein  what  bad 
happened.  They  came  np,  and  there  was  some  abarp  fighting,  bat 
they  got  a  good  many  of  their  sheep  back. 

"  They  found  the  men  lying  aboat  singly  in  the  aornb,  all 
speared.  They  buried  them  jnat  where  Uiey  fonnd  eaofa  oae,  fia 
it  was  hot  weather.  They  buried  them  fonr  foot  deep,  bnt  ihey 
wouldn't  lie  still. 

"  Every  night,  about  nine  o'clock,  they  get  up  again,  and  b^in 
co'eeing  for  an  honr  or  more.  At  first  there's  a  r^nlar  coronach 
of  them,  Uien  by  degrees  the  shonts  get  fewer  and  fewer,  and,  jnst 
when  yoQ  tbink  it's  all  over,  one  will  break  out  load  and  clear  close 
to  yon,  and  atltr  tbat  all's  still  again." 

"  Yon  don't  believe  that  story,  I  snppose  ?  " 

"(If  yon  press  me  very  hard,"  said  the  Doctor,  "I  mnstei 
with  all  humility,  that  1  don't  I  " 

"  No  more  did  I,"  said  Maodonald,  "  till  I  heard  'em  1 " 

"  Heard  them  1  "  Boid  the  Doctor. 

"  Ay,  and  teen  tlinii !  "  said  the  man,  slopping  tad  I 
round. 

"  Yon  most  agreeible  of  men !  pray,  tell  me  how." 

"  "Why,  yon  see,  last  year  1  was  coming  down  with  Boate  wiRl* 
drays  from  Parson  Dorken's,  and  this  Cranky  Jim  was  vitii  ns, 
and  told  us  the  same  yain,  and  when  he  had  finished,  he  said, 
'  Yon'Il  know  whether  I  speak  the  truth  or  not  to-night, /or  wt'rt 
going  to  camp  at  the  plact  where  it  happened.' 

"  Well,  and  so  we  did,  and  as  well  as  we  could  reckon,  it  was 
a  little  past  nine  when  a  curlew  got  up  and  began  erying.  Thai 
was  the  signal  for  the  gbosta,  and  in  a  minute  they  were  co'eeing 
like  mad  iJi  round.  As  Jim  had  told  us,  one  by  one  oeaeed  nnta 
all  was  quiet,  and  I  Ihought  it  was  over,  when  I  looked,  sad  saw, 
about  a  hnndred  yards  off,  a  taU  man  in  grey  croasing  a  bell  of 
open  ground.  Ho  put  lis  band  to  his  mouth,  gave  a  mid  about, 
and  disappeared  I " 


dear  close 

'I 
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^"Thanlc  yon,"  said  the  Doctor.     "I  think  yon  mentioned  that 

■  IT  wife's  confinement  was  eomevrhat  sudden." 
"  Yes,  rather,"  replied  the  man. 

"  Prayi  had  yon  been  relating  any  of  the  charming  tittle  Ulea  to 
ber  lately — jnst,  we  will  §nppose,  to  while  away  the  time  of  the 
evening?" 

"  Well,  I  may  have  done  so,"  said  Macdonald,  "  but  I  don't 
exactly  mind." 

"  Ah,  so  I  thongbt.  The  neit  time  yonr  good  lady  happens  to 
be  in  a  eiwilnr  ittDation,  I  think  I  would  refrain  from  ghost 
atoriee.  I  should  not  like  to  commit  myself  to  a  decided  opinion, 
bnt  I  Bhoold  be  inclined  to  say  that  the  tales  you  have  been  telling 
me  were  rather  horrible.     Is  that  the  light  of  your  hut  ?  " 

Two  noble  coUie  dogs  bounded  to  welcome  them,  and  a  beautiful 
bare-legged  girl,  about  sizteen,  ran  forth  to  tell  her  father,  in 
Gaelic,  that  the  trouble  was  over,  and  that  a  boy  was  bom. 

On  going  in,  they  fonnd  the  mother  asleep,  while  her  gossip  held 
Uie  baby  on  her  knee ;  so  the  Doctor  saw  that  be  wks  not  needed, 
and  sat  down,  to  wut  until  tlie  woman  shonld  wake,  haTiug  first, 
bowerer,  produced  from  bie  Eaddle  two  Lotties  of  port  wine,  a 
present  from  Alice. 

The  woman  soon  woke,  and  the  Doctor,  having  felt  her  pulse, 
and  left  some  medicine,  started  to  ride  home  again,  carrying  with 
him  an  incense  of  good  wishes  from  the  warm-hearted  Highlanders. 

Instead  of  looking  carefiilly  for  the  road,  the  good  Doctor  was 
soon  nine  fathoms  deep  into  Ihe  reasons  why  the  mountaineerB 
and  coast  folk  of  all  noithem  countries  should  he  more  blindly 
BnpersUtiouB  than  tbe  dweUers  in  plams  and  in  towns ;  and  so  it 
happened  tbat,  coming  to  a  fork  m  the  track,  he  disregarded  the 
advice  of  his  horse,  and  Instead  of  taking  the  right  hand,  as  he 
fthoold  have  done,  he  held  straight  on,  and,  about  two  o'clock  in 
tbe  monibg,  found  that  not  oa!y  had  he  lost  his  road,  but  that  the 
track  bad  died  out  altogether,  and  that  he  was  completely  abroad 
in  the  bQ!!h. 

Ue  was  in  a  very  dii^agreeable  predicameut.  The  fog  was 
thicker  than  ever,  without  a  breath  of  air  ;  and  be  knew  that  It 
was  as  likely  as  not  that  it  might  last  for  a  day  or  two.  He  was 
in  a  very  w^  part  of  the  moontain,  quite  on  tbe  borders  of  all  th« 
country  used  by  white  men. 

AiW  some  reflectian,  he  det«nuiaed  to  follow  Uie  fall  of  tbe 
land,  thinking  that  be  was  still  on  the  water-shed  of  the  Snowy- 
river,  and  hoping,  by  foUowing  down  some  creek,  to  find  some  place 
be  knew. 

■  Owdaally  da;  broke,  cold  ud  olwetlefiB.    He  woa  vet  and 
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miserable,  and  cooli)  merely  give  &  guess  at  the  east,  fbr  tl 
was  quite  invisible ;  but,  about  eight  o'clock,  be  came  vo  a 
ninniDg  at  right  mglea  to  tht>  waj  he  had  beeu  going,  and  martri 
with  the  hooh  oi  two  horses,  whose  ridera  had  appareotlj  pwwi 
not  many  hours  before. 

Which  way  should  he  go  ?  He  coold  not  determine.  The 
horaemeD,  it  seemed  to  him,  as  far  as  he  could  guess,  bad  he&i 
going  west,  while  hia  route  lay  east.  And,  after  a  time,  baring 
registered  a  tow  never  to  stir  ont  of  eight  of  the  station  again 
without  a  compass,  ho  determined  to  take  a  contrary  directioD 
from  them,  and  to  find  out  where  they  bad  come  from. 

The  road  crossed  gully  aftar  guUy,  each  one  like  the  Otber.  The 
timber  was  heavy  stringy-bark,  and,  in  the  lower  part  of  the  shallow 
gnllies,  the  tall  white  stems  of  the  bine  gums  stood  up  in  the  mist 
like  ghosts.  AU  naLiue  was  dripping  and  dull,  and  he  was  chilled 
and  wretched. 

At  length,  at  the  bottom  of  a  gnlly,  rather  more  dresry  looking, 
if  possible,  than  all  the  others,  bo  came  on  a  black  reedy  wata- 
hole,  the  first  he  had  seen  in  bis  ride,  and  perceived  that  the 
track  turned  short  to  the  lefl.  Casting  his  eye  along  it,  be  made 
out  the  dark  indistinct  outline  of  a  hut,  standing  about  forty  yards 
uff. 

He  rode  up  to  it.  AU  was  as  atiU  as  death.  No  man  came  out 
to  welcome  him,  no  dogjumped,  barking  forth,  no  smoke  went  np 
from  the  chimney  ;  and,  looking  round,  be  saw  that  the  track  uod«d 
bore,  and  that  he  had  ridden  all  these  miles  only  to  find  a  deserted 
but. 

But  was  it  deserted  ?  Not  very  long  so,  for  those  two  horse- 
men, whose  tracks  be  had  been  on  so  long,  had  started  &om  here. 
Here,  on  this  bare  spot  m  front  of  the  door,  they  bad  monnted. 
One  of  their  horses  hod  been  capering  ;  nay,  here  were  their  fixit- 
steps  on  the  threshold.  And,  while  he  looked,  there  was  a  light 
fall  inside,  and  the  chimney  began  smoking.  "  At  all  events," 
said  the  Doctor,  "  the  fire's  in,  and  here's  the  camp-oven,  too> 
Somebody  will  be  here  soon.     I  will  go  in  and  light  my  pipe." 

He  lifled  the  lali:b,  and  went  in.  Nobody  there.  Stay — ^yee, 
there  is  a  man  aaleep  in  the  bed-place.  "  The  watchman,  prob- 
ably," thought  the  Doctor,  "  he's  been  npall  night  with  tbe^eep, 
and  is  taking  his  rest  by  day.  Well,  I  won't  wake  bmi ;  I'll  hang 
up  my  horse  a  bit,  and  take  a  pipe.  Perhaps  I  may  as  well  turn 
the  horse  out.  Well,  no.  I  shan't  wait  long ;  he  may  stand  a 
little  without  hurting  himself." 

Bo  soliloquised  the  Doctor,  and  lit  his  pipe.  A  quarter  of  aa 
hour  pasHtid,  and  the  man  atill  lay  there  without  mating.    lb* 
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Doctor  rom  and  went  oloae  to  him.  He  could  not  eveii  he&r  him 
breathe. 

His  fleeb  began  to  creep,  bat  bis  brows  coutracted,  and  bis  facd 
grew  firm.  He  went  boldly  np,  and  pulled  down  the  blanket,  and 
then,  to  his  horror  and  amazement,  recognised  the  difitorted  coon- 
tenance  of  the  iuifortunut«  AViUiam  Lee. 

He  covered  tbo  face  over  agaio,  and  xtood  thinking  of  bia  aitua- 
tion,  and  bow  this  hod  come  to  pn»B.  How  came  Lee  here,  and 
how  had  he  met  hia  death  ?  At  this  moment  something  bright, 
half  hidden  by  a  blae  shirt  lying  on  the  floor,  caught  hia  eye,  and, 
going  to  pick  it  up,  he  found  it  waa  a  beautifol  pistol,  mounted  in 
ailver,  and  richly  chased. 

He  tnmed  it  over  and  over,  till  in  a  lozenge  behind  the  hammer, 
he  fonnd,  apparently  scratched  with  a  knife,  tlie  name,  "  G. 
Hawker." 

Here  was  light  with  a  vengeance  1  But  he  bad  little  time  Ut 
think  of  bis  discovery,  ere  he  was  startled  by  the  sonnd  of  horses' 
feet  rapidly  approaching  the  hut. 

Instinctively  he  thrust  the  piatol  into  his  pocket,  and  etooped 
down,  pretending  to  light  his  pipe.  He  beard  some  one  ride  up 
to  the  door,  diemonnt,  and  enter  the  hut.  He  at  once  tnmed 
nnmd,  pipe  in  month,  and  confronted  him. 

He  was  ■  tall,  ill-looking,  red-haired  roan,  and  to  the  Doctor's 
pleasant  good  morning,  he  repUed  by  sulkily  a^Jdng  what  he 
wanted. 

"  Only  a  light  for  my  pipe,  friend,"  said  the  Doctor  ;  "  haTing 
got  one,  I  will  bid  yoa  good  rooming.     Onr  friend  here  sleeps  well." 

The  new  comer  was  between  him  and  the  door,  but  the  Doctor 
advanced  boldly.  When  the  two  men  were  oppoaite  their  eyes 
met,  and  they  understood  one  another. 

Kfoody  {for  it  was  be)  threw  himself  upon  the  Doctor  witJi  an 
oath,  trying  to  bear  him  down  ;  bat,  although  the  taller  man,  he 
bad  met  his  match.  He  was  held  in  n  grasp  of  iron ;  the  Doctor's 
hand  waa  on  his  collar,  and  his  elbow  s^ainst  bis  face,  and  thus 
his  bead  was  pressed  slowly  backwards  till  he  fell  to  avoid  a  broken 
B«ok,  and  fell,  too,  with  sncb  force  that  he  lay  for  an  instant 
stunned  and  motiotdees,  and  before  he  came  to  buuself  the  Doctor 
waa  on  horaeback,  and  some  way  along  the  track,  glad  to  hare 
made  eo  good  an  escape  from  such  an  awkward  customer. 

"  If  he  had  been  armed,"  said  th«  Doctor,  as  he  rode  along, 
"  I  shoold  bare  been  killed ;  he  evidently  came  back  after  that 
pistol.  Now,  I  wonder  where  I  am  ?  I  shall  soon  know  at  this 
pace.  The  little  horse  keeps  np  well,  seeing  he  has  been  out  all 
^bt," 
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la  aboat  two  hours  he  heard  a  log  bark  to  tha  fell  ot  tlw  tncik, 
nod,  tnmmg  oET  in  that  dmtction,  be  aooo  Ibmid  hitBadf  in  > 
eoDityard,  and  before  a  door  wbiefa  be  tboogfat  be  neogiBied: 
th«  dcKir  opened  at  thii  sound  of  hta  horse,  and  oat  walked  fan 
Traubiidge. 

"  Oood  Lord !  "  paid  the  Docloi,  "  a  fiieod's  £>c«  tX  lot ; 
ma  vhere  I  am,  Tor  I  can't  see  the  end  of  the  bonae." 

"  Why,  at  our  place,  Toonarbin,  Doctor/' 

"  WeU,  take  me  in,  and  give  ine  eonie  iJMd ;  I  b 
tidinf^a  far  you.     When  did  yon  last  see  h»?" 

"  The  day  before  yesterday  ;  ha  is  np  at  aa  outlying  hat  o 
in  the  ranges." 

"  He  is  lying  murdered  in  hie  bed  there,  for  I  saw  him  a 
three  hours  past." 

He  then  told  Tronbridge  sU  th«t  had  happened. 

"  What  sort  of  a  man  was  it  that  attacked  yoa  ?  "  nid  Tron- 
bridge. 

The  Doctor  described  Moody, 

"  That's  his  hut-keeper  that  be  took  from  here  with  him ;  s  na 
he  said  he  knew,  and  yon  say  he  was  on  horseback.  Whatant  of 
a  horse  had  he  ?  " 

"  A  good-looking  rosn,  with  a  new  bridle  on  him." 

"Lee's  horse,"  said  Tronbridge ;  "be  mast  have  murdered  him 
for  it.     Poor  William  I  " 

Bnt  when  Tom  saw  the  pistol  and  read  the  name  om  tt|  bi 
said, — 

"  Things  are  coming  to  a  crisis.  Doctor;  the  net  aeems  doaing 
round  my  unfortnnate  partner.  God  grant  the  Btocro  nuy  ooue 
and  dear  the  air  I  Anything  is  better  than  these  tymtiimil 
alarms." 

"  It  will  be  very  terrible  when  it  does  come,  my  dear  friend," 
said  the  Doctor. 

"It  oannot  be  much  more  terrible  than  this."  said  Tom,  "when 
onr  servants  are  assassinated  in  their  beds,  and  travellervin  lonely 
hate  have  to  wrestle  for  their  hves.  Doctor,  did  yon  ever  nooriah 
a  pasaion  for  revenge  ?  " 

"  Yes,  once,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  and  had  it  gratified  in  fur  aiul 
open  duel ;  hnt  when  I  saw  him  lying  white  on  the  grass  befim 
me,  and  thought  that  be  was  dead,  I  was  like  one  demented,  and 
prayed  that  my  life  might  bo  taken  instead  of  his.  Be  sore,  Tom, 
that  revenge  is  of  the  devil,  and,  like  ererythisg  else  yoa  get  Gram 
bim,  is  not  worth  having." 

"  I  do  not  in  the  least  donbt  it.  Doctor,"  eaxi  Tom ;  "but  oh, 
if  I  could  only  have  five  minutes  with  him  on  the  turf  yonder,  witti 


6E0FFBT  HAMLTK. 


876 


no  cne  to  interfere  lietwecii  as  I    I  want  no  weapons ;  let  ns  meet 
in  onr  Bhlrts  and  trowgers,  like  Devon  ladfi." 

"  And  what  woold  yoa  do  lo  him  ?  " 
"  If  you  weren't  there  to  see,  hr'd  never  teU  yon." 
"  Why  nourish  this  feeling,  Tom,  my  old  friend  ?  yoa  do  not 
know  what  pain  it  gives  me  to  see  a  noble  open  character  like 
fonrs  dietoried  like  this.  Leave  him  to  Deeborongb, — why  should 
you  feel  so  deadly  towards  tJie  man  9  He  baa  injured  others  mors 
than  yon." 

"  He  stands  between  me  and  the  hopes  of  a  happy  old  ago. 
He  stands  between  mo  and  the  light,  and  he  must  Etend  on  one 
side." 

Xbat  night  they  brought  poor  Lee'a  body  down  in  a  dray,  and 
bnried  him  in  the  family  bnrying.gromid  close  beside  old  Miaa 
Thornton.  Then  the  next  morning  he  rode  back  home  to  the 
Buckleys',  where  he  found  that  family  with  myself,  juat  anived 
from  the  Brentwoode'.  I  of  course  was  brimful  of  intelligence, 
but  when  the  Doctor  arrived  I  was  thrown  mto  the  shade  at  once. 
However,  no  time  was  to  be  lost,  and  we  despalched  a  messenger, 
post  haste,  to  fetch  back  Captain  Deaborongh  and  his  troopers,  who 
had  now  been  moved  ofl'  atwut  a  week,  hut  had  not  been  as  yet 
very  fur  witidrawn,  and  were  examining  into  some  "  black  "  out- 
rages to  the  northward. 

Mary  Eawker  was  warned,  as  delicately  as  possible,  that  her 
husband  was  in  the  neighbonrhood.  She  remained  buried  in 
thoaglit  some  time,  and  then,  rousing  herself,  said,  suddenly, — 

"  There  mnet  bo  an  end  to  all  this.  Get  my  horse,  and  let  ms 
go  home." 

In  spite  of  all  perenasioDS  to  the  contrary,  she  still  said  the 
same. 

"  Mrs.  Bnckley,  I  will  go  home,  and  see  if  I  can  meet  him  alone. 
All  I  ask  of  you  is  to  keep  Cliarlee  with  yon.  Don't  let  the  father 
and  son  meet,  in  Q^'s  name." 

"  But  what  can  yoa  do  ?  "  urged  Mrs.  Buckley. 

"  Something,  at  all  events.  Find  out  what  he  wants.  Buy 
him  off,  perhapa.  Pray  don't  argue  with  me.  I  am  qmte  deter- 
mined." 

Then  it  became  necessary  to  tell  her  of  Lee's  death,  though  the 
fact  of  his  haying  been  murdered  wtia  concealed  ;  but  it  deeply 
affected  faer  ta  hear  of  tbo  loas  of  her  old  ^litliful  serrant,  faitbfnl 
to  her  at  al]  events,  whatever  his  fanlt^  may  have  been.  Neverthe- 
leae,  she  went  off  tijone,  and  took  np  her  abode  with  Tronbridge, 

d  Uiere  they  two  sat  wal«hing  b  the  lonely  station,  for  him  who 

■  to  come. 
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Though  thej  watched  together,  then  was  no  lyiiipeAhy  or 
fidenoe  between  them.  She  never  gaoeaed  what  pupoee  wns  in 
Tom's  heart;  she  never  gaeesed  what  made  him  ao  pale  and 
gloomy,  or  why  he  never  stirred  from  the  hoaae,  hot  akpt  half  the 
day  on  the  sofii.  Bat  ere  ahe  had  bem  a  weekai  home,  ahe  tend 
ont.    Thns : — 

They  wonld  sit,  those  two,  silent  and  thoof^Ufid,  beside  tiial 
nnha^ty  hearth,  watching  the  fire,  and  brooding  over  the  past 
Each  had  that  in  their  hearts  which  made  them  ailent  to  one 
another,  and  each  felt  the  honor  of  acme  overflowing  formleas 
calami^,  which  any  instant  might  take  finm,  and  overwhelm  them. 
Maiy  wonld  sit  late,  dreading  the  weaiy  night,  when  her  over- 
strained senses  caoght  every  soond  in  the  diitoit  forest ;  boi| 
however  late  she  sat,  she  always  left  Tom  behind,  over  the  fize, 
not  taking  his  comfortable  glass,  bat  gloomily  mnsing — as  mnch 
changed  frxnn  his  old  self  as  man  eoald  be. 

She  now  lay  always  in  her  clothes,  ready  for  any  emergency ; 
and  one  night,  aboat  a  week  after  Lee*s  miuder,  she  dreamt  thai 
her  hasbanid  was  in  the  hall,  bidding  her  in  a  whisper  which 
thrilled  her  heart,  to  come  forth.  The  foncy  was  so  straig  npon 
her,  that  saying  idond  to  herself,  '^  The  end  is  come  I  **  she  vose 
in  a  state  little  short  of  delirium,  and  went  into  the  hall.  There 
was  no  one  there,  but  she  went  to  the  front  door,  and,  looking  oat 
into  the  profoondly  black  g^oom  of  the  night,  said  in  a  low  voice, — 

"  George,  G^rge,  come  to  me !  Let  me  speak  to  yon,  Gteoige. 
It  will  be  better  for  both  of  as  to  speak." 

No  answer :  bat  she  heard  a  dight  noise  in  the  sitting-room 
behind  her,  and,  opening  the  door  gently,  saw  a  light  there,  and 
Tom  sitting  with  parted  lips  watching  the  door,  holding  in  his  hand 
a  cocked  pistol. 

She  was  not  in  the  least  astonished  or  alarmed.  She  was  too 
mnch  tSts  montSe  to  be  sorprised  at  anything.  She  said  only, 
with  a  laogh, — 

'<  What !  are  yon  watching,  too,  old  mastiff? — ^Woold  yon  grip 
the  wolf,  old  dog,  if  he  came  ?  " 

«  Was  he  there,  Mary  ?    Did  yoa  speak  to  him  ?  " 

"  No !  no  1 "  she  said.  ''  A  dream,  a  wandering  dream. 
What  wonld  yon  do  if  he  came,— eh,  coosin  ?  " 

''Nothing I  nothmgl'*  said  Tom.     « Go  to  bed.*' 

''  Bed,  eh  ?  "  she  answered.  ''  Cousin  ;  shooting  is  an  easier 
death  than  hanging, — eh  ?  " 

Tom  felt  a  creeping  at  the  roots  of  his  hair,  as  he  answered, — 
"  Yes,  I  believe  so." 

"  Can  yon  shoot  straight,  old  man  ?    Could  yon  shoot  straight 
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true  if  he  stood  there  before  yoa  ?    Ah,  yon  think  you  could 
,  but  your  hand  would  shake  when  you  b&w  him." 
Oo  to  bed,  Mary,"  eaid  Tom.     "  Don't  talk  like  that.     Let 

le  future  lie,  coasin." 

She  turned  and  went  to  her  room  again. 

All  UiiH  was  told  me  long  after  by  Tom  himEelf.  Tom  believed, 
or  Baid  he  believed,  that  she  was  only  sounding  him,  to  see  what 
his  intentions  were  in  caae  of  a  meeting  with  tieorge  Hawker.  I 
would  not  for  the  world  have  bad  him  BUppOGO  I  disagreed  with 
him ;  but  I  myself  take  another  and  darker  interpretation  of  her 
strange  words  that  night.  I  think  that  she,  never  a  vety  strong- 
minded  person,  and  now  grown  q^uite  desperate  from  terror, 
actually  contemplated  her  hnsband's  death  with  complacency, 
nay,  hoped,  in  ber  secret  heart,  that  one  mad  straggle  between 
him  and  Tom  might  end  the  matter  for  ever,  and  loave  her  a  free 
woman.  I  may  do  her  injustice,  but  I  think  I  do  not.  One 
never  knows  what  a  woman  of  this  kind,  with  strong  paBsioiis 
and  a  not  over-strong  intellect,  may  be  driven  to.  I  know  her  for 
forty  years,  and  loved  her  for  twenty.  I  knew  in  spite  of  all  ber 
selfishness  and  violence  that  there  were  many  good,  nay,  noble 
points  in  ber  character  ;  but  I  cannot  disguise  from  myself  that 
that  night's  conversation  with  Tom  showed  me  a  darker  point  in 
her  character  than  I  knew  of  before.  Let  ns  forget  it.  I  would 
wish  to  have  none  but  kindly  rocollectione  of  the  woman  I  loved 
BO  truly  and  so  long. 

For  the  secret  must  be  told  sooner  or  later.— I  loved  her  before 
any  of  them.  Before  James  Stockbridge,  before  George  Hawker, 
before  Thomas  Troubridge,  and  I  loved  her  more  deeply  and  mora 
truly  than  any  of  them.  But  tha  bst  remnant  of  that  lova 
departed  from  my  heart  twenty  years  ago,  and  that  is  why  I  can 
write  of  her  so  calmly  now,  and  that  is  the  reason,  too,  why  I 
an  old  bachelor  to  this  day. 


CHAPTEB  XXXrX, 


TRE   LAST   QLEAU   BEFORE   THE   STOBH. 


But  with  us,  who  were  staying  down  at  Major  Buckley's,  ■ 
fortnight  passed  on  so  pleasantJy  that  the  horror  of  poor  Lce'a 
murder  had  begun  to  wear  off,  and  we  were  getting  once  more 

f  merry  and  careless   as   though  we  were  living    in    the   old 
M  of  profound  peace.     Sometimes  we  would   think  of  poor 
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Iklai^  Hawker,  at  her  lonel;  ffalcb  np  at  the  forest  stetioQ ;  W 
that  or  aa}'  oUier  unpleasant  sobject  was  soon  dnreti  oat  of  os 
bSAds  b;  Captain  Deeborongb,  wbo  had  come  buk  witii  n 
troopera,  declared  the  conntry  in  a  stAte  of  aiego,  procUinfll 
miirtial  law,  and  kept  os  all  Unghing  and  unosed  &oid  da^^i^ 
to  dark. 

Capttun  Brentwood  and  his  daughter  Alice  (the  trsosoandtollj 
bcantiM !)  had  come  up,  and  were  etajing  there.  Jim  and  bu 
friend  Holbert  were  etill  away,  but  were  daily  expected.  I  nerv 
paased  a  plaasaater  time  in  my  life  than  during  that  fortntght't 
lull  between  the  storms. 

"  Begorrn  (that's  a  Scotch  expression.  Miss  Brentwood,  bat 
very  forcible),"  said  Captain  Desborongh.  "I  owe  yon  more 
tban  I  can  ever  repay  for  baying  out  the  Donovans.  Tbat  giil 
Leabia  Burke  would  have  forcibly  abducted  me,  and  married  tne 
against  my  will,  if  she  hadn't  had  to  follow  the  rest  of  the  Gunily 
to  Port  PbiUip." 

"  A  fine  woman,  too,"  said  Captain  Brentwood. 

"  I'd  have  called  her  a  little  coarse,  myeelf,"  said  Desboron^ 

"  One  of  tho  finest,  strangest  sighta  1  ever  saw  in  mj  life," 
rosnmed  Captain  Brentwood,  "  waa  on  the  monung  I  came  to 
take  possession.  None  of  tJie  family  were  left  bat  Mnrtagb 
Donovan  and  Miss  Burke.  I  rode  orer  from  Buckley's,  and  when 
I  came  to  the  door  Donovan  took  me  by  tlte  arm,  and  saTing 
'  whist,'  led  me  into  the  sitting-room.  There,  in  front  of  Uiit 
emp^  fireplace,  craacbed  down  on  the  floor,  bareheaded,  witb  her 
beautiful  hair  hanging  about  her  shoulders,  sat  Miss  Bnrk*. 
Every  now  and  then  she  would  utter  the  strangeet  low  waiting 
cry  yon  ever  hesjd  :  a  cry,  by  Jove,  sir,  tbat  went  straight  to  joor 
heart.  I  turned  to  Donovan,  and  whispered,  '  Is  she  iU  ?  '  and 
bo  whispered  again,  '  Bur  heart's  broke  at  leaving  tbe  old  plaoa 
where  she's  lived  so  long.  Ske't  rauing  tht  keeti  over  tha  eoU 
hearthstone  It's  the  way  of  the  Burkes."  I  don't  know  when 
I  was  so  affected  in  my  life.  Somehow,  that  exquisite  line  OUW 
to  my  remembrance, —  ^^M 

•  And  the  bare  shall  kindle  on  the  cold  hearthstone.  ^^H 

and  I  went  baok  quietly  with  Donovan  ;  and,  by  Jove,  sir,  vfcflB 
we  came  out  tbe  great  ass  had  the  tears  running  down  his  ofaoeks. 
I  have  always  felt  kindly  to  that  man  since." 

"  Ah,  Captain,"  said  Deslwrongh,  "with  all  our  vanity  and 
absurdity,  we  Irish  have  good  warm  hearts  under  our  waisteoato. 
We  are  the  first  nation  In  the  world,  sir,  saving  tbe  Jews." 


QEOFFBT  HAMLTN. 

This  was  lata  in  tiie  afl«moon  of  a  temperate  spring  Aay,     We 
Pirere  watching  Deeborongh  as  be  was  giving  tbe  finisbing  taoches 
to  a  beantiful  vater- colour  drawing. 

"  Doctor,"  he  Baid,  "  come  and  ]>aBS  yonr  opinion." 

"I  think  yon  have  done  adroinvbly,  Captain,"  said  the  Doctor; 
"  yon  have  given  one  a  splendid  idea  of  distance  in  the  waj  you 
have  toned  down  the  plain,  frooi  the  grey  appearance  it  has  ten 
mileB  off  to  the  rich,  delicate  greeu  it  shows  close  to  ns.  And 
your  moontain,  too,  is  most  atrial.     Yon  would  make  an  artist." 

"I  am  not  altogether  displeased  with  luy  work.  Doctor,  if  yon, 
who  never  flatter,  can  praise  it  with  the  original  before  yoa. 
How  exceedingly  heautiiul  tbe  evening  tones  are  becoming  I  " 

We  looked  across  the  plain  ;  the  Btret<;h  of  grass  I  have 
deacribed  was  lying  before  one  like  a  waveli'ss  sea,  from  the 
horizon  of  which  rose  the  square  abrupt-sided  mass  of  basalt 
which  years  ago  we  had  named  tbe  Organ-hiil,  from  the  regular 
fluted  columns  of  which  it  was  composed.  On  most  occasions,  aa 
Been  from  M^or  Buckley's,  it  appeared  a  dim  mass  of  pearly  grey, 
but  to-night,  in  the  clear  frosty  air,  it  was  of  a  rich  piuple, 
shining  on  the  most  prominent  angles  with  a  dull  golden  light. 

"  The  more  I  look  at  that  noble  fire-temple,  the  more  I  adnurc 
it,"  aaid  tbe  Doctor,  "  It  is  one  of  Uie  most  miycBtio  objecla  I 
ever  beheld." 

"  It  is  not  nnlike  Stoffa,"  said  Desborough.  '•  There  come  two 
travellers." 

Two  dote  appeared  crawling  over  tbe  plain,  and  making  for  the 
river.  For  a  few  minntes  Alice  could  not  be  brought  to  see  them, 
bat  when  she  did,  she  declared  that  it  was  Jim  and  Halbert. 

"  You  have  good  eyes,  my  love,"  said  her  father,  "  to  see  what 
does  not  exist.  Jim's  horse  is  black,  and  Halbcrt's  roan,  and 
those  two  men  are  both  on  grey  horses." 

"  Tbe  wish  was  parent  to  the  thought,  father,"  she  replied, 
ighing.  "I  wonder  what  is  keeping  him  away  from  us  so 
ig  7  If  he  is  to  go  to  India,  I  should  like  to  see  him  as  much 
■  possible." 

"  My  dear,"  said  her  father,  "  whan  he  went  off  with  Halbert 
to  see  the  Uarkhains,  I  told  him  t^at  if  he  liked  to  go  on  to 
fiydney,  he  could  go  if  Halbert  went  with  him,  and  draw  on  the 
agent  for  what  money  he  wanted.  By  his  being  so  long  away,  I 
conclude  he  baa  done  so,  and  that  he  is  probably  at  this  moment 
getting  a  lessou  at  billiards  from  Halbert  before  going  to  dinner. 
I  shaU  hare  a  nice  littlo  account  from  the  agent  just  now,  of 
^jOash  advanced  to  J.  Brentwood,  Esq.'  " 
^K"  I  don't  think  Jim's  extravagant,  papa,"  said  Alice. 


■fapM: 
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"  My  detr/*  said  Captoin  Brentwoody  "  jon  do  him  ngnalioa. 
He  hami*t  had  the  chance.    I  mnst  saji  eoMidering  his  Unu^ 
oppoitiinities,  he  has  spent  as  much  money  on  honaBy  saddl^ 
as  any  yomig  gentleman  on  this  conntzy  side.    Eh,  Sam  ?  '* 

"Well,  sir/'  said  Sam,  ''Jim  spaids  his  money,  hot  he 
generally  makes  pretty  good  inyestments  in  the  horse  line.** 

"  Snch  as  that  sweet-tempered  nsefol  animal  Stampedo,'*  nplied 
the  Captain,  langhing,  '<  who  neaiiy  killed  a  groom,  and  staked 
himself  trying  to  leap  out  of  the  stockyard  the  second  day  he  had 
him.  Well,  ncTer  mind ;  Jim's  a  good  boy,  and  I  am  prood  of 
him.  I  am  insome  hopes  that  this  Sydney  joomey  will  satisfy  his 
wandering  propensities  for  the  present,  and  that  we  may  keqp  him 
at  home.  I  insh  he  would  fall  in  lore  with  somebody,  proridiitf 
she  wasn't  old  enough  to  be  his  grandmother. — Couldn't  yoa  send 
him  a  letter  of  introduction  to  some  of  your  old  schoolfoHows,  Miss 
Puss  ?  There  was  one  of  them,  I  remember,  I  fell  in  lore  with 
myself  one  time  when  I  came  to  see  you ;  Miss  Qreen,  I  think  it 
was.     She  was  Tory  nearly  being  your  mamma-in-law,  my  dear." 

"  Why,  she  is  a  year  younger  than  me,"  said  Alice,  "  and,  oh 
goodness,  such  a  temper!  She  threw  the  selections  from 
Beethoven  at  Signer  Smiiherini,  and  had  bread  and  water-melon 
for  two  days  for  it.     Serve  her  right  I  " 

<<  I  have  had  a  narrow  escape,  then,"  replied  the  father.  "  But 
we  shall  see  who  these  two  people  are  immediately,  for  they  are 
crossing  the  river," 

When  the  two  travellers  rose  again  in  sight  on  the  near  bank  of 
the  river,  one  of  them  was  seen  galloping  forward  waving  his 
hat. 

**  I  knew  it  was  Jim,"  said  Alice,  ''  and  on  a  new  grey  horse. 
I  thought  he  would  not  go  to  Sydney."  And  in  a  minute  more 
she  had  run  to  meet  him,  and  Jim  was  off  his  horse,  kissing  his 
sister,  laughing,  shouting,  and  dancing  around  her. 

<<  Well,  father,"  he  said,  ''  here  I  am  back  again.  Went  to 
Sydney  and  stayed  a  week,  when  we  met  the  two  Marstons,  and 
went  right  up  to  the  Clarence  with  them.  That  was  a  pretty 
journey,  eh?  Sold  the  old  horse,  and  bought  this  one.  I've 
got  heaps  to  tell  you,  sister,  about  what  I've  seen.  I  went  home, 
and  only  stayed  ten  minutes  ;  when  I  heard  you  were  here,  I  came 
right  on." 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you  back,  Mr.  Halbert,"  said  Migor  Buckley. 
"  I  hope  you  have  had  a  pleasant  journey.  You  have  met  Captain 
Desborough  ?  " 

''  Captain  Desborough,  how  are  you  ?  "  says  Jim.  "  I  am  very 
glad  to  see  you.    But  between  you  and  I,  you're  always  a  bird  of 
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WLose  pig'a  dead  now  ?  ^Tiot  brings  you  back  ?  I 
'e  should  be  rid  of  yon  b;  this  time." 

"  Bat  yon  are  not  rid  of  me,  Jackanapes,"  said  Desborongh, 

ighing.  "But  I'll  l«Il  you  what,  Jim  ;  there  ia  really  some- 
g  wrong,  my  boy,  and  I'm  glad  to  see  yon  back."  And  he 
'  '  n  all  the  news. 

Jim  grew  lerj  serious.  "Well,"  said  he,  "I'm  glad  to  be 
home  again ;  and  I'm  glad,  too,  to  aee  you  here.  One  feels  safer 
when  you're  in  the  way.  We  must  put  a  cheerful  face  on  the 
matter,  and  not  frighten  the  women.  I  have  bought  such  a 
beaatiM  brace  of  pistols  m  Sydney.  I  hope  I  may  never  have 
the  chance  to  use  them  in  this  couutry.  Why,  Ihere'e  Cecil 
Mayford  and  Mrs.  Buckley  coming  down  the  garden,  aad  Charley 
Hawker,  too.  Why,  Major,  you've  got  all  the  world  here  to 
welcome  ne." 

The  young  men  were  soon  busy  discussing  the  merits  of  Jim'a 
new  horse,  and  examining  with  great  admiration  his  splendid  new 
pistols.  Charley  Hawker,  poor  boy  I  made  a  mental  resolution 
to  go  to  Byduey,  and  also  come  hack  witli  a  new  grey  horse,  and  a 
pair  of  pietoU  more  resplendent  than  Jiui'fl.  And  then  they  went 
in  to  get  ready  for  dinner. 

When  Jim  unpacked  his  valise,  be  produced  a  pretty  bracelet 
for  his  sister,  and  a  stockwhip  for  Sam.  On  the  latter  article  he 
wsa  very  eloquent. 

"  Sam,  my  boy,"  said  he,  "  there  is  not  such  another  In  the 
country.  It  was  made  by  the  celebrated  Bill  Moaaman  of  the 
Upper  Hunter,  the  greatest  swearer  at  bullocks,  and  the  most 
accomplished  whipmaker  on  the  Sydney  side.  He  makea  only 
one  in  six  months,  and  he  makes  it  a  favour  to  let  yon  have  it  fbr 
five  poQuds.  You  can  take  a  piece  of  bark  off  a  blue  guiu,  big 
eaongh  for  a  canoe,  with  one  cut  of  it.  There's  a  fine  of  two 
pounds  for  cracking  one  within  a  mile  of  Government  Honse,  they 
make  such  a  row.  A  man  the  other  day  cracked  one  of  them  on 
llie  Bonth  Head,  and  broke  the  windows  in  Pitt  Street." 

"You're  improving,  Maeter  Jim,"  said  Charles  Hawker. 
"  Yon'U  soon  be  as  good  a  bond  at  a  yarn  as  Hamlyn's  Dick." 
At  the  same  time  he  wrote  down  a  stockwhip,  similar  to  this  ime, 
on  the  tablets  of  his  memory,  to  be  procured  on  his  projected  liait 
to  Sydney. 

lliat  evening  we  all  sat  listening  to  Jim's  adventures ;  and 
pleasantly  enough  he  told  them,  with  not  a  little  humorous 
cxa^eratiOD.  It  is  always  pleasant  to  hear  a  young  fellow  tcU- 
intf  hia  firat  tmprcseione  of  new  things  and  scenea,  which  have 
~^    u  so  long  famihar  to  onreelres,  but  Jim  had  really  a  very  good 
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power  of  namtion,  and  he  ke^  aa  laagfaing  and  anased  tiU)a{ 
aHa  t]i«  nsoal  hoor  far  going  to  bed. 

Ndt  day  wu  bad  a  plouaat  nde,  oil  of  as,  down  tiw  tub  rf 
the  river.  The  weathor  was  sCghtlj  froetjr,  and  tlie  air  ckar  ai 
elastto.  As  we  foU^wed  the  windings  of  the  noble  rtaiaag  itniK 
at  a  height  of  seldom  less  than  three  hnodrad  fiaet  nhvn  ha  ki 
tile  Doctor  was  bns;  pointing  ont  tho  ahematiooa  of  iraiiii*! 
Bandstonfl  and  slate,  and  the  great  etrMms  of  voleanie  UaMM* 
whiob  had  poured  firom  varions  points  townrds  (bs  d«^  gki  u 
which  the  rivor  flawed.  Here,  he  would  tell  tu.  ng  Icam^i 
lofty  oascade,  and  a  lake  aboTe  it.  but  the  river  had  wom  dito^ 
the  sandstone  bar,  dr^oed  the  lake,  learing  nothing  of  th«  nkr 
Ikll  bat  two  lofty  cli^,  and  a  rapid.  There  again  had  oome  don 
a  lava-stream  &ont  Mirngish,  which,  cooled  bj  the  mtets  of  Oi 
river,  Lad  stopped,  and,  accamnlating,  fortned  the  I0A7  ma- 
hanging  cliff  ou  which  wi!  stood.  H<i  showed  ns  how  the  (in- 
trees  grew  oolj  in  the  still  sheltered  elbows  fiteing  northrai 
where  the  stm  raised  a  wann  steam  from  the  rirar,  sad  the  cdi 
BOQth  wind  contd  not  penetrate.  He  gathered  for  Mrs.  Bii«kl«jri 
bonqnot  of  the  tender  sweet-scented  ydlow  ozalis,  the  winter  Stmt 
of  Australia,  and  showed  us  the  copper-lizard  basldiig  on  tiie  ni 
rocks,  so  liko  the  stone  on  which  he  lay,  that  one  coold  seam 
see  him  till  a  metallio  gleam  betrayed  bim.  aa  he  ahpped  to  hi> 
lair.  And  we,  the  elder  of  the  party,  who  followed  the  Doetm'i 
handsome  little  brown  mare,  kept  oar  ears  open,  and  spoke  littit, 
— but  gave  onrselres  folly  op  to  the  et^oyment  of  bia  laaniBj 
and  eloqnenoe. 

But  Uie  Doator  did  not  absorb  the  whole  party ;  far  tram  'i. 
He  bad  a  rival.  All  the  young  men,  and  Miss  A]ioe  besides, 
were  grouped  round  Captain  Besborongh.  Prequeutlr  we  eUen, 
deep  in  some  Old  World  bister;  of  the  Doctor's,  woold  bo  di«- 
torbed  by  a  ringing  peal  of  laughter  from  the  other  party,  aiwt 
then  the  Doctor  woold  langb,  and  we  would  all  join  ;  not  that  we 
had  heard  the  joke,  bat  from  sheer  sj'mpathy  with  the  hilarity  of 
the  yonng  folks.  Desborongh  was  making  himflelf  agreeable,  and 
who  could  do  it  better  ?  He  was  telling  the  most  outngeoos  of 
Irish  stories,  and  making,  on  porpose,  the  most  oatragGoui  of 
Irish  bulls.  Alter  a  shout  of  laughter  lender  than  the  rast,  the 
Doctor  remarked, — 

"  That's  better  for  Ibom  than  geology, — eh,  Mrs.  Buekler  t  " 

"And  BO  my  grandmother,"  wo  heard  DoshoroDgh  say,  "  wased 
mighty  wrath,  and  she  up  with  her  gold-head^  watktng-stick  in 
the  niiddb  of  Sackville  Btrcet,  and  says  she,  '  Ye  rillatn,  do  f 
think  I  dou't  know  my  own  Blenheim  spannel  when  I  aee  him  t  * 
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'Indeed,  tnyladyi'  bajs  Mike,  ''twas  LimselT  tould  me  he  belanged 
to  Barney.'  '  Who  tould  yon  ? '  says  she.  '  The  dog  Uimeelf 
Urald  me,  my  My."  '  Ye  liief  of  the  world,'  SBja  my  aout, '  and 
ye'd  believe  a  dog  before  a  dowager  ooontess  ?  Give  him  np,  ye 
villain,  this  minute,  or  I'll  hit  ye  ! '  " 

These  were  the  sort  of  fitories  Desborongh  delighted  in,  making 

them  ap,  he  often  confessed,  as  he  went  on.     On  this  occasion, 

when  he  hod  done  his  story,  they  all  rode  np  and  joined  Qs,  and 

we  stood  admiring  the  river,  stretching  westward  in  pools  of  gold 

^^^etween  black  cliffs,  toward  the  setting  sun;  then  we  turned  home- 

^^B  That  evetuBg  Alice  said,  "  Now  do  tell  me,  Captain  Dea- 
^^HVongh,  was  that  a  true  story  ahont  Lady  Covelown's  dog  ?  " 

"  Tme!  "  said  he.  "  What  story  worth  hearing  ever  was  tme? 
The  old  lady  lost  her  dog  certainly,  and  claimed  him  of  a  dog- 
stealer  in  Sackyille  Street ;  bat  all  the  rest,  my  dear  young  lady, 
is  historic  romance." 

"Mr,  Hamlyn  knows  a  good  story,"  said  Charley  Hawker, 
*'  abont  Bongong  Jack.     Do  tell  it  to  ns.  Uncle  Jeff." 

"  I  don't  thiL^,"  I  said,  "  that  it  ha^  so  mnch  foundation  in 
fact  as  Captain  Desboroogh'a.  Bat  there  nmst  bo  some  sort  of 
truth  in  it,  for  it  comes  fiom  the  old  hands,  and  shows  a  little 
more  sign  of  imagination  than  yon  wonld  expect  from  them.  It 
is  a  very  stnpid  story  too." 

"  Do  tell  it,"  they  all  said.  80  I  complied,  mach  in  the  same 
language  as  I  tell  it  now : — 

Yon  know  that  these  great  snow- ranges  which  tower  np  to  ths 
west  of  na  are,  farther  south,  of  great  breadth,  and  that  none 
have  yet  forced  their  way  from  the  country  of  the  Ovens  and  the 
Mitta  Mitta  through  here  to  Gipp's-lond. 

The  settlers  who  have  jnst  taken  up  that  country  trying  to 
penetrate  to  the  eastward  here  towards  us,  find  themselves  stopped 
by  a  mighty  granite  wall.  Any  adventurous  men,  who  may  top 
that  barrier,  see  noUiing  before  them  but  range  beyond  range  of 
snow  Alps,  intersected  by  precipitous  clifis,  and  &-ightfal 
chasms. 

This  westward  range  is  called  the  Bongongs.  The  blacks  during 
summer  are  m  the  habit  of  coming  thna  fur  to  collect  and  feed 
on  the  groat  grey  moths  (Bongongs)  which  are  fonnd  on  the  rocks. 
They  used  to  report  that  a  fine  available  country  lies  to  the  east 
embosomed  in  mountains,  rendered  fertile  by  perpetual  snow-fed 
streams.  This  is  the  more  credible,  as  it  is  evident  that  between 
Bongong  range  on  Uie  west  and  the  Warragong  range  om  the 
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extreme  east,  towards  ns,  there  is  a  toeedth  of  at  leaai  ei^ilr 

miles. 

There  lived  a  £bw  years  ago,  notTsiyfiur  from  the  OTens-riWi  a 
curiooB  character,  hy  name  John  Sampson.  He  had  been  edPMlad 
at  one  of  the  great  English  uniyersities,  and  was  a  good  sebolary 
though  he  had  been  forced  to  leave  the  miiTenityy  and,  aa  report 
went,  England  too,  for  some  great  irregolaiitj. 

He  had  money,  and  a  share  in  his  brother-in-law's  statjooy 
although  he  neyer  stayed  there  many  months  in  the  year.  He 
was  always  away  at  some  mischief  or  another.  No  horse-race  or 
prize-fight  could  go  on  without  him,  and  he  himself  nerer  left  one 
of  these  last-mentioned  gatherings  without  finding  some  one  to 
try  conclusions  with  him.  Beside  this,  hewas  a  great  writer  and 
singer  of  comic  songs,  and  a  consummate  horseman. 

One  fine  day  he  came  back  to  his  brother's  station  in  aerioiB 
trouble.  Whether  he  had  mistaken  another  man's  hone  tar  his 
own  or  not,  I  cannot  say ;  but,  at  all  erents,  he  annoonced  that  a 
warrant  was  out  against  him  for  horse-stealing,  and  that  he  must 
go  into  hiding.  So  he  took  up  his  quarters  at  a  little  hut  of  his 
brother-in-law's,  on  the  ranges,  inhabited  only  by  a  stock-keeper 
and  a  black  boy,  and  kept  a  young  lubra  in  pay  to  watch  down  the 
glen  for  the  police. 

One  morning  she  came  running  into  the  hut,  breathless,  to  say 
that  a  lieutenant  and  three  troopers  were  riding  towards  the  hut 
Jack  had  just  time  to  saddle  and  mount  his  horse  befiore  the 
police  caught  sight  of  him,  and  started  after  him  at  full  speed. 

They  hunted  him  into  a  narrow  glen ;  a  single  cattle-tnick,  not 
a  foot  broad,  led  on  between  a  swoUen  rocky  creek,  utteriy  impas- 
sable by  horse  or  man,  and  a  lofty  precipice  of  loose  broken  slate, 
on  which  one  would  have  thought  a  goat  could  not  haye  found  a 
footing.  The  young  police  lieutenant  had  done  his  work  well, 
and  sent  a  trooper  round  to  head  him,  so  that  Jack  found  himself 
between  the  devil  and  the  deep  sea.  A  tall  armed  trooper  stood 
iu  front  of  him,  behind  was  the  lieutenant,  on  the  right  Uie  creek, 
•and  on  the  left  the  precipice. 

They  called  out  to  him  to  surrender;  but,  giving  one  look 
before  and  behind,  and  seeing  escape  was  hopeless,  he  hesitated 
not  a  moment,  but  put  his  horse  at  the  cliff,  and  clambered  up, 
rolling  down  tons  of  loose  slate  in  his  course.  The  lieutenant 
shut  his  eyes,  expecting  to  see  horse  and  man  roll  down  into 
the  creek,  and  only  opexied  them  in  time  to  see  Jack  stand  fi>r  a 
moment  on  the  summit  against  the  sky,  and  then  disappear. 

He  disappeared  over  the  top  of  the  cliff,  and  so  he  was  lost  to 
the  ken  of  white  men  for  the  space  of  four  years.    His  sister  and 


GEOFFBT  HAULYK. 


olber-in-law  mourned  for  h 


s  d&ad,  and  moimed  eiucerely. 


r  they  ELud  ail  wlio  knew  him  liked  him  well.     But  at  Uie  end 

of  that  time,  on  u  wild  winter's  night,  he  came  Luck  to  them, 
dreesed  in  opossum  ekins,  with  acorce  a  vusligti  of  EuropcELU 
clothing  about  him.  Els  beard  hod  grown  down  over  his  cheet, 
and  he  had  neaily  forgotten  his  mother  tongue,  but,  when  Bpeech 
came  to  liim  again,  be  told  tbem  a  strange  ston'. 

It  was  wtnt«r  lime  when  be  rode  away.  AJl  the  table  laada 
were  deep  nitb  enow ;  and,  when  he  bad  escaped  the  policemen, 
he  bad  crossed  the  firtit  of  the  great  ridges  on  the  same  night. 
He  camped  b  the  valley  be  had  foand  on  the  other  side ;  and, 
having  his  gun  aad  Borne  ammnnition  with  him,  he  fared  well. 

He  was  beyond  the  country  which  had  ever  been  trodden  by 
white  men,  and  now,  for  the  mere  sake  of  adventm-e,  he  deter- 
mined (o  go  fiuiber  still,  and  see  if  h^  conld  cross  the  great  White 
Honntains,  which  had  hitherto  been  considered  an  tnaurmonntable 
barrier. 

For  two  duTB  he  rode  over  a  high  table-land,  deep  in  enow. 
Here  and  there,  in  a  shallow  sheltered  viJley,  he  would  find  just 
grass  enough  to  keep  his  horse  alive,  bat  nothing  for  himself. 
On  the  third  night  he  saw  before  him  another  snoW'ridge,  too  far 
off  to  reach  without  rest,  and,  tethering  his  horse  in  a  little  crevice, 
between  the  rocks,  he  prepared  to  walk  to  and  fro  all  night,  to 
keep  off  the  deadly  snow  ^eepinees  that  he  felt  coming  over  him. 
"  Let  me  bat  sea  what  is  beyond  that  next  ridge,"  he  said,  "  and 
I  will  lie  down  and  die." 

And  now,  as  the  stilluess  of  the  night  came  on,  and  the  Soatbem 
Cross  began  to  twinkle  brilliantly  above  tho  blinding  mow,  be  was 
startled  once  more  by  a  sound  which  Lad  lallen  on  his  ear  Heveral 
times  during  his  toilsome  afternoon  journey :  a  sound  as  of  a 
sudden  explosion,  mingled,  strangely  t-^o,  with  the  splintering  of 
broken  glass,  At  tirst  he  thought  it  was  merely  the  booming  in 
his  ears,  or  the  rupture  of  some  vessel  in  his  bursting  head.  Or 
was  it  fancy  ?  No  ;  there  it  was  again,  clearer  than  before.  That 
vras  no  noise  in  his  head,  for  the  patient  horse  turned  and  looked 
toward  the  place  where  the  sound  came  from.  Thunder  ?  The 
was  clear  and  frosty,  and  nut  a  cloud  elained  the  sky.     There 

I  some  mystery  bej-ond  that  snow-ridge  worth  living  to  see. 

He  lived  to  see  it.  For,  an  hour  ailer  daybreak  next  morning, 
be,  leading  his  horse,  stumbled  over  the  snow-covered  rocks  that 
bounded  his  view,  and,  when  be  reached  the  top,  there  bant  on 
his  sight  a  scene  that  made  him  throw  up  his  arms  and  shoot 


Sefore  him,  pinnacle  after  pinnacle,  towered  up  a  mighty  Alp, 
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hlAzing  ia  the  monuDg  saa.  IXtvm  ttirongh  n  black  i 
aide,  wound  a  glaimmg  glAci'er,  whieb  batied  ila  ^_ 
oiystab  over  b  itak  oliff,  into  the  deep  pro&ailJ  blwo^ 
vhich  Btretcked  north  ajid  eonth,  studded  mtb  gneo  "'ntoT 
almost  BB  far  fts  tbe  eye  coold  see.  Toward  the  uioncitnsli 
looked  direp  and  gloomy,  but,  on  tite  otbur  sidn,  Bhomd  I 
jileasant  yellow  shallow,  oui]  sandy   bay.  while  botwam  ki 

the  lake  Uy  a  mile  or  so  of  uark-liko  lueadun-luid,  in  ll ,- 

verdure  of  winter.     As  h«  looked,  a  rsst  dialooaUid  luuirfV'^ 
fell  cr&sbing  from  tlia  glacier  Into  tlie  lake,  and  solrcd  >t  at 
mj-stery  of  the  noiaes  ha  had  hoard  the  uight  befora. 

Ha  descended  into  tlie  liappjr  TaUo}*,  and  found  a  small  trikll 
&iendly  blat^ka,  who  hod  nuvvr  before  soeu  tbe  lace  of  wjulu  bb, 
and  who  supposed  him  to  be  one  of  their  own  tribe,  dead  ioDgip> 
who  bod  come  back  to  them,  renovated  and  beautified,  from  0* 
other  world.  With  these  he  hved  a  pleaitant  slotiifiii  life,  triiib 
four  years  went  ou,  forgetting  all  the  outside  world,  till  bis  ln>* 
was  dead,  bis  gun  rusted  and  thrown  aside,  and  hi^  Eonprtu 
clothes  long  since  replaced  by  the  skin  of  the  opoasom  and  tk 
koala.  He  bad  forgotten  bis  own  tongue,  and  had  giT«s  up  *fi 
thoughts  of  crossing  again  the  desolate  barriers  nf  snow  miek 
divided  him  from  civilization,  when  a  abght  incident  bm^ 
back  old  associations  to  bis  miiid,  and  roused  him  mm 
sleep. 

In  some  hunting  excursion  he  got  a  sli^t  scratch,  and,  aearciluof 
for  some  liuen  to  tie  it  up,  found  in  bis  mi-mi  an  old  waistcoU. 
which  be  had  worn  when  he  came  into  the  valley.  lu  thtt  iisini;, 
wiiile  tearing  it  up,  be  found  a  crumpled  paper,  a  note  from  his 
sister,  written  years  befoi'^,  full  of  sisterly  kindness  and  tendemoti. 
He  read  it  again  and  again  beibra  hu  laid  down,  aiul  tii^  i 
morning,  collecting  such  small  stock  uf  provisions  aa  be  o 
Btarted  on  tlie  homeward  track,  and  a(Wr  iuorcdiUo  1 
reached  his  station. 

His  brother-in-law  tried  in  vaiu  with  a  strong  party  to  Fi 
lake,  but  never  succeeded.  What  mvnotain  it  was  he  dis 
or  what  river  is  fed  by  the  laJic  ho  lived  on,  no  man  knows  t 
day.  ^ome  say  he  went  mad,  and  lived  in  the  rangva  all  the 
time,  and  that  this  was  all  a  mere  madman's  fimcy.  Bat,  wh«Uier 
he  waa  mad  or  not  then,  be  is  sane  enough  now,  and  haa  niarned 
a  wife,  and  settled  down  to  be  one  of  the  most  thriving  men  in 
timt  part  of  the  countrj-.* 

*  This  legend  ia  wud  to  be  among  the  "  ArehivBi "  o(  on*  ol  ow  hal 
North  Border  timilics.  It  U'bul  liltle  altered,  aJnoe  Ibe  author  beaid  U 
lumiiaj  at  a  uamp-llra.  one  uighl,  in  Uu  weswrn  Fort  FhiUlp  cotmtrjr- 
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"Well,"  eaid  the  Doctor,  thrusting  his  fists  deep  into  bis 
breeches  pockets,  "  I  don't  believe  that  afory." 

"  Nor  I  either,  Doctor,"  I  replied.  "  But  it  haa  soiuBed  joa  all 
toT  half  an  hour ;  so  let  it  pass." 

"  Oh  1 "  eaid  the  Doctor,  rather  p«eTiBhlj,  "  if  you  put  it  on 
thoae  gronndii,  I  am  bound,  of  course,  to  withhold  a  few  Uttle 
cTiticiems  I  «as  inclined  to  make  on  Ua  probability-.  I  hope  rou 
won't  go  and  pass  it  off  oa  authentic,  you  know,  because  if  we 
once  begin  to  entertain  theee  sort  of  legends  as  meaning  anjlhing, 
tile  whole  history  of  the  country  becomes  one  great  fog-bank, 
through  which  the  devil  himself  could  not  find  his  way." 

"Now,  for  my  part,"  said  mischievous  Alice,  "I  think  it  a 
very  pretty  story.  And  I  have  no  doubt  that  it  ia  every  word  of 
it  true." 

"Oh,  dear  me,  then,"  said  the  Doctor,  "lot  na  voto  it  true. 
And,  while  we  are  about  it,  let  us  believe  that  the  Sydney  ghost 
actually  did  sit  on  a  three-rail  fence,  smoking  its  pipe,  and 
directing  an  aniioas  crowd  of  relativoB  where  to  find  ita  twdy. 
By  all  means  let  os  belieie  evetTthing  we  hear," 

The  next  morning  our  pleasant  party  sufTered  a  loss.  Captain 
Brentwood  and  Alice  went  off  home.  He  was  wanted  there,  and 
ail  tilings  seemed  so  tranquil  that  he  thought  it  wae  foolish  to 
stay  away  any  longer.  Cecil  Mayford,  too,  departed,  canning 
witli  him  the  aflectionate  farewells  of  the  whole  party.  His  plea- 
sant even  temper,  and  his  handsome  &ce,  bad  won  oveiy  one  who 
knew  bim,  and,  though  he  never  talked  much,  yet,  when  he  waa 
gone,  we  all  missed  tua  merry  laugb,  after  one  of  Deaborongh'a 
good  stories.  Charley  Hawker  went  off  with  him,  too,  and  spent 
a  few  hours  with  EUen  Mayford,  much  to  his  eatisfacUon,  but 
came  rn  aguin  at  night,  as  his  mother  had  prayed  of  him  not  to 
leave  the  Major's  tjll  be  had  seen  her  again. 

That  night,  the  M^or  proposed  punch,  and,  aller  Mrs.  Buckley 
bad  gone  to  bed,  Sam  sang  a  song,  and  Desborough  told  a  story, 
about  a  gamekeeper  of  his  nncle'a,  wham  the  old  gentleman  desired 
to  start  in  an  independent  way  of  business.  So  he  built  him  a 
new  house,  and  gave  him  a  ktg  of  whiskey,  to  start  in  the  spirit- 
selling  line.  "Bat  the  first  night,"  said  Desboroogh,  "the 
villain  finished  the  whlfikey  himself,  broke  the  keg,  and  burnt  the 
hooae  down ;  so  my  uncle  had  (o  t&ke  him  back  into  service  again 
"   '    And  after  this  came  other  fitories,  equally  preposterous, 

i  we  went  rather  late  to  bed. 
[  And  the  next  moming,  too,  1  am   afriud,  we  were  rather  labi 
^  breok&st.    ilast  aa  we  wore  aitting  down,  is  came  Captain 

mtxrood. 
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•■  Hallo,"  said  the  U^or;  what  brings  Ton  back  eo  MoOttH 
IHend.     Nothing  tlie  matter,  I  hope  f  " 

"  Nothing  but  business,"  he  replied.  "  I  am  going  oa  b 
Dicksoa's,  and  I  shall  he  back  buue  to-niglit,  I  hope.  I  aa^ 
to  find  joa  so  late,  aa  I  hare  had  no  break£ut,  uk)  ban  aii» 
tea  miles." 

Ud  took  breakfkst  with  ua  and  wmt  on.  The  taonusg  pawl 
Bumewhat  hMfil;,  as  a  monung  la  apt  to  do,  after  sittiiig  iqi  IM 
and  driukiug  punch.     Towards  dooo  Desbonongh  asid, — 

"  Now,  if  au^bod;  will  coufess  that  be  dranJc  juat  three  drw 
Uw  much  pouch  last  night,  I  will  do  tiie  same,  Mia.  Soetis;, 
my  dear  lady,  I  hope  you  will  order  plenty  of  pale  ale  for  Innrfa." 

Lunch  passed  pleasanUy  enoi^fa,  and  aftenranis  the  Miy'ir. 
telling  Bam  to  move  a  (able  outside  into  the  renuidah,  dis- 
appeared, and  soon  came  hack  with  a  very  "  cnrions  "  bottle  cf 
Madeira.  We  sat  then  iu  thu  Teraudah  Emoking  for  aboat  t 
quarter  of  an  boor. 

I  remember  eveiy  word  that  was  spoken,  and  erery  trifiJ 
circumstance  that  happened  during  that  quarter  of  an  hour ;  Umj 
are  burnt  into  my  memory  as  if  by  fire.  The  Doctor  waa  rsria| 
about  EngUsh  poatiy,  as  usual,  saying,  however,  that  the  mo3m» 
English  poets,  good  as  they  wore,  had  lost  the  power  of  ladoij  t 
good  deal.    This  the  Major  denied,  quoting : — 

"Bj  torch  and  trumpet  taaX  array'd." 

"Fifty  such  lines,  sir,  are  not  worth  one  of  Mill 
the  Doctor. 

"  '  The  liuiDp«t  spaJce  □□!  to  ihe  armed  Ihiong.' 

There's  melody  for  you;  there's  a  blare  and  a  clai 

I  heard  no  more.  Mrs.  Buckley's  French  clock,  in  the  htntu 
behind,  chimed  three  quarters  past  one,  and  I  heard  a  sound  of 
two  persons  coming  quickly  through  the  honse. 

Can  you  tell  the  step  of  bun  who  brings  evil  tidings  ?  I  think 
I  CQD.  At  all  eveute,  I  felt  my  heart  grow  cold  when  I  beard 
those  footsteps.  I  heard  them  coining  through  the  hooso,  acnns 
tlie  boarded  floor.  The  one  was  a  rapid,  firm,  military  footstep, 
accompanied  with  the  clicking  of  a  spur,  and  the  other  waa  iin- 
mistakalily  the  "  pad,  pad  "  of  a  Lhick-fellow. 

We  all  turned  roimd  and  looked  at  the  door.  There  atood  the 
■jrgeont  of  Defborougli's  troopers,  pale  and  nleut,  nnd  doM 
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ind  him,  cllngbg  to  liim  as  if  for  protection,  was  tLe  litlie 
1  figure  of  ft  black  lad,  looking  from  behind  the  sergeant, 
h  terrified  visafje,  first  at  one  and  then  at  another  of  na, 

Q  their  faces,  and  wonld  have  held  up  my  hand 
Kvam  him  not  to  npeak  before  Mrs.  Bncklcy.  Snl  I  was  too 
Be,  for  he  had  spoken.  Anil  then  we  sat  for  b.  minnte,  looking 
[one  another,  each  man  seeing  the  reflection  of  his  own  horror 
B  eyes. 


CHAPTER  XL. 


THE   STonu    BtiBaTs. 

;t  little  Cecil  Maj-ford  had  left  as  ahont  nine  o'clock  in  fiie 
ming  of  the  daj  before  this,  and,  accompanied  by  Cbarlea 
uvker,  reached  his  mother's  station  abont  eleven  o'clock  in  the 

All  the  ^ay  Cliarles  had  talked  incessantly  of  Ellen,  and  Cecil 
joined  in  Chartes'a  praises  of  his  sister,  and  joked  with  him  for 
being  "  awfully  spooney  "  about  her. 

"  You're  worse  about  my  sister,  Charley,"  said  he,  "  than  old 
Sam  IB  abont  Uiss  Brentwood.     He  takes  thinga  quiet  enongb, 
bnt  if  you  go  on  in  this  style  till  you  are  old  enough  to  many,  by 
I,  there'll  he  nothing  of  you  left  I  '* 
I  wonder  if  she  would  have  mo  1  "  said  Charles,  not  heeding 


The  best  thing  you  can  do  is  to  ask  her,"  said  Cecil.     "  I 
link  I  know  what  she  would  say,  thoogb." 
They  reocheiit  Mrs.  Mayford's,  and  spent  a  few  pleasant  hours 
together.     Charles  started  home  again  about  three  o'clock,  and 
huTtng  gone  a  little  way,  turned  to  look  bock.     The  brother  and 
eisler  stood  at  the  hoase-door  etiU.     Ho  waved  his  hand  in  fare- 
well to  them,  and  they  replied.     Then  ho  rodo  on  and  saw  them 
no  more. 
Cecil  and  Ellen  went  into  the  house  to  their  mother.     The 
roi'ked,  and  Cecil  read   aloud  to  them.     The  book  waa 
jWsTerley ; "  I  saw  it  afterwards,  and  when  supper  was  over  ha 
it  up  to  begin  reading  again. 

Not  that  book  to-night,  my  boy,"  said  his  mother.     "  Read 
B  ohsptf  r  ont  of  tho  Bible.     I  am  v.iry  low  in  ray  mmd,  and  at 
>h  times  I  like  to  hear  the  Word." 
'9e  read  the  good  book  to  them  till  qnite  late.     Both  he  and 
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EUfin  Ihougtit  it  strange  that  tbeir  mother  ahotild  miulni<^  I 
book  on  A  wsoknight;  they  nerer  naoallT  read  it,  »»« coSffl!* 
evenings. 

The  morning  broke  tright  anJ  frosty.  OeciJ  wm  tiavd* 
times,  and  «ent  down  the  paddock  to  tiAeb  the  borsM.  B)  |» 
them  in  the  stock-yard,  and  stAod  for  a  time  eJoM  tofbadri^ 
toUting  to  w.  tame  lilack  lad,  that  tbey  employed  abont  tlu  ])■& 

His  attention  was  attracted  by  a  doiso  of  borees'  1l4-  B 
looked  up  and  nam  about  a  dozen  men  riding  swiftly  ud  tUf 
across  the  paddock  towarils  the  house. 

For  an  instant  he  seems  to  have  idly  wondered  who  ihef  «n 
and  have  bad  time  to  notice  a  thickset  gftndlly  dnswd  naiLik 
rode  in  front  of  tbe  otheTs,  when  the  kitoben-door  wai  Sam 
suddenly  open,  and  the  old  hnt-keepor,  with  his  gray  Ittir 
in  the  wind,  mn  out,  crying, — "Save  yourself,  in  God'i 
Uaster  Cecil.     The  Baahrangers  t  " 

Oecil  raised  hia  clenched  hands  in  wild  despair.  Thef^ 
canght  like  birds  in  a  trap.  No  hope ! — no  escape  I  N<tfcio( 
left  for  it  now,  bat  to  die  red-basded.  He  dashed  into  the  bra* 
with  the  old  hut-keeper  and  shnt  the  door. 

The  black  lad  ran  np  to  &  littli]  rocky  knoU  within  two  btrab*' 
yards  of  the  house,  and,  hiding  himself,  wat«hMt  what  wiml  «• 
He  saw  the  bnsbrangers  ride  np  to  the  door  and  di«imonal.  TIa 
they  began  to  heat  the  door  and  demand  admittiuir^.  Tin 
the  door  was  bnrst  down,  and  one  of  them  feiJ  dead  Ij 
n  pistol-shot.  Then  Uiej  rushed  in  tonmltaonaly,  leaving  om 
outside  to  mind  tho  horses.  Then  the  terrified  boy  faeaH  the 
doll  sound  of  shots  fired  rapidly  inside  the  haQding  (pray  thai  jtK 
may  never  hear  that  noiae,  reader :  it  always  means  mischief), 
and  then  all  was  comparatively  still  for  a  time. 

Then  tbere  began  to  arise  a  wild  sonod  of  bmtal  riot  within, 
and  after  a  time  they  poorod  out  agiun,  and  mounting,  rode  awat. 

Then  the  black  boy  slipt  down  from  his  lair  like  a  stuke,  and 
stole  towards  the  house,  All  was  still  as  death.  The  docv  wis 
open,  but,  poor  litUe  savage  a?  he  was,  ho  dared  cot  cnttf. 
Once  he  thought  he  hoard  a  movement  within,  and  listened 
intently  with  all  his  faculties,  as  only  a  savage  can  listen,  but  bQ 
was  still  again.     And  then  gathering  courage,  he  want  m. 

In  the  entrance,  steppmg  over  the  body  of  the  dead  bnshraagtr, 
ho  found  the  poor  old  white-headed  bnt-kecper  knocked  down  aad 
killed  in  the  first  rush.  H«  went  on  into  the  parlour;  knd  there, 
— oh,  lamentable  sight  I — w&s  Cecil ;  clever,  handsome  little  CecS, 
our  old  favourite,  lying  urosa  the  sofa,  shot  through  tb«  hmA, 
dead. 
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f  But  not  alone.     No ;  prone  along  Uie  floor,  covering  six 

e  of  ground,  la;  the  bideons  corpse  of  Moody,  the  ciumibal, 

I  red-headed  miscreant,  who  bad  innrdered  poor  Lee,  under 

^e  Hawker's  direotiona. 

f  I  think  the  poor  black  boy  would  have  felt  in  hia  dnnb  darkened 

■,   some   sorrow   st  seeing   his    kind   old   master  bo  craelly 

rdered.     Perhaps  he  would  have  raised  the  death-cry  ol  his 

■iba  over  him,  and  bnmt  himeelf  with  fire,  as  Uieir  caeUim  is  ; 

^t  he  was  too  terrified  at  seeing   ro  many  of  the  lordly  whit« 

e  prostrated  by  one  another's  handii.     He  stood  and  trembled, 

d  then,  almost  in  a  whisker,  began  t«  call  for  Mrs,  Mayford. 

"  MisBia  ;  "  he  iiaid.  "  Mise  Ellen  I     All  poll  sway,  bnahranger 

chaps.      Make    a   light,   good    Missis.      Plenty   frightened    ^a 

No  answer.     No  sign  of  Mrs.  Msyford  or  EUen.     They  must 
|»ve  oscnped  then.     We  will  try  to  hope  so.    The  black  boy 
d  into  one  chamber  after  another,  bnt  saw  no  signs  of  them, 
nly  l^e  stillness  of  death  over  all. 

L  Let  na  leave  this  accursed  honse,  lest  plying  too  closely,  wa 
My  Gad  cronching  in  some  dark  oomer  a  Gorgon,  who  will  freeze 
I  into  stone. 

'  The  black  lad  stripped  himself  naked  as  he  was  bom,  and 
running  like  a  deer,  sped  to  Major  Btickley's  before  the  sonib 
wind,  across  the  plain.     There  he  found  the  Sergeant,  and  told 

EhiB  tale,  and  the  Serjeant  and  he  broke  b  on  us  with  the 
ble  news  as  we  were  sitting  merrily  over  our  wine. 
>B1 
Sergeant,  aa  I  said,  broke  in  upon  us  with  tlie  fear&l  news 
a  eat  at  wine.  For  a  minute  no  man  spoke,  but  all  sat  silent 
and  horror-struck.  Only  the  Doctor  rose  qnietly,  and  slipped  out 
of  the  room  unnoticed. 

Desboroagb  spoke  first.  He  rose  np  with  deadly  wrath  in  his 
face,  and  swore  a  fearful  oath,  an  oath  ao  (eorfiil,  that  he  who 
endorsed  every  word  of  it  then,  will  not  write  it  down  now.  To 
Ibo  effect  "  That,  be  would  take  neither  meat,  nor  drink,  nor 
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pleft^are,  nor  real,  beyond  what  i»fi3  neceaaaiy  to  kMp  body  nJ 
soni  together,  before  be  hod  purged  the  land  of  tfaoM  liiifhirmi 
vill&ma  1 " 

Charles  Hawker  went  np  to  the  Sergeant,  with  «  litid  (tet  ti 
shaking  hands  ;  "  Will  you  t«ll  me  agaiu,  Bobiiumi,  or*  iXry  tii 

The  Sergeant  looked  at  him  compassionately.  "  Wdl,  ar," 
he  said  ;  "  the  boy  seemed  ta  think  Mrs.  and  Miss  Horfilfd  hal 
escaped.    But  you  mnaln't  trust  what  he  says,  air." 

"Yon are doceiTing  me,' '  said  Charles.  "There  is  Mai«thtiig}« 
are  biding  from  me.     I  ehaU  go  dovm  there  this  minute  and  Ht." 

"Ton  will  do  notbinE;  of  the  kind,  sir,"  Baid  Mn.  BockW, 
coming  into  tiie  doorway  and  confronting  bim ;  "your  place  tf 
with  Captain  Desborongh.     I  am  going  down  to  look  aJUsrEUai." 

Daring  these  few  moments,  Sam  had  stood  etnpefied.  Bi 
stopped  up  to  the  Sergeant,  and  said, — 

"Would  yon  t«ll  me  vbich  way  they  went  &om  Uu 
Mayforda'  ?  " 

"  Down  the  river,  sir." 

"  Ah  I  "  said  Sam ;  "  towards  Captain  Brentwood's,  aod  AiiM 
at  home,  and  alone  1 — There  niay  be  time  yet," 

Ha  ran  out  of  the  room  and  I  after  him.  "  Hia  first  tronhk," 
I  tliOQght, — "his  first  tj-iftl.      How  will  our  boj"  behave  now?  " 

Let  me  mention  again  that  the  diatanco  &om  Ibe  UaTtords'  (n 
Captain  Brentwood's,  following  the  windings  of  the  river  on  ib 
right  bank,  was  nearly  twenty  miles.  From  Major  Booklfiy's  to 
tho  same  point,  across  the  plains,  was  barely  ten ;  so  that  then 
was  still  a  chance  that  a  brave  man  on  a  good  horse,  might  reach 
Captain  Brentwood's  before  the  bushrangers,  in  spite  of  tlie  start 
they  bad  got. 

Sam's  noble  horse,  Widdciin,  a  horse  with  a  pedigreo  a 
hundred  years  old,  stood  in  the  stable.  The  buying  of  that  horw 
bad  been  Sam's  only  extravagance,  for  which  he  had  often  re- 
proached himself,  and  now  tliis  day,  be  would  see  whether  tin 
would  get  his  money's  worth  ont  of  that  horse,  or  no. 

I  foUowed  him  np  to  the  stable,  and  fonnd  bim  pnttiug  the 
bridle  on  Widderin's  beautiful  little  bead.  Neither  of  us  ^»okc, 
only  when  I  handed  bim  the  saddle,  and  helped  bim  witli  the 
girths,  he  said,  "God  bless  you." 

I  ran  out  and  got  down  the  slip-rails  fur  him.  Aa  he  rode  by 
he  said,  "  Good-bye,  Unola  Jeff,  perhaps  you  won't  see  me 
again ; "  and  I  cried  ont,  "  Remember  yoiu*  God  and  your 
mother,  Sam,  and  don't  do  anytbing  foolish." 

Then  he  was  gone ;  and  looking  across  the  plains  the  wi^  be 
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Bboold  go,  I  saw  anotbor  horsetnan  toiling  for  anajr,  and  recog- 
nised Doctor  Mulhaas,  Good  Doctor  1  he  had  seen  the  danger 
in  a  moment,  and  hy  bin  ready  wit  had  got  a  start  ofeveiy  one 
else  by  t«n  minutes. 

The  Doctor,  on  his  handsome  long-bodied  Arabian  mare,  was 
making  good  vork  of  it  across  the  plains,  when  be  heard  the  msh 
of  horses'  feet  behind  hiin,  and  turning,  he  saw  toll  Widderin 
bestridden  by  Sam,  apringiug  oTer  the  turf,  gaining  on  him  stride 
ftfler  stride.  In  a  few  miiiat«a  they  were  alongside  of  ono 
another. 

"  Good  lad  1  "  cried  the  Doctor ;  "  On,  forwards  ;  catch  her, 
and  away  to  the  woods  with  her.  Bloodhound  Desborongh  will  be 
on  their  trail  in  balf-aa-bour.  Save  her,  and  we  will  have  noble 
vengeance." 

8»m  only  waved  his  band  in  good-bye,  and  sped  on  across  the 
plain  like  a  solitary  ship  at  sea.  He  steered  for  a  single  tree, 
now  becoming  dimly  visible,  at  the  foot  of  the  Organ  hill. 

The  good  horse,  with  elastic  and  ei^y  motion,  fied  dq  his  course 
like  a  bird  ;  lifting  hie  feet  clearly  and  rapidly  throngh  the  gross. 
The  brisk  sonth  wind  filled  bis  wide  nostrUs  as  he  tuned  his 
gracefol  neck  from  side  to  side,  till,  finding  that  work  wa«  meant, 
and  not  play,  bo  began  to  hold  his  head  straiglit  before  him,  and 
rush  steadOy  forward. 

And  Sam,  poor  Sam  I  all  his  hopes  for  life  are  now  brought 
down  to  this :  to  depend  on  the  wind  find  pluck  of  an  onconsoione 
horse.  One  stamble  now,  and  it  were  better  to  lie  down  on  the 
plain  and  die.  He  was  in  the  hands  of  God,  and  he  felt  it.  He 
said  one  short  prayer,  but  that  towards  the  end  was  intermpted 
by  the  wild  current  of  hia  thoughte. 

Waa  there  any  hope  ?  They,  the  devils,  would  have  been 
drinking  at  the  Mayforde',  and  perhaps  would  go  alow ;  or  would 
they  ride  fast  and  wild  ?  After  thinlun|:r  a  short  time,  ho  feared 
the  latter.  They  had  tasted  blood,  and  know  that  the  country 
would  be  roused  on  them  shortly.     On,  on,  good  horse  I 

The  lonely  shepherd  on  the  plains,  sleepily  watchmg  his  feeding 
sheep,  looked  up  as  Sam  went  speeding  by,  and  thought  bow  fine 
a  thing  it  would  be  to  be  dressed  like  that,  and  have  nothing  to  do 
hut  to  ride  blood-borsea  to  death.  Mind  your  sheep,  good 
shepherd  ;  perhaps  it  were  better  for  yon  to  do  that  and  nolhing 
more  all  your  life,  than  to  oarry  in  yonr  breast  for  one  short  hoar 
such  a  volcano  of  rage,  indignntion  and  terror,  as  he  does  who 
bnmcs  unheeding  through  yoitr  scattered  Sock. 

KBere  are  a  brac«  of  good  pistols,  aud  they,  with  care,  shall  give 
Kiunt,  if  need  be,  of  two  men.     Aft<?r  that,  nothing,     It  were 
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Hs  hod  got  Widderm's  bead  in  his  brv««t,  bliodiolding  Unvil 
hia  coat,  for  sliooM  he  neigh  dow,  tbej-  wore  tmdoDe  indeed  I  it 
tbe  basbnmgon  approached,  the  horee  began  to  get  mwaij,  ai 
pav  the  ground,  putting  Sam  ia  such  an  agony  of  Itvna  Out  ttM 
sweat  TeUed  down  bis  face.  In  the  midst  of  Uiis  be  felt  •  faiadtt 
his  arm,  and  Alice's  voice,  which  be  scarcely 
B  fierce  whisper. — 

"  Give  me  one  of  your  pistols,  sir  t  " 

"  Leave  that  to  me  I  "  ba  refjied  in  the  eiune  tone. 

"  As  ^on  please,"  she  siud '.  "but  I  mnst  not  fiill  olii^  iM) 
their  bands.     Never  look  joor  mother  iu  the  £ace  ag&in  if  I  do.' 

He  gave  one  more  glance  ronnd,  and  saw  that  the  enemj  vnulii 
come  witbin  a  hnndred  yards  of  their  hiding-plac«.  Tbeu  be  hdd 
the  horse  foster  than  ever,  and  sbnt  his  eyes. 

Was  it  a  minute  only,  or  an  boor  till  they  heard  the  wooad  of 
the  voices  dying  away  in  the  roar  of  Ibe  river ;  and,  opening  their 
eves  once  more,  looked  into  one  another's  faces  ? 

Paces,  the;  Uionght,  that  they  had  never  seen  before, — eo  each 
told  the  other  afterwards, — aa  wild,  so  haggard,  and  so  stm^o  1 
And  now  that  they  were  safe  and  &ee  agata~(ree  to  oriso  ftnd  leava 
their  droadful  rook  prison,  and  wander  away  where  thej  would, 
they  conld  scarcely  believe  that  the  danger  was  past. 

They  come  ont  silently  from  among  the  crags,  and  took  np  u- 
other  station,  where  they  could  see  all  that  went  on.  Tbey  u« 
the  miscreants  swarming  about  the  house,  and  beard  a  pistol-shot 
— only  one. 

"  Wlio  can  they  be  firing  at?  "  said  Alice,  in  a  suliJued  tcmo. 
They  were  both  so  utterly  appalled  by  their  late  danger,  that 
they  spoko  iu  whispers,  though  the  enemy  were  a  qnarter  of  a 
mile  off. 

"  Mere  mischief,  I  should  fancy,"  said  Sam  ;  "  there  is  no  tme 
there.  Oh  I  Alice,  my  love,  can  you  roahse  that  we  are 
safe  ?  " 

"  Hardly  yot,  Sitra  1  But  who  conld  those  men  be  we  saw  at 
Bitch  a  distance  on  the  plain  ?  Could  they  bare  been  cattle  f  I 
am  seldom  deceived,  you  know ;  I  can  see  an  immense  disbuifie." 

"  Why,"  said  Sam,  "  I  had  forgotten  them  I  They  ronal  be  our 
friends,  on  these  fellows'  tracks.  Desborongh  would  not  be  long 
starting,  1  know." 

"  I  bops  my  father,"  said  Alice,  "  will  hear  nothing  till  he  a«eB 
me.  Poor  father  1  what  a  state  he  will  bo  in.  See,  there  is  s 
horseman  close  to  us.     It  is  the  Doctor  I  " 

Tbey  saw  Dr.  Miilbans  rido  up  to  one  of  tiie  heights  overlook- 
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log  the  mer,  mid  recoimoitre.     Seeing  tbe  men  iu  tie  housu,  ha 
began  riding  down  towards  them. 

"He  will  he  lost  I"  said  Alice.  "He  liinks  we  are  there. 
Co'ee,  8Bni,  &t  all  riflka." 

8am  did  80,  and  they  ssn  the  DouLor  turn.  Alius  slioved  her- 
self for  a  moment,  and  then  be  tnmed  bock,  and  rode  the  way  be 
had  come.  In  a  few  minutfis  he  joined  them  from  the  rear,  and, 
taking  Alice  in  hie  arms,  kissed  her  heartilj'. 

"  So  our  jewel  is  safe,  then — praisa  be  to  Ood  t  Thanks  due 
also  to  a  braTe  man  and  a  good  horE«.  This  is  the  last  station 
those  deTiIs  will  ruin,  for  our  friends  are  barely  four  miles  off.  I 
saw  them  just  cow." 

"  I  wish,  I  only  wish,"  said  Sam,  "  that  they  may  delay  long 
enough  to  be  caught.    I  would  give  a  good  deal  for  that." 

There  was  but  little  chance  of  that  though  ;  their  measures  were 
too  well  taken.  Almost  as  Sam  spoke,  the  three  hstenerB  heard 
a  ahrill  whistle,  and  immediately  the  enemy  began  mounting. 
Some  of  them  were  evidently  dmnk,  and  could  hardly  get  on  their 
horses,  but  were  assisted  by  the  others.  But  ver}'  sbortly  th^ 
were  all  clear  off,  heading  to  the  north-west. 

"Now  we  may  go  down,  and  see  what  destruction  baa  bean 
done,"  said  Alice.  "  Who  would  have  thought  to  see  sncb  times 
as  these  I " 

"Stay  a  little,"  said  the  Doctor,  "and  kt  us  watch  these  gentle- 
men'e  motiona.  Where  can  they  be  going  nor' -west — straight  on 
to  the  mountains?" 

"  I  am  of  opinion,"  said  Sam,  "  that  they  are  going  to  lie  ap  in 
one  of  the  gullies  this  cTening.  They  are  full  of  drink  and  mad- 
ness, and  they  don't  know  what  they  are  about.  If  they  get  into 
the  main  system  of  gulhes,  we  shall  have  them  like  rats  b  a  trap, 
for  they  can  never  get  out  by  the  lower  end.  Do  yon  see,  Doctor, 
a  httle  patch  of  white  road  among  the  trees  over  there?  That 
leads  to  the  Limeetone  Gates,  as  no  call  it.  If  they  paaa  Lhosa 
walls  upwards,  tlieyare  confined  as  in  a  pound.  Watch  the  nhild 
road,  uid  we  shall  see." 

Tha  piece  of  road  alluded  to  was  about  two  miles  off,  and  w-ind- 
LQg  round  a  st«ep  htll  among  trees.  Only  one  torn  in  it  was  viaiblo, 
and  over  Uiis,  as  they  watched,  they  saw  a  dark  spot  pass,  followed 
by  a  crowd  of  others, 

"There  they  go,"  said  Sam.  The  madmen  are  safe  now. 
See,  there  comes  Deaborougb,  and  all  of  them ;  let  ua  go  down." 

They  turned  to  go,  and  saw  Jim  coming  towards  them,  by  the 
_  route  that  Bam  bad  come,  all  bespatlMred  with  clay,  b 
ing  his  new  grey  horse,  dead  kme. 
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He  threw  up  his  hat  *wheia  he  mw  them,  nd  ma  a  &efab 
hurrah  !  hut  eTen  then  a  twinge  of  pain  ahoi  acioaa  hia  ftoe,  audi 
when  he  was  close,  they  saw  he  was  hadly  hart. 

"  God  save  yon,  my  dear  sister/'  hesiad;  *'I  hafe  been  in  soflli 
a  state  of  mind ;  God  forgiTe  me,  I  haTe  been  enrsing  the  day  I 
was  bom.  Sam,  I  started  about  three  minutes  after  yootand  had 
Tery  nearly  sncoeeded  in  orerhauling  the  Doctor,  about  two  nuleB 
from  here,  when  this  brute  put  his  foot  in  a  crab  hole,  and  came 
down,  rolling  on  my  leg.  I  was  so  bruised  I  couldn't  mount  again, 
and  so  I  have  walked.  I  see  you  are  all  right  though,  ttid  that  is 
enough  for  me.  Oh,  my  sister — my  darling  Alice  I  Think  what 
we  have  escaped  1 " 

So  they  went  towards  the  house.  And  when  Migor  Buckley 
caught  sight  of  Alice,  riding  between  Dr.  Mulhana  and  Sam,  he 
gave  such  a  stentorian  cheer  that  the  retreating  bnahrangeni  must 
have  heard  it. 

*'  Well  ridden,  gentlemen,"  he  said.  ^'  And  idio  won  the  race  ? 
Was  it  Widderin,  or  the  Arabian,  or  the  nondescript  Sydney 
importation  ?  " 

''  The  Sydney  importation,  sir,  would  hare  beaten  the  Anhiao, 
barring  accident,"  said  Jim.  **  But,  seriously  speaking,  I  should 
have  been  far  too  late  to  be  of  any  service." 

<*  And  I,"  said  the  Doctor,  ''  also.  Sam  won  the  race,  and  has 
got  the  prize.     Now,  let  us  look  forward,  and  not  backward." 

They  communicated  to  Desborough  all  particulars,  and  told  him 
of  the  way  they  had  seen  the  bushrangers  go.  Every  one  was 
struck  wiUi  the  change  in  him.  No  merry  stories  now.  The 
laughing  Irishman  was  gone,  and  a  stem  gloomy  man,  more  like 
an  EngHshman,  stood  in  his  place.  I  heard  after,  that  he  deeply 
blamed  himself  for  what  had  occurred  (though  no  one  else  thought 
of  doing  so),  and  thought  he  had  not  taken  full  precautions.  On 
the  present  occasion  he  said, — 

'*  Well,  gentlemen,  night  is  closing  in.  M%jor  Buckley,  I  think 
you  will  agree  with  me  Uiat  we  should  act  more  effectually  if  we 
waited  till  daylight,  and  refresh  both  horses  and  men.  Mare  par- 
ticularly as  the  enemy  in  their  drunken  madness  have  hampered 
themselves  in  the  mountains.  Msgor,  Doctor  Mulhaus,  and  Mr. 
Halbert,  you  are  military  men — ^what  do  you  say  ?  " 

They  agreed  that  there  was  no  doubt.  It  would  be  much  the 
best  plan. 

« I  would  sooner  he'd  have  gone  to-night  and  got  it  over,"  said 
Charles  Hawker,  taking  Sam's  arm.  '<  Oh !  Sam,  Sam  1  Think 
of  poor  Cecil  1  Think  of  poor  Ellen,  when  she  hears  what  haa 
happened.     She  must  know  by  now !  " 
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"Poor  Charley,"  BRid  Sam,  "I  am  so  sonyfor  youl  Lie  dovra, 
Kud  get  to  sleep  ;  the  sun  ia  going  dawn," 

He  lay  down  aa  he  woa  bid,  somewhere  ont  of  the  way.  He  was 
crashed  and  stunned.  He  hardly  seemed  to  know  at  present  what 
be  was  dobg.  Afkr  a  time,  Sam  went  in  and  found  him  Bleeping 
uneasily. 

£nt  Alice  was  in  sad  trihulation  at  the  mischief  done.     All  liur 

^—fretly  little  womanly  omameuta  overtiimed  and  broken,  her  piano 

^^Uftttered  to  pieces,  and,  worst  of  all,  ber  poor  kangaroo  shot  dead, 

^^Mng  in  the  verandah.     "  Oh  I  "  said  ahe  to  Major  Buckley,  "  you 

^^Enat  think  me  vei->-  wicked  to  think  of  such  things  at  a  time  like 

I^^Gbis,  but  I  cannot  help  it.     There  is  eomething  ao  abockiug  to  me 

in  each  a  sudden  bouUteriemtnt  of  old  order.     Yet,  if  it  ahocka 

me  to  see  my  piano  broken,  bow  terrilile  must  a  visitation  like  tbe 

Mayfords'  be  1     These  are  not  the  times  for  moralising,  however. 

I  mnat  aee  about  entertaining  the  garrison." 

Eleanor,  the  cook,  bad  come  hai^k  from  hni:  lair  quite  uncon- 
oemed.  She  informed  the  company,  in  a  nonchalant  sort  of  way, 
that  thia  waa  the  third  adventure  of  th«  kind  she  bad  been  eng^ed 
in,  and,  that  although  they  seemed  to  make  a  great  ftias  about  it, 
on  the  other  side  (Van  Diemen'a  Land),  it  waa  conaidered  a  mere 
neceasaiy  nuisance ;  and  so  proceeded  to  prepare  such  supper  aa 
ahe  could.  In  the  aamo  off-band  way  she  remarked  to  Sam,  when 
be  went  into  the  kitchen  to  get  a  light  for  bia  pipe,  that,  if  it  waa 
tme  that  Mike  Howe  had  crossed  and  was  among  them,  they  had 
better  look  ont  for  squalls,  for  that  he  waa  a  devil,  and  no 
mistake. 

Deaboroogb  determined  to  set  a  watch  out  on  the  road  towards 
the  month  of  the  gully,  where  they  were  supposed  to  be.  "  Wa 
shall  have  them  in  the  monung,"  said  he.  "  Let  every  one  get 
to  sleep  who  can  sleep,  for  I  eipect  every  one  to  follnw  ma 
to-morrow." 

Charles  Hawker  bad  lain  down  in  tin  inner  room,  and  waa  sleep- 
^_pg  uneasily,  when  he  was  awakened  by  some  one,  and,  lookinf;  up, 
^^Uw  M^jor  Buckley,  with  a  light  in  bis  hand,  bending  over  him. 
^^Be  atarted  up. 

^^t "  What  is  the  matter,  sir?  "  he  aaked.     "  Why  do  yon  look  at 
^H|fl  so  strangely  ?    Is  there  any  new  misfortune  ?  " 
^^K  "  Charles,"  atud  the  Miyor,  "  you  have  no  older  friend  tbanme." 
^^K  "  I  know  it,  sir.    What  do  you  want  me  to  do?  " 
^^^  "  I  want  you  to  stay  at  home  to-morrow." 

"  Anything  but  that,  sir.    They  will  call  me  a  coward." 
"  No  one  shall  do  ao.     I  awear  that  he  who  calls  yon  a  coward 
idtall  leel  the  weight  of  my  arm." 
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<'  Why  tm  I  not  to  go  with  them  ?  Whj  am  I  to  be  septnled 
from  the  others?*' 

«« Yon  most  not  ask,"  said  the  Major ;  *'  periiqia  yon  will  know 
some  daj,  bnt  not  yet.  All  I  say  to  yon  is,  go  home  to  your 
mother  to-morrow,  and  stay  there.  Should  yon  fire  a  ahoty  or 
strike  a  blow  against  those  men  we  are  going  to  hunt  down,  yon 
may  do  a  deed  which  wonld  separate  yoa  frrai  the  rest  of  man- 
kind, and  leave  you  to  drag  on  a  miserable  goilty  life.  Do  you 
promise  ?  " 

"  I  will  promise,"  said  Charies ;  "  bnt  I  wonder " 

"  NeTer  mind  wondoring.     Good  night." 

The  troopers  lay  in  the  hall,  and  in  the  middle  of  the  ni^t 
there  was  a  sound  of  a  horse  outside,  and  he  who  was  the  nearait 
the  door  got  up  and  went  out. 

'*  Who  is  there  ?  "  said  the  yoice  of  Ci^tain  Brentwood. 

**  Jackson,  sir." 

"  My  house  has  been  stuck  up,  haa  it  not  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

<' And  my  daughter  ?  " 

'*  Safe,  sir.  Young  Mr.  Buckley  rode  OTer  and  caught  her  qp 
out  of  it  ten  minutes  before  they  got  here." 

«  Long  life  to  him,  and  ^oiy  to  God.     Who  is  here  ?  " 

The  trooper  enumerated  them. 

«  And  what  has  become  of  the  gang  ?  "  asked  the  Captain. 

''  Gone  into  the  limestone  gully,  sir.     Safe  for  to-moiTow." 

''  Ah,  well,  I  shall  come  in  and  lie  in  the  haU.  Don't  make  a 
noise.     What  is  that?" 

They  both  started.  Some  one  of  the  many  sleepers,  with  that 
strange  hoarse  voice  peculiar  to  those  who  tsJk  in  their  dreams, 
said,  with  singular  energy  and  distinctness, — 

"  I  will  go,  sir ;  they  will  call  me  coward." 

**  That's  young  Mr.  Hawker,  sir,"  said  the  trooper.  **  His 
sweetheart's  brother,  Mr.  Majford,  was  killed  by  them  yesterday. 
The  head  of  this  very  gang,  sir,  that  villain  Touan — his  name  is 
Hawker.     An  odd  coincidence,  sir." 

<*  Very  odd,"  said  the  Captain.  **  At  the  same  time,  Jackson, 
if  I  were  you,  I  wouldn't  talk  about  it.  There  are  many  things 
one  had  best  not  talk  about,  Jackson.  Pull  out  the  comer  of  that 
blanket,  will  you  ?  So  we  shall  have  some  fim  to-morrow,  up  in 
the  pass,  I'm  thinking." 

'*  They'll  fight,  sir,"  said  the  trooper.  '<  If  we  can  bail  them 
np,  they'll  fight,  believe  me.  Better  so ;  I  think  we  shaU  save 
the  hai^pnan  some  trouble.     Good  night,  sir." 

So  Captain  Brentwood  lay  down  beside  the  trooper,  and  alepb 
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the  sleep  o£  the  just  among  his  broken  clisirs  and  tallies.  The 
others  dept  too,  Eound  tmA  quiet,  as  though  there  were  no  fight 
on  the  morrow. 

But  ere  the  moon  grew  pale  they  were  woke  by  Deeborongh, 
tramping  aboDt  with  clicking  epnrB  among  the  eleeperi',  and  giving 
orders  in  a  loud  voice.  At  the  first  movement,  while  the  rest  were 
yawning  and  stretching  tJiemselTes,  and  tliinking  that  battle  waa 
Dot  alt^ether  so  desirable  a  thing  on  a  cold  morning  as  it  was 
overnight,  Major  Bnckley  was  by  Charles  Eawker's  bedside,  and, 
rembding  him  of  his  promise,  got  him  out  nnperceived,  helped 
him  to  saddle  his  horse,  and  started  him  off  to  his  mother  with  a 
note. 

The  lad,  overawed  by  the  Major's  serious  manner,  went  without 
debate,  patting  the  note  in  his  pocket.  I  have  seen  that  note ; 
&am  showed  it  to  me  the  next  day,  and  eo  I  can  give  yon  the 
contents.  It  was  from  M^or  Bucktey  to  Mary  Hawker,  and  ran 
thus: — 

"  I  have  sent  your  boy  to  yon,  dear  old  friend,  bearing  this. 
Yon  will  have  heard  by  now  what  has  happened,  and  yon  will 
give  me  credit  for  preventing  what  might  come  to  be  a  terrible 
catastrophe.  The  boy  is  utterly  unconscions  that  his  own  father 
is  the  man  whose  life  is  sought  this  day  above  all  others.  Ho  ia 
at  the  head  of  this  gang,  Mary.  My  own  son  saw  him  yesterday. 
My  hand  shall  not  be  raised  againet  him  ;  but  further  than  that  I 
wiU  not  btorfere.  Your  troubles  have  come  now  to  the  final  and 
most  terrible  pass ;  and  all  the  advice  I  have  to  give  yon  is  to 
pray,  and  pray  continually,  till  this  awful  storm  is  gone  by. 
Remember,  that  come  what  may,  yon  have  two  friends  entirely 
devoted  to  yoa — my  wife  and  myself." 

Hurriedly  written,  scrawled  rather  as  this  note  was,  it  showed 
me  again  plainer  than  ever  what  a  coble  cleai-hearted  man  he  was 
who  had  written  it.  Bat  this  ia  not  to  the  purpose.  Charles 
Hawker  departed,  canying  this,  before  the  others  were  etirring, 
and  held  his  way  through  the  foresl-road  towards  his  mother's 
station. 

This  same  two  days'  business  was  l^e  best  etroke  of  work  that 
the  Devil  did  in  that  part  of  the  country  for  many  years.  With 
his  nsual  sagacity  he  had  busied  himself  in  drawing  the  threads  of 
mischief  so  parallel,  that  it  seemed  they  most  end  in  one  and  only 
one  lamentabLa  issue ;  namely,  that  Charles  Hawker  and  his  bther 

fin«et,  pistol  in  hand,  as  deadly  enemies.    But  at  this  last 
of  the  game,  our  good  honest  Migor  completely  check-mated 
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him,  by  sending  Charles  Hawker  home  to  his  motber.  la  flS 
t«mtle  pass,  after  tiiiB  imeipMtod  move  of  the  Uiyor's,  he  (the 
Deril,  no  other)  began  ctuling  about  for  a  ecoaaini,  W  whoe 
usiatance  be  might  turn  the  Hi^or'a  flank.  Hut  no  great  ngu 
being  forthixnniag  he  Lad  to  lixik  round  for  tbe  next  best  raWti- 
tate.  a  great  fool, — and  one  of  these  be  fonod  inunediatdf,  iMag 
exactly  the  way  be  wished.  Him  he  sabpcsnaed  inunediatdj,  tat 
(bund  to  do  his  work  better  tTcn  than  a  good  rogue  would  biW 
donci.  We  shall  see  how  poor  Charles  Hawker,  pricking  aloBg 
through  the  forest,  getting  every  moment  farther  tram  dat^et  and 
mischief,  met  a  man  charging  along  the  road,  fiiU  sp«d,  who 
instantly  pallod  np  and  spoke  lo  him. 

This  was  the  tiomtummato  fool,  sent  of  tie  Detil,  wbom  I  haw 
mentioned  above.  We  have  seeo  him  before.  He  was  the  Imgest, 
brownest,  stupidest  of  tbo  Unwbuek  bmily.  The  on«  who  could 
^it  further  than  any  of  his  brothers. 

"Well,  Charley,"  he  said,  "is  this  all  true  about  tii«  huh- 
rangoTB?" 

Cktirlea  said  it  was.  And  they  were  buled  np  in  the  timestoae 
gnlly,  and  all  the  party  were  away  after  tbem. 

"  Where  are  yon  going  then  ?  "  asked  the  nnfortnnata  young 
idiot. 

"  Home  to  my  mother,"  blurted  oat  poor  Charies. 

"  Welti  "  said  the  other,  speaking  unoonscionaly  exaeUy  the 
words  which  the  enemy  of  mai^ind  desired.     "  Well,  1  oooldn't 
have  believed  that    If  a  chap  bad  said  that  of  yon  in  ny ' 
I'd  have  fought  him  if  he'd  been  as  big  as 
thought  that  of  yon,  Charley." 

Charles  cnned  aloud.  "  What  have  1  done  to  be  laU(«dr  ,  ^ 
Ibia  ?  Miyor  Buckley  baa  no  right  to  send  me  away  like  Q^m, 
be  branded  us  coward  through  the  country  side.  Ten  times  over 
better  to  be  shot  than  hare  snob  words  as  these  said  lo  me.  I 
shall  go  back  with  yon." 

"  That's  the  talk,"  said  the  poor  fool.  "  I  tlionght  I  vnni't 
wrong  in  yon,  Charley."     And   so  Charles  galloped  huik  with 

We,  in  the  meantime,  had  stai-ted  &om  the  station,  ere  dajr  VM 
well  broke.  Foremost  of  the  company  rode  Desborocgh,  cabs  and 
BCTonc,  and  on  either  side  of  him  Captain  Brentwood  and  M^or 
Bnokley.  Then  came  the  Doctor,  Bam.  Jim,  Halberl,  aod  iDjBidf ; 
behind  us  again,  five  troopers  and  the  Bergeant.  Kach  man  of  ns 
aii  was  aim«d  with  a  sword  ;  and  evitiy  man  in  that  cotnpaaT,  as 
it  happened,  know  the  use  of  that  weapon  well.  The  tremm 
carriw  carbines,  aod  all  of  ns  carried  pistols.  ^<^ 
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■The  glare  in  tho  east  changm;;  from  pearly  green  to  goli^en 
ralow,  gave  notice  of  the  coming  sun.  One  enow  peak,  Tambo, 
1  think,  began  to  catch  the  light,  and  blaze  like  another  morning 
star.  The  ia.y  had  bcgim  iu  earnest,  and,  «a  we  entered  the 
month  uf  the  glen  to  which  we  vera  bound,  Wanting  gleeuns  of 
light  were  already  piercing  the  misty  gloom,  and  Itgbtittg  up  the 
loftier  oragg. 

A  deep,  rock-walled  glen  it  was,  open  and  level ;  though,  in  the 
centre,  ran  a  tangled  waving  line  of  evergreen  Hhruba,  marking 
the  couTBe  of  a  pretty  bright  creek,  which,  half-hidden  by  luxuriant 
vegetation,  ran  beside  the  faint  track  leading  to  one  of  Captain 
Brentwood's  motmtain  hnt«.  Along  this  track  wo  coold  plainly 
see  the  hoof  marks  of  the  men  we  were  after. 

It  wsa  one  of  the  most  beautiful  goUics  I  hod  ever  eoen,  and  I 
turned  to  eay  so  to  some  one  who  rode  beside  me.  Conceive  my 
horror  at  finding  it  was  Charles  Hawker  I  I  turned  to  him  fiercely, 
and  Bftid.— 

"Get  back,  Charles.  Go  home.  Yon  don't  know  what  you 
are  doing,  lad." 

He  defied  me.  And  I  was  speaking  roogbly  to  him  agun,  when 
there  came  a  pofT  of  smoke  from  among  the  rocks  overhead,  and 
down  I  wont,  head  over  heela.  A  bullet  had  grazed  my  thigh, 
and  killed  my  horse,  who,  throwing  me  on  mj  head,  rendered  me 
hort  de  combat.  So  that  during  the  fight  which  followed,  I  was 
Bitting  on  a  rock,  very  eick  and  very  stupid,  a  milo  from  the  scena 
of  action. 

My  catastrophe  caused  only  a  temporary  stoppage  ;  and,  during 
the  confusion,  Charles  Hawker  was  mmoticed.  The  man  who  had 
fired  at  me  (why  at  me  I  cannot  divine),  was  evidently  a  solitorj 
guard  perched  among  the  rocks.  The  others  held  on  for  about  a 
quarter  of  an  bour,  till  the  volley  narrowed  up  again,  just  leaving 
room  for  tlie  track,  between  the  brawling  creek  and  the  toll  lime- 
stone cliff.  But  after  this  it  opened  out  into  a  broader  amphi- 
theatre, walled  on  all  sides  by  inaccessible  rock,  save  in  two 
plaoes.  6am,  bom  whom  I  get  this  sooonnt  of  afbirs,  had  just 
time  to  notice  this,  when  he  saw  Captain  Brentwood  draw  a  pistol 
and  fire  it,  and,  at  the  same  instant,  a  zDon  dashed  out  of  soms 
scrub  on  the  other  side  of  the  creek,  and  galloped  away  np  the 

"They  have  had  tho  precaution  to  set  two  watches  for  tta, 
ich  I  hardly  expected, "  said  CaptaiB  Pe sliorough.  "  Th^  will 
'  t  us  oow,  they  can't  help  it,  thank  God.  Tiiij  have  bad  a 
irp  turn  and  a  loeiry  oat,  but  they  are  d^ad  men,  and  they 
The  Devil  is  bat  a  poor  paymaster,  Bncklsy.     After 
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all  thiB  hide  and  seek  wakf  they  haife  only  gol  two  dsji^ 
Uherty." 

The  troopers  now  went  to  the  front  with  Halbflrt  and  the  other 
military  men,  while  Bam,  Jim»  and  Ghailee»  the  last  aU  mqper- 
eeived  by  the  M^jor  in  his  ezeitementy  rode  in  the  rear. 

"  We  are  going  to  have  a  regular  battle,**  aaid  Jim.  **  39mj 
are  bailed  up,  and  most  fight :  some  of  na  will  go  home  fiMt  five- 
most  to-day." 

So  they  rode  on  throngh  the  open  finest  till  they  began  to  see 
one  or  two  horsemen  through  the  tree-stems,  reconnoitnng.  The 
gromid  began  to  rise  towards  a  lofty  cliff  that  towered  befinre  them, 
and  all  could  see  that  the  end  was  ooming.  Then  thej  can^ 
sight  of  the  whole  gang,  scattered  about  among  the  low  Bhn&, 
and  a  few  shots  were  fired  on  both  sides,  befixre  the  enemy  tmmed 
and  retreated  towards  the  wall  of  rock,  now  plainly  Tisible  through 
the  timber.  Our  party  continued  to  adTanoe  steadily  in  open 
order. 

Then  under  the  beetling  crags,  where  the  fern-trees  began  to 
feather  up  among  the  Men  boididerB,  the  bushrangers  turned  like 
bunted  wohes,  imd  stood  at  bay. 


CHAPTER  XLH. 

THE   FIOHT  AMONG  THE  FEBN-TBEBS. 

Then  Captain  Desborough  cried  aloud  to  ride  at  them,  and  spare 
no  man.  And,  as  he  spoke,  every  golden  fem-bough,  and  eyeiy 
coigne  of  vantage  among  the  rocks,  began  to  blase  and  crackle 
vri^  gun  and  pistol  shot.  Jim's  horse  sprang  aloft  and  fell, 
hurling  him  forcibly  to  the  ground,  and  a  tall  young  trooper, 
dropping  bis  carbine,  rolled  heavily  off  his  saddle,  and  lay  an  the 
grass  face  downward,  quite  still,  as  if  asleep. 

"  There's  the  first  man  killed,"  said  the  Migor,  very  quietly. 
'^  Sam,  my  boy,  don't  get  excited,  but  close  on  the  first  fellow  you 
see  a  chance  at."  And  Sam,  looking  in  his  father's  face  as  he 
spoke,  saw  a  light  in  his  eyes,  that  he  had  never  seen  there  befiire 
— ^the  light  of  battle.  The  M^jor  caught  a  carbine  firom  the  hands 
of  a  trooper  who  rode  beside  lum,  and  took  a  snap-shot,  quick  as 
lightning,  at  a  man  whom  they  saw  running  fi:tnn  one  cover  to 
another.  The  poor  wretch  staggered  and  put  his  hmds  to  hie 
head,  then  stummed  and  fell  heavily  dcfwju 
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Now  the  fight  became  general  &nd  confused.  All  about  among 
the  fern  and  tiie  flowers,  among  the  lemon-Bbrnba,  and  the  tangled 
Tines,  men  fongbt,  and  fired,  and  strnck,  and  cursed ;  while  the 
Uttle  brown  bandicoote  scndded  swifUy  away,  and  the  deadly  snake 
hid  himself  in  his  darkest  lair,  afirighted.  Shots  were  cracking  on 
all  sides,  two  riderless  horses,  confused  in  the  mSlee,  were  gaUop- 
ing  about  neighing,  and  a  third  la;  s^juealing  on  the  ground  in  the 
agooiea  of  death. 

Bam  saw  a  man  fire  at  hia  father,  whose  horse  went  down,  while 
the  Mt^jor  arose  oshnrt.  Ue  rode  at  the  roffion,  who  was  dis' 
moimted,  and  cut  him  so  deep  between  the  Bhooldor  and  the  neck, 
that  be  fell  and  never  spoke  again.  Then  seeing  Halbert  and  the 
Doctor  on  the  right,  fiercely  engaged  with  four  luen  who  were 
fighting  with  clubbed  muskets  and  knives,  he  turned  to  help  thcui, 
but  ere  he  reached  them,  a  tali,  handsome  young  fellow  daehed  out 
of  the  shrub,  and  pulling  his  horse  short  up,  look  deliberate  aim 
at  him,  and  fired. 

Sam  heard  the  bullet  go  hisaing  past  his  car,  and  got  mad, 
"  That  young  dog  shall  go  down,"  said  he.  "  1  know  him.  He 
is  one  of  the  two  who  rode  first  yesterday. "  And  as  this  passed 
through  his  mind,  he  rode  straight  at  him,  with  the  sword  hand 
upon  his  left  shoulder.  He  some  full  against  him  in  a  moment, 
and  as  the  man  hi'ld  up  his  gun  to  guard  himself,  his  cut  doscended, 
so  foil  and  hard,  that  it  shore  throagh  the  gtmbarrel  as  through  a 
stick,'  and  ere  he  could  bring  his  hand  to  his  cheek,  his  opponent 
had  grappled  him,  and  the  two  rolled  off  their  horses  t^^other, 
locked  in  a  deadly  embrace. 

Then  began  an  awful  and  deadly  fight  between  these  two  young 
fellows.  Sam's  aword  had  gone  from  hia  hand  in  the  fall,  and  he 
was  defenceless,  save  by  such  splendid  physical  powers  as  he  had 
by  nature.  But  his  adversary,  Uiongh  perhaps  a  little  lighter,  was 
a  terrible  enemy,  and  fought  with  the  strength  and  htheness  of  a 
leopard.  He  had  his  hand  at  Sam's  throat,  and  vaa  trying  to 
choke  him.  Sam  saw  that  one  great  eSbrt  was  necessary,  and 
with  a  heave  of  bis  whole  body,  threw  the  other  beneath  him,  and 
struck  downwards,  three  quick  blows,  with  the  whole  strength  of 
hia  ponderons  fist,  on  the  face  of  the  man,  as  he  lay  beneath  him. 
The  hold  on  his  throat  loosened,  and  seeing  that  Uiey  had  rolled 
within  reach  of  bis  aword,  in  a  moment  be  had  clutched  it,  and 
drawing  back  bis  elbow,  prepared  to  plunge  it  into  his  adversary's 

Bat  be  hesitated.     He  could  not  do  it. 

a  luUUken,  perionaed  the  same  l«at 
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with  fighting,  the  sight  of  tbat  bloody  &c«,  bnusoi  bevoBdiMf- 
nilion  by  his  terrible  blowg,  and  the  wild  fierce  ejea,  taSi  ttof 
and  IfiTTor,  looking  into  bis  own,  staved  his  ha^,  and  vbiltli 
imnaed  the  mim  epoke,  thick  and  iDdisCuicUjr,  for  his  JM  W 
brok«u. 

"  IT  you  will  spare  me,"  he  said,  "  I  will  be  King's  evidtoH,'' 

"Then  tam  on  your  fa&e,"  uid  Sam;  "and  I  will  tioja 
ay." 

And  aa  he  spoke  a  trooper  ran  np,  and  secured  the  ptiMUwr,  >b 
appealed  to  Bam  for  hia  handkeicbief.  ■■  I  fought  yon  £»iT,"h 
said  ;  "  and  you'ro  a  man  worth  fighting.  But  voa  have  brokn 
something  in  my  face  nitit  your  fist.  Uito  ma  soxneUiing  to  tic  J 
up  with." 

"  God  sara  na  all  I "  said  Sam,  giving  bim  his  hanifttrrlt^ 
"  This  is  misi^able  work  I     1  hope  it  is  idl  OTer." 

It  seemed  bo.  All  we  beard  were  tlie  Cearibl  screou  of  ■ 
wounded  man  lying  somewhera  among  the  fern. 

"  Where  aru  they  all,  Jockaon  ?  "  said  be. 

"  All  awny  to  the  right,  air,"  said  the  trooper.  '<  Oq«  cf  Sf 
comrades  ia  killed,  your  lather  has  bad  hia  horse  shot,  tho  Oodff 
ia  hit  in  tbo  arm,  and  Mr.  James  Brentwood  baa  ^t  iua  leg  braki 
with  the  fall  of  his  borae.  Xbey  are  minding  hun  now.  Vt'n 
got  all  the  gang,  alive  or  dead,  except  two.  Captain  Ueabom)^ 
is  np  tbe  redley  now  after  the  bead  man,  and  young  Mr.  Hawker 
is  with  him.     D -n  it  all  I  hark  to  that. 

Two  shots  wore  fired  in  q^ck  succession  in  the  direction  indi- 
cated ;  and  Sam,  baring  caagbt  liis  horse,  galloped  otF  to  auo  what 


Deaborough  fought  neither  against  small  nor  great,  but  only 
against  one  man,  and  be  was  George  Hawker.  Him  h«  had  cwom 
he  would  bring  home,  dead  or  altvt'.  When  be  and  bla  party  W 
first  broken  through  the  iem,  he  hod  caught  sight  of  his  quany, 
and  had  instantly  mode  towards  him,  as  quick  as  Uia  brokan 
scrub-tangled  ground  would  ollow- 

Tbey  knew  one  another ;  and,  as  soon  as  Hawker  saw  that  hs 
was  recognised,  he  made  to  the  l«ft,  away  &om  the  rest  of  bis 
gong,  trying  to  reach,  as  D«sboroiigb  oould  plainly  see,  the  only 
procUcable  way  that  led  from  the  amphitheatre  in  whioh  they  wen 
back  into  the  mountains. 

They  fired  at  one  another  without  ofiect  at  the  fircL     Hawk^ 
was  now  pushing  in  full  flight,  though  the  scrub  was  so  d« 
neither  made  much  way.     Now  the  ground  got  mora 
easier  travelled,  when  Desborougb  was  aware  of  one 


Him 
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oharging  recklessly  op  alongside  of  bim,  and  looking  round,  he 
recognised  Charles  Hawker. 

"Good  lad,"  he  said;  "come  on.  I  must  have  that  fellow 
before  us  there.  He  is  the  arch-devil  of  the  tot.  If  we  follow 
him  to  1) — 11,  wo  must  hnve  him  1  " 

"  We'll  have  him  safe  enough  !  "  aaid  Charles.  "  Push  to  tho 
left,  Captain,  and  we  ahall  get  him  against  those  fallen  rocks." 

Desborongh  saw  the  exceUcnce  of  this  advice.  This  was  the 
lost  piece  of  broken  ground  there  was.  On  the  right  the  cliff  rose 
precipitous,  and  from  its  side  had  tnmbled  a  confused  heup  of 
broken  rock,  running  out  into  the  glen.  Once  past  this,  the  man 
tbey  were  puraning  would  have  the  advantage,  for  he  was  splendidly 
mounted,  and  beyond  was  clear  galloping  ground.  As  it  was,  he 
was  in  a  recess,  and  Desborough  and  Charles  pushing  forward, 
succeeded  in  bringing  him  to  bay.     Alas,  tix>  weU  I 

Oeorge  Hawker  reined  up  his  horse  when  he  saw  escape  was 
impoHBiUe,  and  awaited  their  coming  with  a  double-barrelled 
pistol  in  bis  hand.  As  the  other  tiro  came  on,  calling  on  him  to 
surrender,  Desborough'a  horse  received  a  bullet  in  his  chest,  and 
down  went  horse  and  man  together.  But  Charles  pushed  on  till 
be  was  within  ten  yards  of  the  hnshranger,  and  leveUed  his  pistol 
toGre. 

So  met  &ther  and  son,  the  second  time  iu  their  lives,  all 
nnoonscionsly.  For  an  innUut  they  glared  on  one  another  with 
wild  threatening  eyes,  as  the  fatber  made  his  aim  more  certain 
and  deadly.  Was  there  no  ligblniiig  m  heaven  to  strike  bim 
dead,  and  save  bim  from  tliis  last  horrid  crime  ?  Waa  there  no 
naming  voioe  to  tell  bim  that  this  was  his  son  ? 

None.  The  bullet  sped,  and  the  poor  boy  tumbled  from  bis 
saddle,  clutching  wildly,  with  crooked,  convulsive  fingers,  at  the 
grass  and  flowers — shot  through  the  chest  1 

Then,  ere  Desborongh  had  disentangled  himself  from  his  fallen 
horse,  George  Hawker  rode  off  laughing — out  through  the  upper 
rock  walls  into  the  presence  of  the  broad  bald  snow-lme  that  rolled 
above  his  head  in  endless  lofty  tiers  towards  the  sky. 

Desborongh  arose,  swearing  and  stamping ;  but,  ere  be  could 
uk  up  hia  cap,  Sam  was  alongside  of  him,  breathless,  and  with 
tfaer  common- looking  man — ^my  man,  Dick,  no  other — 
they  both  cried  out  together,  "  What  hsa  happened  ?  " 
Xiook  there  I  "  said  Desborongh,  pointing  to  something  dark 
among  tlie  grass,^that's  what  baa  bappened.  What  lies  there 
was  Charles  Hawker,  aud  the  villain  is  off." 

"  Who  shot  Charles  Hawkur  ?  "  said  Dick.  ,^^^ 

^    "  His  namesake-,"  said  Desborongh.  ^^^^M 
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<<  His  own  &ther  I "  said  Dick ;  "  tliai*8  teixiUe.*' 

"  Whal  do  joa  mean  ?  "  they  both  aakad  a^^bast 

'*  NeTer  mind  now,"  he  answered.  '*  Captem  Deaboroqghy  what 
are  yon  ^ing  to  do  ?    Do  yon  know  iriure  he's  gone  ?  " 

*'  Up  into  the  monntain,  to  lie  by,  I  suppose/'  said  Deaboron^ 

"  Not  at  all,  sir !  He  is  going  to  erosa  the  soowy  and  get  to 
the  old  hut,  near  the  Mnnay  Ghtte." 

<*Whatl  Merryman's  hnt ?"  said  the  Captain.  ''ImpoaaiUel 
He  could  not  get  thron§^  that  way." 

*'  I  tell  yon  he  can.  That  is  where  they  came  from  at  first; 
that  is  where  they  went  to  when  they  laoded ;  and  this  is  the 
gnlly  they  came  through." 

"Are  yon  deceiving  me?"  said  Desborongh.  ''It  will  be 
worse  for  yon  if  yon  are !  I  ain*t  in  a  hnmoor  for  that  sort  of 
thing.    Who  are  yon  ?  " 

« I  am  Mr.  Hamlyn's  groom — ^Dick.  Strike  me  dead  if  I  ain't 
telling  the  truth  I " 

"  Do  yon  know  this  man,  Buckley  ?  "  said  Desboroughy  calling 
out  to  Sam,  who  was  sitting  beside  poor  Chailee  Hawkttr,  hdding 
his  head  up. 

**  Know  him  I  of  course  I  do/'  be  replied ;  "  ever  since  I  was  a 
child." 

"  Then,  look  here,"  said  Desborough  to  Dick,  "  I  shall  trust 
you.  Now,  you  say  be  will  cross  the  snow.  If  I  were  to  go 
round  by  the  Parson's  I  shouldn't  get  much  snow." 
*  '*  That's  just  it,  don't  you  see  ?  You  can  be  round  at  the 
huts  before  him.  That's  what  I  mean,"  said  Dick.  '*  Take  Mr. 
Buckley's  horse,  and  ride  him  till  be  drops,  and  you'll  get  another 
at  the  Parson's.  If  you  have  any  snow,  it  will  be  on  Broadsaddle ; 
but  it  won't  signify.  You  go  round  the  low  side  of  Tambo,  and 
sight  the  lake,  and  you'U  be  there  before  him." 

"HowJGftr?" 

*' Sixty  miles,  or  thereabouts,  plain  sailing.  It  ain't  eleren 
o'clock  yet." 

<*  Good ;  I'U  remember  you  for  this.  Buckley,  I  want  your 
horse.    Is  the  lad  dead  ?  " 

'*  No ;  but  he  is  yery  bad.  I*U  try  to  get  him  home.  Take 
the  horse ;  he  is  not  so  good  a  one  as  Widderin,  but  he'll  cany 
you  to  the  Parson's.     Crod  speed  you." 

They  watched  him  ride  away  almost  south,  skirting  the  ridges  of 
the  mountain  as  long  as  he  could  ;  then  they  saw  Mm  scrambling 
up  a  lofty  wooded  ridge,  and  there  he  disappeared. 

They  raised  poor  Charles  Hawker  up,  and  Sam,  mounting  Dick's 
horse,  took  the  wounded  man  up  before  him,  and  started  to  go 
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bIowI;  home.  After  o.  time,  he  eaiH,  "  Do  you  feel  worae,  Charles  ?  " 
and  Uie  other  replied,  "  No ;  bnt  I  am  Tcijcold."  Aftor  that,  he 
stayed  qnit«  still,  with  bis  arm  rtnmil  Sam  Buckley's  neck,  nntil 
they  reached  the  Brentwoods'  door. 

Some  came  out  ta  the  door  to  meet  them,  and,  among  others, 
Alice.  "  Take  him  from  me,"  eaid  Sam  to  one  of  the  men.  "  Be 
very  gentle;  he  is  a.slcep."  And  bo  they  took  He  dead  man's 
ann  fi;om  off  the  living  man's  sboolder,  and  carried  htm  in  ;  for 
Charlea  Hawker  was  asleep  indeed — in  the  sleep  that  knons  no 

That  tvafi  one  of  the  fiercetit  and  &rmcfit  stands  that  was  ever 
made  by  bushrangers  agamst  the  authorities.  Of  the  former  five 
were  shot  dovm,  three  wounded,  and  the  rest  captured  save  two. 
The  guig  waa  destroyed  at  once,  and  life  and  property  ouce  more 
eecTtro,  though  at  a  sad  sacrifice. 

One  trooper  was  shot  dead  at  the  first  onset.-^a  fine  young 
fellow,  just  picked  fix>m  his  regiment  for  good  couduct  to  join  the 
police.  Another  was  desperately  wounded,  who  died  the  nest  day. 
Ou  the  part  of  the  independent  men  aaBistiiig,  tliere  were  Charles 
Hawker  killed,  Doctor  Mulhaus  shot  in  the  left  arm,  and  Jim  with 
his  log  broke ;  so  that,  ou  that  evening,  Captain  Brentwood's  house 
wns  like  a  hospital. 

Captniu  Brentwood  eet  his  son's  leg,  under  Dr.  Mulhans'  direc- 
tions, the  Doctor  keeping  mighty  brave,  though  once  or  twice  liis 
face  twisted  with  pain,  and  he  was  nearly  fiunting.  Alice  waa 
everywhere,  pale  and  calm,  helping  every  one  who  needed  it,  and 
saying  nothing.  Eleanor,  the  cook,  pervaded  the  house,  doing 
the  work  of  seven  women,  and  having  the  sympathies  of  fourteen. 
Bbe  told  them  that  this  waa  as  bad  a  job  as  she'd  uver  seen ; 
worse,  in  fact.  That  the  ueaxeat  thing  she'd  ever  seen  to  it  was 
when  Mat  Steeman's  mob  were  broke  up  by  the  squatters ;  "  Bnt 
then,"  she  added,  "  there  were  none  but  prisoners  killed." 

Bat  when  Alice  had  done  all  she  could,  and  the  bouse  was 
quiet,  sbe  went  up  to  her  father,  and  said, — 

"  Now,  father,  comes  the  worst  part  of  the  matter  for  me.  Who 
is  to  tell  Mrs.  Hawker  ?  " 

"  Mrs.  Buckley,  my  dear,  would  be  tlie  best  person.  But  sbo 
is  at  the  Majforda',  I  am  afraid." 

'*  Mrs.  Hawk£«r  must  be  told  at  once,  father,  by  some  of  as.  I 
do  so  dread  her  hearing  of  it  by  some  accident,  when  none  of 
her  friends  ore  with  her.  Oh,  dear  I  oh,  dear  I  I  never  thought 
to  have  had  such  times  as  these." 

"  Alice,  my  darling,"  said  her  &ther,  "  do  you  think  that  yon 
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haye  skeDgth  to  carry  the  news  to  hat  ?  If  Mjgor  Bucklej 
with  joa,  he  could  tell  her,  joa  know;  and  it  would  be  madi 
better  £ar  her  to  have  him,  an  old  friend,  beside  her.  It  woald 
be  such  a  delay  to  go  round  and  feteh  his  wife.     Hsie  yot 

courage  ?  *' 

<<  I  will  make  courage/*  she  said.  "  ^peak  to  Mi^  Bneklej, 
fether,  and  I  will  get  ready." 

She  went  to  Sam.  *<Iam  going  on  a  terrible  errand/'  ahesaid; 
« I  am  going  to  tell  Mrs.  Hawker  about  this  dreadful,  dreadfid 
business.  Now,  what  I  want  to  say  is,  that  yon  mustn't  come ; 
your  father  is  going  with  me,  and  1*11  get  through  it  alone,  Sam. 
Now,  please,"  she  added,  seeing  Sam  was  going  to  speak,  "dcn*t 
argue  about  it ;  I  am  very  much  upset  as  it  is,  and  I  want  you  to 
stay  here.    You  won't  follow  us,  will  you  ?  " 

'^Whaterer  you  order,  Alice,  is  Law,"  said  Sam.  "I  won't 
come  if  you  don't  wish  it ;  but  I  can't  see " 

*'  There  now.  Will  you  get  me  my  horse  ?  And  please  stay 
by  poor  Jim,  for  my  sake." 

Sam  complied ;  and  Alice,  getting  on  her  riding-habit,  came 
back  trembling,  and  trying  not  to  cry,  to  tell  Mi^r  Buckley  that 
she  was  ready. 

He  took  her  in  his  arms,  and  kissed  her.  **  You  are  a  brsTe 
noble  girl,"  he  said;  ''I  thank  God  for  such  a  daughter-in-law. 
Now,  my  dear,  let  as  harry  off,  and  not  think  of  what  is  to 
come." 

It  was  about  five  o'clock  when  they  went  off.  Sam  and  Halbeit 
having  let  them  out  of  the  paddock,  went  in-doors  to  comfort  poor 
Jim's  heart,  and  to  get  something  to  eat,  if  it  were  procurable. 
Jim  lay  on  his  bed  tossing  about,  and  the  Doctor  sat  beside  him, 
talking  to  him,  pale  and  grim,  waiting  for  the  doctor  who  had 
been  sent  for ;  no  other  than  his  drunken  old  enemy. 

'*  This  is  about  as  nice  a  kettle  of  fish,"  said  Jim,  when  they 
camo  and  sat  beside  him,  *'  as  a  man  could  possibly  wish  to  eat. 
Poor  Cecil  and  Charley ;  both  gone,  eh  ?  Well,  I  know  it  ain't 
decent  for  a  fellow  with  a  broken  leg  to  feel  wicked ;  but  I  do, 
nevertheless.  I  wish  now  that  I  had  had  a  chance  at  some  of 
them  before  that  stupid  brute  of  a  horse  got  shot." 

'*  If  you  don't  lie  still,  you  Jim,"  said  Sam,  '<  your  1^  will 
never  set ;  and  then  you  must  have  it  taken  off,  you  know.  How 
is  your  arm.  Doctor  ?  " 

**  Shooting  a  little,"  said  tlie  Doctor ;  ''  nothing  to  signify,  I 
believe.  At  least,  nothing  in  the  midst  of  such  a  tragedy  as  this. 
Poor  Mary  Hawker ;  the  pretty  little  village-maid  we  all  loved  so 
well.     To  come  to  such  an  end  as  this  I  " 
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"  Is  it  tme,  fh6D,  Doctor,  that  Hawker,  tbe  bushranger,  is  her 
husband?" 

"  Qait«  trae,  alas  I  Every  one  mnst  know  it  now.  But  I  pray 
jou,  8am,  to  keep  the  darkest  part  of  it  all  from  her ;  don't  let 
her  know  that  the  bo;  fell  b;  the  hand  of  his  futher." 

"  I  conld  ohuost  ewear,"  said  Sam,  "  that  one  EunoDg  the  gang 
is  his  son  too.  When  they  rode  past  ALce  and  myself  yeeterday 
morning,  one  was  beside  him  so  wonderfully  like  him,  that  even 
at  that  time  I  set  them  down  for  father  and  son." 

"If  Hamlyn's  strange  tale  be  true,  it  is  so,"  said  the  Doctor. 
"  la  the  young  man  yon  speak  of  among  the  prisoners,  do  you 
know?" 

"Yes;  I  helped  to  capture  him  myself,"  said  Sam.  "What 
do  you  mean  by  Hamlyn's  story  ?  " 

"  Oh,  a  long  one.  He  met  him  in  a  hnt  the  mght  alter  wd 
picnic'd  at  Mimgish,  and  found  out  who  be  was.  The  secret  not 
bebg  ours,  your  father  and  I  never  told  any  of  you  young  people 
of  the  fiict  of  this  boshranger  being  poor  Mrs.  Hawker's  hnaband. 
I  wish  we  bad ;  all  this  might  have  been  avoided.  But  the  poor 
soul  alnays  desired  that  the  secret  of  his  birth  might  be  kept  from 
Charles,  and  you  see  the  consequence.  I'll  never  keep  a  secret 
again.     Come  here  witli  me ;  let  us  see  both  of  them." 

They  followed  bim,  and  he  turned  into  a  little  side  room  at  Uio 
back  of  the  house.  It  was  a  room  used  fur  chance  visitors  or 
Btritngers,  conlaining  two  small  beds,  which  now  bore  an  nnae- 
customed  burden,  for  beneath  the  snow-white  coverlets  lay  two 
fignres,  indistinct  indeed,  but  unmistakable. 

"  Which  is  he  ?  "  whispered  the  Doctor. 

Sam  raised  the  counterpane  from  tlie  nearest  one,  but  It  was 
not  Charles.  It  was  a  young,  handeome  face  that  be  saw,  lying 
so  quietly  and  peacefully  on  the  white  pillow,  that  he  eicloimed— 

"  Sorely  this  man  is  not  dead  I  " 

The  Doctor  shook  his  bead,  "  I  have  often  seen  them  Uks 
that,"  he  said.     "  He  is  shot  through  the  heart." 

Then  they  went  to  the  other  bml,  where  poor  Charles  lay. 
Sam  gently  misod  the  block  curls  from  his  face,  but  none  of  tliem 
Bpoke  a  word  for  a  few  minutes,  till  the  Doctor  said,  "  Now  let  us 
eome  and  see  his  brother." 

They  crossed  the  yard,  to  a  slab  outbuilding,  before  which  one 
[of  the  troopers  was  keeping  guard,  with  a  loadt-d  carbine;  and, 
Itlie  Sergeant  coming  across,  admitted  them. 

Seven  or  eight  fearfully  Ill-looking  ruffians  lay  about  on  the 

',  handcuffed.     They  were  most  of  them  of  the  usual  convict 

;  dark,    saturnine  looking  fellows,    though   one   offered   a 
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strange  contru^t  by  being  an  Albino,  and  aaother  titsy  could  not 
Bee  plainly,  for  lie  was  buddlod  up  in  a  dark  comer,  bending  down 
over  a  basia  of  water,  and  dabbing  his  tace.  The  greater  part  et 
them  onrsed  and  blasphemed  deeperatoly,  as  ia  tke  miumer  of  m:li 
men  when  thoir  blood  in  np,  and  they  are  recklesB ;  while  tlm 
wonnded  ones  lay  in  a  fierce  eollen  silence,  more  terrible  almoct 
than  the  foul  language  of  the  othere. 

"He  IB  not  here,"  said  Sam.  "  Stay,  that  most  be  him  wiping 
bis  face." 

He  went  towards  him,  and  saw  he  vae  right.  The  yoimg 
man  be  bad  taken  looked  wildly  up  like  a  trapped  animal  into  his 
face,  and  the  Du{;tor  could  not  suppmay  an  exukiuaLiou  when  he 
Baw  the  Lkeness  to  his  lather. 

"  Is  your  face  very  bad  ?  "   said  Sam  quietly. 

The  other  turned  away  in  silence. 

"  I'll  tie  it  np  for  yon,  if  yon  like,"  sud  Sam. 

'■  It  don't  want  no  tying  up." 

He  turned  his  face  to  the  wall,  and  remained  obstinately  aOait. 
They  perceived  that  nothing  more  was  to  bo  got  firom  bim,  and 
departed,  liut,  turning  at  the  door,  they  still  saw  him  crouched 
in  the  comer  like  a  wild  beast,  wiping  his  bruisod  face  every  now 
and  then  with  Sam's  handkerchief,  apparently  thinking  of  nothing, 
hoping  for  notbmg.  Such  a  pitiful  sight — such  an  example  of 
one  who  was  gone  beyond  feeling,  hope,  or  sorrow,  or  angbt  eiae, 
save  physical  pain,  that  the  Doctor's  gorge  rose,  and  he  said, 
stamping  on  the  gravel, — 

■'  A  man.  who  says  that  that  is  not  the  saddest,  saddest  sight 
be  ever  saw,  is  a  disgrace  to  the  mother  tbat  bore  him.  To  see 
a  young  fellow  like  that  witb  such  a  physique — and  God  only 
knows  what  undevelopod  qualttiea  b  him^oly  ripe  for  the  g»l- 
lows  at  five -and -twenty,  is  enough  to  make  the  angels  weep.  H» 
knows  no  evil  but  physical  pain,  and  that  he  considers  bnt  a 
temporary  one.  Ho  knows  no  good,  save,  perhaps,  to  be  fikitbRd 
to  hia  coufedoratea.  He  has  been  brought  up  from  his  cxadla  to 
look  on  every  man  as  his  enemy.  Ha  never  know  what  it  waa  to 
love  a  human  being  in  his  life.  Why.  what  does  such  a  man 
regard  this  world  as  ?  As  the  antechamber  of  hell,  if  be  eret 
heard  of  saeh  a  place.  I  want  to  know  what  cither  of  ns  three 
would  have  been  if  we  bad  had  his  training.  I  want  to  koow 
that  now.  We  might  have  been  as  mnch  worse  than  he  is  &a  a 
wolf  ia  worse  tlian  on  evil-tempered  dog." 

A  beautifiil   coUio   came   up  to  the  Doctor    and    i 
bim,  bokiug   mto   hia  face   with  her  deep, 
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"  We  must  do  BOmethmg  for  that  fellow,  Sam.     If  it's  only  for 
.6  name's  eake,"  said  the  Doctor. 


e  may  eiip- 

8  baby  that 
:,  when  our 


That  poor  boy  eitting  cronclieil  lliore  in  tie  c 
broken  jan',  and  just  so  much  of  biunan  feeling  as 
pofle  a  pole-oat  to  have,  cangbt  in  a,  gin,  is  that  at 
we  saw  Ellen  Lee  nursing  on  the  door-step  in  the  r 
poor  Mary  came  upon  her  on  one  wild  night  in  Exeter. 

Base-bom,  workhoaae-bred  I  Toascd  from  workhouee  to  prison, 
from  prison  to  hulk — cTery  man's  hand  gainst  him — an  Arnb  of 
society.  As  hopeless  a  case,  my  lord  judge,  as  yoa  ever  had  to 
deal  with ;  and  yet  I  think,  my  lord,  that  yoor  big  heart  grows  a 
litUe  pitifnl,  when  yoa  see  that  handsome  face  before  you,  blank 
and  carelcBB,  and  yoa  try,  fruitlcesly,  to  raise  some  blnsli  of 
shame,  or  even  anger  in  it,  by  jour  eloqoence. 

Qone  beyond  that,  my  lord.  Your  thnndorbolts  fall  harmless 
here,  and  the  man  yon  say  is  lost,  and  naturally.  Yet,  give  that 
same  man  room  to  breathe  and  act  ;  keep  temptation  from  him, 
and  let  his  good  qnalities,  shonid  he  have  any,  have  fair  play,  and, 
even  yet,  he  may  convert  yon  to  the  belief  that  hardened  crimi- 
nalstmay  be  reformed,  to  the  extent  of  one  in  a  dozen  ;  beyond 
that  no  reasonable  man  will  go. 

Let  ns  see  the  end  of  this  man.  For  now  the  end  of  my  tale 
draws  near,  and  I  must  begin  gathering  np  the  threads  of  the 
story,  to  tie  Ihem  in  a  knot,  and  release  my  readers  from  dn^. 
Here  is  all  I  can  gather  abont  him, — 

Sam  and  the  Doctor  moved  heaven,  earth,  and  the  Colonial 
Becretary,  to  get  his  sentence  commuted,  and  with  success.  Bo 
when  his  companions  were  led  out  to  execution,  he  was  held  back; 
reserved  for  penal  servitude  for  life. 

He  proved  himself  quiet  and  docile  ;  so  much  so  that  when  our 
greatest,  boldest  explorer  was  starting  for  bis  last  hopeless  jonmey 
to  the  interior,  this  man  was  selected  as  one  of  the  twelve  convicta 
who  were  to  acoompany  him.  What  follows  is  an  extract  which 
I  have  been  Ikvoured  with  from  his  private  journal.  You  will  not 
find  it  in  the  pubLshed  histoid  of  the  expedition  : — 

"  Date  —  lat.  —  long. — Morning.  It  is  getting  hopeless  now, 
and  to-morrow  I  turn.  Sand,  and  nothing  bnt  sand.  The  salso- 
locooua  plants,  so  long  the  only  vegetation  we  have  seen,  are  gone ; 
and  the  little  sienito  peak,  the  la^t  symptom  of  a  wator-bearing 
country,  has  disappeared  behind  os.  The  sandhills  still  roll 
away  towards  the  setting  tma,  bat  get  lees  and  less  elevat«d. 
The  wild  fowl  an  still  holding  their  m^mterioos  flight  to  the  north- 
west, bnt  I  have  not  wings  to  follow  them.     Ob,  my  Ood  1  if  I 
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only  knew  what  thoM  silly  biida  know.     It  ts  b(q>elefls  I 
Bud.  I  begin  to  fuar,  hopeleaa  to  go  back.     WQl  it  oel 

"  Afternoon, — Mj  servant  Hawker,  one  of  the  oon' 
to  me  by  GoTeniment,  died  to-day  at  nooo.  I  had  ^ 
tliis  man,  aa  the  most  patient  and  the  brareat,  where  aD  !tc*» 
been  eo  patient  and  bo  brave.  He  was  a  verj  ailcmt  and  naemi 
man,  and  had  never  complain«d,  so  Uiat  I  wu  de^I;  abocked,  en 
his  sending  for  me  at  dinner-time,  (o  find  that  he  waa  dying. 

"  He  asked  me  not  to  deceive  him,  bnt  to  teQ  him  if  there  wu 
any  truth  in  what  the  gaol -chaplain  had  said,  about  tbero  being 
another  life  after  death.  1  told  him  ©axncHtly  that  1  know  it  u 
sorely  as  I  knew  that  the  earth  was  nnder  my  feet ;  and  went  on 
comforting  him  as  one  comforts  a  dying  man.  Bnt  he  norer  spoke 
again  ;  and  we  buried  him  In  the  hot  sand  at  fnndown.  The  ftnt 
wind  will  obUterate  the  httle  monnd  we  raised  over  him,  and  nose 
will  ever  cross  this  bideons  desert  again.  So  that  he  wiU  have  w 
qniet  a  grave  a»  he  could  wish. 

"Eleven  o'clock  at  night. — God  be  ptaisod.     Hoary  t 
and  thunder  to  the  north. — " 

So  this  poor  workhouse- bred  lad  Ues  out  among  t 
the  middle  desert. 


CHAPTER  XLin. 


AOROSB  TBB   SNOW. 


'BiwKKB  the  elder,  as  I  said,  casting  one  glance  ii 
his  son,  whom  he  knew  not,  and  another  at  Captain  Deeboro&igfa, 
who  was  jnst  riHJng  from  the  ground  afk«r  bis  (oil,  sot  spurs  to  his 
noble  chestnut  horse,  and  pushing  through  the  contractod  bairiers 
of  Blat«  which  closed  up  the  Bouthem  end  of  the  ampUitheatra 
where  they  had  been  Gurpris^d,  made  for  the  broader  and  nqudly 
rising  valley  wWoh  atretched  beyond. 

He  soon  reached  the  rock^  gate,  where  the  vast  ridge  of  limo- 
Btone  alternating  with  the  schist,  and  running  north  and  fouth  in 
high  aerrattid  ridges,  was  cut  throngh  by  a  deep  fiasur«,  formed 
by  the  never  idle  waters  of  a  little  creek,  that  in  the  connw  of 
ages  had  mined  away  the  tofter  portions  of  the  rock,  and  mada  a 
practicable  pass  toward  the  mountains. 

H*  picked  his  v;ftv  with  difflcnlty  through  the  tmnbled  botildon 
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that  k;  in  the  chacm ;  nnd  then  there  was  a  cool  brisk  nrinil  on 
his  forehead,  ami  a  glare  in  his  eyes.  The  chill  breath  of  tho 
west  wind  from  the  nioontain — the  glare  of  the  euow  that  filled  up 
the  upper  end  of  the  valley,  rising  in  level  ridges  towards  the 
sky-line. 

He  had  been  this  path  before :  and  if  he  had  gone  it  a  hundred 
times  Bgaiii,  be  would  only  have  cnraed  it  for  a  rough  desperate 
road,  the  only  hope  of  a  desperate  man.  Not  for  him  to  notice  the 
thousand  lesBonfl  that  the  Lord  bad  spread  before  him  in  the  wilder- 
ness !  not  for  bim  to  notice  how  tha  vegetation  changed  when  tlio 
limestone  wub  passed,  and  the  white  quartz  reefs  began  to  scam 
the  alaty  sides  of  the  valley  hke  rivers  of  silver  !  Not  for  him  to 
eee  how,  as  he  went  up  and  on,  the  hardy  Dicksonia  still  nestled 
in  stunted  tufts  among  the  more  sheltered  side  gnllie?,  long  efWr 
her  tenderer  sister,  the  queenly  Alsophylla*  had  been  left  behind. 
He  only  knew  that  he  was  a  hunted  wild  beast,  and  that  his  lair 
was  beyond  the  snow. 

The  creek  flashed  pleasantly  among  the  broken  slate,  fnll  and 
turbid  under  the  mid. day  sun.  Ailer  midnight,  when  its  foun- 
tains are  sealed  again  by  the  frosty  breath  of  night,  that  creek 
would  be  reduced  to  a  trickling  rill.  His  horse's  feet  bmshed 
through  the  delicate  aspleninm,  tbe  Venus'-hair  of  Australia: 
the  sarsaparilla  still  hung  in  scant  porple  tnfls  on  the  golden 
wattle,  and  the  scarlet  correa  larked  among  the  broken  quartz. 

Upwards  and  onwards.  In  front,  endless  cycles  agone,  a  lava 
stream  from  some  crater  we  know  not  of,  had  buret  over  the  elate, 
with  fearfii!  clang  and  fierce  eiplosion,  forming  a  broad  roadway 
of  broken  hasalt  up  to  a  plateau  twelve  hundred  fet't  or  more  above 
us,  and  nol  m  steep  but  that  a  horse  might  be  led  up  it.  Lei  na 
go  up  with  him,  not  cursing  heaven  and  earth,  as  he  did,  but 
noticing  how,  as  wo  ascend,  the  scarlet  wreaths  of  the  Kenncdia 
and  the  crimson  Grevillea  give  place  to  the  golden  Grevilloa  and 
the  red  Epacris ;  then  comes  the  -white  Epacriti,  and  then  the 
grass  trees,  getting  smaller  and  scantier  as  we  go,  till  the  tittle 
blue  Gentjan,  blossoming  boldly  among  the  slippery  crags,  tells  us 
that  we  have  nearly  reached  the  limits  of  vegetation. 

He  turned  when  he  reached  this  epot,  end  looked  oronnd  bim. 
To  the  west  a  broad  rolling  down  of  enow,  risbg  gradually  ;  to  iha 
«ast,  a  noble  prospect  of  forest  and  plain,  hill  and  gully,  with  obi 
Snowy  winding  on  in  broad  bright  i-un-e*  to  tbe  sea.  He  looked 
over  all  the  beauty  and  uniltveloped  wealth  of  Gipp'e  Land,  which 
■hall  yet,  ple&ss  God,  in  fulneea  of  time,  be  one  of  tbe  brightest 
Liawela  in  the  Sing  of  Engbmd's  crown,  bat  with  eyes  that  mv  not. 
■  *  Ths  two  spedat  ol  (MU'trce.  ■ 
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He  tmued  towtirds  Uie  mow  luid  tDotuiting  hu  horse  whieb  be  hi 
led  Dp  the  cliff,  held  steadily  westward. 

Ein  plaoB  were  well  laid.  Across  U10  mottnlain,  nortfa  of  Ul 
Omco,  not  far  from  tlie  mighty  cleR  id  which  the  tnlant  Umnf 
spends  his  youth,  were  two  liuta,  erected  years  beibr«  bj  bom 
settler,  and  abandoned.  They  bad  been  used  hj  a  gang  of  bnli- 
rangors,  who  had  been  attaelced  by  the  police,  and  disfomi. 
NcTertheleBB,  they  had  been  since  inhabited  by  the  men  we  know 
of,  who  landed  in  the  boat  from  Van  Diemen's  Land,  ta  eaan- 
laenco  of  Hawker  himself  having  found  a  pass  thrDtigh  the  rangttt 
open  for  nine  months  in  the  year.  Bo  that,  when  the  poliM  met 
searching  Gipp's  Laud  for  these  men,  they,  with  the  exiaeptiaB  tt 
two  or  three,  were  anugly  ensconced  on  the  other  water-sb^  wait- 
ing till  the  storm  shonld  blow  orer.  In  these  hnts  Hawker  tnlndid 
ta  lie  by  for  a  short  time,  hving  on  such  proriKions  as  were  lefii 
until  be  could  make  his  way  northward  on  the  oatekiris  of  tb« 
settlements,  and  escape. 

There  was  no  pursnit,  be  thooght :  how  conld  there  be  ?  Who 
knew  of  this  route  bnt  himself  and  his  mates  ?  bardl;  likely  any  of 
them  would  betray  bim.  No  creatnro  was  moving  in  the  ralley  hi 
bud  just  ascended,  but  the  sun  was  beginning  to  elope  towards  tiu 
west,  and  he  must  onwards. 

Onwards,  across  the  slippery  gnow.  At  first  ft  few  tree<steaiB, 
blighted  and  withered,  were  visible  right  and  leR,  proring  th^t  at 
some  time  during  their  cTist-eooe,  these  bald  dawns  had  either  a 
less  elevation  or  a  warmer  climate  than  now.  Then  these  evoi 
disappeared,  and  all  aroond  nas  one  white  blinding  glare.  To  the 
right,  the  snow-fields  rolled  ap  inta  the  ahapetess  lofty  mass  called 
Mount  Tambo,  behind  which  the  hill  they  now  call  Kosciusko,' — 
as  some  say,  the  highest  ground  in  the  country, — began  to  take  a 
crimson  tint  from  the  declining  smi.  For  to  the  eonth,  black  am) 
gamit  among  the  whitened  hills,  towered  tbe  rounded  hump  of  Bof- 
faloo,  while  the  peaks  of  Bnller  and  Aberdeen  showed  like  dim 
blue  clouds  on  the  furthest  horizon. 

Snow,  and  nothing  hut  snow.     Sometimes  plunging  shonUer 

*  Mr.  MaoartbuT,  oompanion  ol  Count  Strzeleeki,  Be«mt  to  balieve  that 
Eoaciusko  is  actnallj  tbe  highest  point.  But  I  believe  Mr.  Selw^n  i»  of 
opinion  that  there  is  a  peak  ("  down  "  woald  be  a  more  correct  word) 
higher  ;et.  Moont  Eosainsho  ia  between  7.000  and  8,000  feet  above  tha 
«es,  from  which  it  ie  visible.  It  is  baid  to  believe,  however,  that  this  i« 
Iba  highest  point  in  the  AoBtraltac  Alps.  The  naatioal  oharta  la^  daum 
here,  "  anowy  monntiiio*.  viaible  tweoty-ave  leagues  at  aea."  "  '  " 
iiderinc  that  th^  ore  nt  least  fifteen  leagaee  inland,  t  oannot '_ 
ing,  either  tliat  Eoicioako  ii  not  tbe  hlghetl  point,  or  that  Its 
nuderraled. 
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deep  into  some  treachcroDs  Lollow,  BometimeB  gaiding  tbe  tired 
horse  octosb  the  surface  frozen  over  nnknomi  depths.  He  had 
been  drinkiitg  hard  for  Bome  days,  uiid,  now  the  excitement  of 
action  had  gone  off,  was  fearfull;  nervoas.  The  snow-glint  had 
dizzied  his  head,  too,  and  he  began  to  see  strange  shapes  forming 
tbemsehes  m  the  shade  of  each  hoUow,  and  start  at  each  atnmkle 
of  hia  horse. 

A  swi£l-fiyiDg  shadow  upon  the  snow,  and  a  rush  of  wings  over- 
head. An  eagle.  The  lordl;  scavenger  is  following  him,  impa- 
tient for  him  to  drop  and  become  a  prey.  Soar  ap,  old  bird,  and 
bide  tby  time ;  on  yonder  precipice  thou  shalt  have  good  chance 
of  a  mc-a]. 

Tit-ihght,  and  then  night,  and  yet  the  snow  bnt  half  past.  There 
IB  a  rock  in  a  hollow,  where  grow  a  few  scanty  tuft^  of  grass  wliich 
the  poor  horse  may  oat.  Here  he  will  camp,  fireless,  foodless,  and 
walk  np  end  down  the  livelong  night,  for  sleep  might  be  death, 
Thongh  he  is  not  in  thoronghly  Alpine  regions,  yet  still,  at  this 
time  of  the  year,  the  snow  is  deep  and  the  frost  ia  keen.  It  wera 
as  well  to  keep  awake. 

Aa  he  paced  up  and  down  beneath  the  sheltering  rock,  when 
night  had  closed  in,  and  the  frosty  atars  were  twinkling  in  the  cold 
blue  firmament,  strange  ghosts  and  fimcies  came  crowding  on  him 
thick  and  Eut.  Down  the  long  vista  of  a  misspent,  ruined  life,  bo 
saw  people  long  since  forgotten  trooping  np  towards  him.  Hia 
lather  tottered  st«mly  on,  as  with  a  fixed  purpose  before  him  ;  his 
gipsy -mother,  Uadge,  strode  forward  pitiless ;  and  poor  mined 
Ellen,  holding  her  child  to  her  heart,  joined  the  others  and  held 
up  her  withered  hand  as  if  in  mockery.  But  then  there  came  a 
facu  between  him  and  all  the  other  figures  which  hin  distempered 
brain  bad  summoned,  and  blotted  tb«m  out ;  the  face  of  a  young 
man,  bearing  a  strange  likeness  to  himself;  the  face  of  the  last 
human  creature  he  had  seen ;  the  face  of  the  boy  that  he  had  ahot 
down  among  the  fern. 

Why  should  this  Gice  grow  before  him  wherever  he  turned,  so 
that  he  conid  not  look  on  rock  or  aky  without  seeing  it  ?  Wby 
should  it  glare  at  him  throagh  a  blood-red  haze  when  he  shut  his 
eyes  to  keep  it  out,  not  in  sorrow,  not  in  anger,  but  even  as  he  had 
Been  it  but,  ezpreesing  only  terror  and  pain,  as  the  lad  rolled  off 
hia  hone,  and  lay  a  black  heap  among  the  flowers  9  Up  and 
away !  anything  is  better  than  thia.  lict  us  stumble  away  aoroas 
the  snow,  through  th«  mirk  night  once  more,  rather  than  be  driven 
mod  by  this  pale  boy's  face. 

Morning,  and  the  pale  ghosts  have  departed.  Long  shadows  of 
horae  and  man  are  thrown  before  him  now,  as  the  alopo  dips 
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BWtjr  to  the  irertward,  and  he  knoira  that  bis  jonnupy  is  mU-^gft 
orer. 

It  was  la.ie  in  ths  afUmoon  before,  baring  left  ths  iBMr  aoiu 
boars,  be  began  to  lead  bis  horse  down  a  wooded  preeiptoe^  UinMg^ 
TegotatioD  wliich  grew  more  loxonant  eytiry  yxri  be  iemandai. 
Tbe  g]isD,  whose  bottom  bo  was  tiring  to  roacb,  was  a  bbek  |ilo- 
found  gulf,  with  perpendicular,  or  rather,  oTer-banging  vaOa,  on 
every  side,  aare  where  be  was  scrambling  doim.  Hen  indeed  it 
was  possible  for  a  horse  to  keep  bis  fbotiug  atuas)?  Uie  bdto  et 
trees,  tbat,  al(«rnatiiig  with  preuipitoos  gnmite  cliff,  (bnnad  lbs 
upper  end  of  one  of  the  most  tremendous  glens  in  tbe  worid — Uu 
Ont«s  of  the  Murraj. 

He  was  barel;  one-tbird  of  the  waT  down  tbia  numntain  wall, 
when  the  poor  tired  boree  lost  bis  footing  and  fell  ov«r  tb«  edge, 
touching  neitbar  tree  Dor  stone  for  fire  bondrMl  fe«t,  vbik  0«org* 
Hawker  was  l«ft  terrifiod,  hardly  daring  to  peer  into  Um  dim  abyWi 
where  the  poor  b<_'ast  was  gone, 

fiat  it  was  litUu  niatUir.  Tho  but  he  waamaldug  for  was  barely 
four  miles  oif  now,  and  there  wils  meat,  drink,  and  aalety.  Pefha|« 
there  might  be  company,  be  hoped  tliere  might, — sMueoftbc  fpug 
might  have  escaped.  A  dog  would  be  somo  sort  of  friend.  Anj- 
thing  sooner  than  snch  another  night  as  lost  night. 

His  pistols  were  gone  with  the  saddle,  and  ho  was  uunncd. 
He  reached  the  base  of  tbe  clitT  in  safety,  and  fbioed  hia  way 
through  tho  tai^led  scmb  that  fhngod  the  infant  river,  tovarda  tbe 
tower  end  of  the  pass.  Here  the  granite  walls,  overbaaging,  bold 
forward  above  to  meet  one  another,  almost  farming  an  arch,  tba 
height  of  which,  &om  t)ie  river-bed,  is  computed  to  be  neizlf ,  if 
not  quite,  three  thoasaod  fact.  Tbroogh  this  awful  gate  be  &n«d 
hia  way,  overawed  and  utterly  dispirited,  and  reached  tbe  gnUiy 
where  bis  rcfiige  lay,  just  as  the  snn  was  setting. 

There  was  a.  slight  track,  partly  formed  by  stray  catUa,  wlnek 
k-d  up  it ;  and  casting  his  eyes  npon  this,  he  saw  the  marics  of  a 
horse's  feet.  "  Home  one  of  tbe  guig  got  home  bafbiv  ine,"  b* 
said.  "  I'm  right  glad  of  tbat,  anything  better  than  ancb  aaotber 
night." 

He  tomed  a  sharp  angle  in  the  path,  just  where  it  rsncoond  an 
abrnpt  cliff.  He  saw  a  boraemsn  within  ten  yards  of  him  with  lua 
face  towards  him.  Captain  Dosboroogb,  boldiug  a  pistol  at  bit 
bead. 

"Sorrender,  George  Hawker ! "  said  ]>osboroDgh.  "Or,  bjrthe 
living  liord  I  yon  are  a  dead  man." 

Hungrr,  eold,  desperate,  unarmed ;  he  saw  that  be  wot  a 
•od  that  hope  wac  dead.    Tbe  Captain  had  an  easiiar  f«j  tl 
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had  anticipated.  Hawker  Uirew  up  liia  arms,  aud  ere  lie  CDDld 
fdllj  appreciate  his  situation,  he  was  cbaineil  liLBt  ta  DeBlwrougli's 
Baddk,  only  Ut  be  loosed,  be  knew,  by  the  gallows. 

Withoat  a  word  on  eitlier  aide  they  began  their  terrible  joume}', 
Deaborough  ridiug,  and  Hawker  manacled  by  hia  right  wrist  to 
the  saddle.  Fully  a  mile  was  passed  befbi'e  the  latter  aaked 
Bollenly, — 

"  Wbero  are  you  going  to  take  me  to-iuglit  ?  " 

"To  Dickenson's,"  replied  Cesboroogh.  "Yea  moat  stef  ont, 
yon  know.     It  will  be  for  your  own  good,  for  I  must  get  there  to- 

Tno  or  three  miles  further  were  got  ovar,  when  Hawker  said 
abruptly, — 

"  Look  here,  Captain,  I  want  to  talk  Ut  you." 

"  Yon  bad  better  not,"  aud  Desboron^.  "  I  don't  want  to 
have  any  communication  with  yov,  and  every  word  you  eay  will  go 
agunst  yon." 

"  Bah  I  "  said  Hawker.  "  I  nrnat  swing.  I  know  that.  laban't 
make  any  defence.  Why,  the  devils  oat  of  hell  would  come  into 
court  against  me  if  I  did.  But  I  want  to  ask  yon  a  qoestion  or 
two.     Yon  haven't  got  the  cliaracl«r  of  being  a  brutal  fellow,  like 

0 .     It  can't  hurt  you  to  answer  mc  one  or  two  things,  and 

ease  my  mind  a  bit." 

"God  help  you,  unhappy  man,"  aaJd  Desborongh.  "I  will 
answer  any  queetiona  you  ask." 

"  Weil,  then,  see  here,"  said  Hawker,  hesitating.  "  I  want  to 
know — I  want  to  know  first,  how  you  got  round  before  me  1  " 

"  Is  tliat  all  ?  "  said  Desborough.  "  Well,  I  came  round  over 
Broadsaddle,  and  got  a  tresh  horse  at  the  Parson's." 

"  Ah  I  "  said  Hawker.  "  That  young  fellow  I  shot  down  when 
you  were  after  tne,  is  he  dead  ?  " 

"By  this  time,"  said  Desborough.  "  He  was  just  dying  when 
^came  away." 

"  Would  you  mind  stopping  for  a  moment,  Captain  ?    Now  tetl 

\,  who  was  he?" 

"Mr.  Charles  Hawker,  son  of  Hra.  Hawker,  of  Toonarhin." 

He  gave  such  a  yell  that  Desboroogh  Bhrunk  from  him  sppalled, 

a  cry  as  of  a  wounded  tiger,  aud  vtmggled  so  wildly  with  his 
indcuff  that  the  blood  poured  from  his  vriet.  Let  us  close  this 
Desborough  told  me  aftenrards,  that  that  wild,  fierce. 

ipairing  cry,  rang  in  hia  ears  fur  many  years  afttrwanla,  and 
IDiild  never  be  forgotten  till  thoae  ears  were  dosed  with  the  dual 
"  "  e  graTO. 
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I'   UlfiV  BAMTiCKB    BKABU    TUX    SEWS. 
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Troubridob's  station,  Toonorbin,  Uy  bo  fkr  back  Ema  &t  dw, 
and  90  entirely  on  tUe  road  to  Dowh«iv,  Uittl  Tom  used  to  ibbkI, 
ilial  ho  ffould  back  it  for  being  the  worst  slotioa  Hx  oem  a  tk 
countr;.  So  it  happened  whil«  these  ti>TTibIe  scenes  were  mda; 
within  t«ti  miles  of  them,  down,  lu  ffu;t,  to  aboot  oud  o'dsck  n 
the  da;  when  the  bnahrangers  were  ovcrLaken  and  pniuslial.  Us; 
and  her  cousin  sat  totally  uneonscions  of  what  was  going  os. 

But  about  eleven  o'clouk  that  day,  Bumsidc,  th«  cattlu  doW, 
mentioned  once  before  in  these  pages,  arrived  at  Mtyor  Baekbr'f, 
from  somewhere  up  country,  and  found  tho  hooao  npparcot!} 
deserted. 

But  having  coee'd  for  some  time,  a  door  opened  in  one  ot  ttia 
huts,  and  A  sleepy  groom  came  forth,  yawuing, 

"  Where  are  they  all  ?  "  asked  Bnmside. 

"  Urs.  Buckley  and  the  women  were  down  at  &lrs.  Majrtbri*^ 
streaking  the  bodies  ont,"  h«  beliwed.  "  "Xhts  rest  were  gDM 
away  after  the  gang." 

This  was  the  fiiat  that  Bumsido  had  heard  ubont  Ifac  matter. 
And  now,  bit  by  bit,  ha  extracted  everything  from  the  sUm 
groom. 

I  got  liim  ait«rwai'ds  to  confess  to  me,  that  when  he  bsant  of 
this  ttirrihie  affair,  his  uatm'al  feeling  of  horror  waa  con^danl^ 
alloyed  with  pleasure.  He  saw  hete  at  one  ghrnce  a  tujid  of  nnw 
talk  for  six  months.  He  saw  himself  a  welcome  visitor  at  pray 
station,  even  up  to  furthest  lonely  Condamine,  retailing  the  nets 
of  these  oi^uiTences  with  all  the  authenticity  of  on  uye  wi&uK 
improviug  his  narrative  by  each  repetition.  Here  was  tbe  baat  U 
a  new  tale,  Odu,  Epic,  Saga,  or  what  you  may  please  to  0*0  it, 
which  ha,  Buruaide,  the  haii,  Bhould  sing  at  each  fireside  thraogh- 
out  tlie  land. 

"And    how    ore    Mrs.  and  Miss  Mayford,  poor   eoalef"   1w 

"They're  as  well,"  answered  the  groom,  "  as  you'd  eiqMKit  tdOa 
to  be  after  sucli  a  mishap.  They  ran  out  at  the  back  way  aitd 
down  tlie  garden  towards  the  river  before  the  chaps  could  biml 
the  door  down,  I  am  sorry  for  that  little  chap,  Cecil,  I  am,  hj 
Jove  I  A  straightforward,  manly  htlle  chap  as  ever  croaaed  a 
horse.  Last  week  he  says  to  me,  eays  be,  '  Beqjy,  my  baj,*  Mjrs 
hs,  'eome  nod  be  groom  to  me.    I'll  give  you  thirty  poand  n-j«v.' 


^pb- 
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And  I  Bays, '  If  Mr,  Sam '  HftUo,  there  Uiey  are  at  it,  hammpr 

and  tonga  I     Sharp  work  that  I  " 

Tbej  both  listened  intently.  Thej  could  hear,  borne  on  the 
wost  wind,  a  distant  dropping  fire  and  a  shouting.  Tlie  groom's 
eye  began  to  kindle  a  bit,  bnt  Bumaide,  sitting  yet  upon  hie  horse, 
grasped  the  lad's  shoulder  and  cried,  "  God  save  us,  suppose  our 
men  should  he  beaten  !  " 

"  Suppose,"  said  the  groom,  contain ptnonsly  shaking  him  off; 
"  why  then  yon  and  I  should  got  our  throata  cut." 

At  this  moment  the  noise  of  the  distant  fight  breezed  np  louder 
than  ever. 

"They're  beat  back,"  said  BnmBide.  "I  shall  be  off  to 
Toonarbin,  and  give  them  warning.  I  advise  jon  to  save  jonr- 
self." 

"  I  was  set  to  mind  these  here  thinge,"  sud  Benjy,  "  and  I'm 
a-going  to  mind  'em.  And  they  as  meddles  vrilh  'cm  had  better 
lo^  out." 

Burttside  started  off  for  Toonarbin,  and  when  half-way  there  be 
paused  and  listened.  The  firing  had  ceased.  When  he  camo  to 
reflect,  now  that  his  panic  was  over,  he  had  very  little  donbt  that 
Desborongh's  party  had  gained  the  day.  It  was  impossible,  he 
thought,  that  it  could  be  otherwise. 

Nevertheless,  being  half-way  to  Toonarbin,  he  determined  to 
ride  on,  and,  having  called  in  a  moment,  to  follow  a  road  which 
took  a  way  past  Lee's  old  hut  towards  the  scene  of  action.  Ho 
very  soon  pulled  up  at  tlie  door,  and  Tom  Trouhridge  came  slowfy 
oat  to  meet  him. 

Hallo,  Bumside  I  "  said  Tom.     "  Get  off,  and  come  in." 

Not  I,  indeed.     I  am  going  off  U>  see  the  fight." 

What    fight  ?  "    said    Mai7    Hawker,    looking   over  Tom's 

loulder. 

Do  you  moon  to  say  you  have  not  heard  the  news  ?  " 
Not  ft  word  of  any  news  for  a  fortnight." 

For  onco  in  his  life,  Bumside  wae  laconic,  and  told  th^m  all 
that  had  happened.  Tom  spoke  not  a  word,  but  ran  op  to  tho 
stable  and  bad  a  horse  out,  saddled  In  a  minute,  he  was  dashing 
into  the  house  again  for  bis  hat  and  tnslols  when  he  came  against 
Mary  in  the  passage,  leaning  against  tlie  wall. 

"  Tom,"  she  whispered  hoarsely,  "  Bring  that  boy  back  to  me 
safe,  or  never  look  me  m  the  face  agab  !  " 

He  never  answered  her,  be  was  thinking  of  some  one  beside  Uie 
boy.  He  pushed  past  her,  and  the  next  moment  sbo  saw  him 
g^op  away  with  Bumside,  followed  by  two  men,  and  now  she  was 
left  UOM  Indeed,  and  helpless. 
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Thare  was  not  a  Bonl  ftboat  the  plaee  tral  h«nalf ;  net 
witbin  ten  mileB.  She  stood  looking  oat  of  the  ion 
nothing,  for  a  time  ;  hat  ttien,  as  boor  hy  hoar  wanl  CB, 
a(t«iiooD  stiUneas  fell  n|>ou  the  forest,  and  tl>e  ehainm  1 
BltinL,  K  terror  began  to  grow  upon  h«r  which  at  let^th 
nnbearable,  and  wtsU-nigh  droT«  her  mod. 

At  Die  first  nhe  oiiderstood  that  oU  tb^ae  j«an  of  mtw^ 
oame  to  a  point  at  laat,  and  n  strange  reeling  of  eicildmsnt,  ib 
joy,  came  over  hor.  Sho  was  one  of  those  imp«tnooa 
who  stand  snepenao  worae  than  anrthittg,  utd  now,  altluii^  ItBS 
was  in  her,  she  feJt  as  though  relief  was  nigh.  Then  she  b^ 
to  think  again  of  her  son,  bat  oolj  for  an  instant.  H«  km  o^ 
Mqjor  Backley'B  care,  and  most  be  safe :  so  tb&t  Bb«  iHwiia  I 
that  fear  from  her  mind  for  a  time,  bnt  only  for  a  time.  It  ^m 
baok  to  her  again.  Why  did  he  not  oome  to  ber  f  Wbv  bad  at 
the  Mt^or  sent  him  off  to  her  at  once  9  Coald  tha  M^  hot 
been  killed  ?  even  if  so,  there  was  Doctor  Molhaua.  Hw  ttnm 
were  absurd. 

But  not  the  lees  terrors,  that  grew  in  atrengtj)  boar  by  hoB;  H 
she  waited  there,  looking  at  th«  pleasant  spring  forget,  and  do  ■• 
came.  Terrors  that  grew  at  last  so  strong,  tJuat  the;  took  At 
place  of  certainties.  Some  hitch  most  bava  taken  pla««.  nd  bv 
boy  mast  be  gone  oat  with  the  rest. 

Having  got  as  far  as  this,  to  go  foither  was  no  dilBcolty.  B* 
was  killed,  she  felt  sore  of  it,  and  none  had  conrags  to  oome  nl 
tell  her  of  it.  She  suddenly  deteraiini?d  to  verify  her  tboogbtt  tt 
oQue,  and  went  indoors  to  get  her  hat. 

She  had  folly  made  np  her  mind  that  he  must  be  killed  at  tHi 
time.  The  hope  of  bis  having  escaped  was  gon«.  We  who  bin 
the  real  state  of  the  case,  sboold  tremble  for  her  reason,  when  riu 
finds  her  fears  so  terribly  tme.     Wo  shall  aee. 

She  determined  to  start  away  to  the  Brentwoods*,  and  end  b^ 
present  state  of  terror  one  way  or  another.  Tom  bad  taken  thf 
only  horse  in  the  stable,  but  her  own  brown  pony  was  running  in 
the  paddock  with  some  others :  and  sbe  sallied  forth,  worn  out, 
feverish,  half-mad,  to  try  to  catoh  him. 

The  obstinate  brute  would  not  he  canght.  Then  she  ^moC  ■ 
weary  hoar  trying  to  drive  them  all  into  the  stockyard,  bat  in  vain. 
Three  times,  she,  with  infinite  laboor,  drove  them  up  to  the  slip- 
rail,  and  each  time  the  same  mare  and  foal  broke  away,  leading  off 
the  others.  The  third  time,  when  she  saw  them  all  mn  whinnyiag 
down  to  the  further  end  of  the  paddock,  after  half  an  honr  or  to  C^ 
weary  work  driving  them  np,  when  she  had  ran  henelf  olT  ber 
poor  tottering  legs,  and  saw  that  all  her  toil  was  in  vain,  tb«o  tbt 
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B&nk  down  on  the  cold  boid  gravel  in  the  yard,  with  her  long  block 
hair  Btreaming  looso  along  the  gronnd,  and  prByed  that  she  might 
''  "'  Down  at  full  length,  in  &ont  of  her  own  door,  like  a  dead 
I,  moaning  and  crying,  trom  time  to  tim^,  "  Oh,  my  boy,  my 

Hovr  long  she  lay  tbero  aho  knew  not.  Sbe  heard  a  borae'a 
'<,  bat  only  stopped  her  ears  from  the  nen^  she  tbongbt  wu 
'  ig.  Then  ehe  heard  a  steady  heavy  footstep  close  to  her,  and 
ne  tonched  her,  and  tried  to  raise  her. 
Bat  Dp,  shook  the  hair  from  her  eyes,  and  looked  at  the  man 
who  stood  beside  her.  At  first  she  thonght  it  was  a  phantom  of 
her  otvn  brain,  bat  then  looking  wildly  at  the  calm,  soleiim  featores 
and  the  kindly  grey  eyes  which  were  gazing  at  her  so  inquiringly, 
she  prononnced  liiB  name — "  Frank  Maberly." 

"  God  save  you,  madam,"  he  said.     "  What  is  the  matter  ?  " 
"  Misery,  wrath,  madness,  despair  1  "  she  cried  wildly,  raising 
her  hand.     "  The  retribntion  of  a  lifetime  fallen  on  my  luckless 
head  in  one  unhappy  moment." 

Frank  Mabi^rly  looked  ot  her  in  real  pity,  but  a  thonght  went 
through  hia  head.  "  What  a  magnificent  actreaa  this  nroman 
would  make."  It  merely  passed  tfaroogb  his  brain  and  was  gone, 
and  then  he  felt  ashamed  of  himself  for  entertaining  it  a 
moment ;  and  yet  it  was  not  altogether  on  nnnatnral  one  for  him 
who  knew  her  character  to  welt.  Sb«  was  lying  on  the  ground  in 
an  attitude  which  would  have  driven  Siddons  to  despair;  one  white 
arm,  down  which  her  sleeve  had  fallen,  pressed  against  her  fore- 
head, while  the  other  clutched  the  ground ;  end  her  splendid 
block  hair  fidlen  down  across  her  sbonlders.  Yet  how  eoold  he 
say  how  much  of  nil  this  wild  denpair  was  real,  and  how  much 
hysterica!  ? 

Bat  what  is  the  matter.  Mar)-  Hawker?  "  he  asked.     "  Tell 

how  can  I  help  you  ?  " 
Matter?"  she  said.  "Listen,  The  bnshrangers  an)  come 
from  the  mountains,  spreading  rain,  mnrder,  and  destruction 
id  wide.  My  husband  is  captain  of  the  gong  :  and  my  son, 
my  only  son,  whom  I  have  loved  bett«r  than  my  God,  is  gone  with 
the  rest  to  hunt  thom  down — to  seek,  unknowing,  his  own  other's 
life.    There  ia  mischief  beyond  your  mending,  priest  1 " 

Beyond  his  mending,  indeed.  Ho  saw  it.  "  Rise  op,"  ha  said, 
"  and  act.     Tell  me  all  the  ciicnmstiLnces.     la  it  too  late  ?  " 

She  told  him  how  it  had  come  to  pass,  and  then  he  showed  her 
that  all  her  terrors  were  bat  anticipations,  and  might  be  false.  He 
mt  her  pony  for  her,  and,  as  night  wb.3  foiling,  rode  away  with  ha 
g  the  mountain  road  that  led  to  Captain  Brentwood's. 
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The  Gun  «aa  down,  and  ere  they  bftd  {ftxu  bt,  the  nwea  «m 
bright  oTorhead.  FrBok,  having  fa&j  p«niiBded  tumaelf  thai  all 
ber  terrors  were  the  etEeet  of  an  (rTerviixif;fat  itaagisatMO,  gnw 
ebeerfnl,  and  tried  to  laugh  her  ont  ot  them.  She,  too,  «jtl>  tht 
exercise  of  riding  throngh  the  oight-air,  and  the  oarapai^  of  a 
handsome,  agree^Ie,  weU-bred  mui,  began  to  have  a  laniiig  idea 
that  ehe  had  be«n  making  a  fool  of  heiraelf;  whro  tbtj  etmt 
sDddenlT  on  a  hot,  dark,  cheeriess,  deserted,  standing  abon  a 
black,  stagnant,  reed-grown  vat«rhoIe. 

The  hut  where  Frank  had  gone  to  preach  to  the  ■*octafifti.  The 
but  where  Lee  bad  been  mordered — an  ill-omened  pkee  ;  tad  m 
tiioy  came  opposite  to  it,  the;  saw  two  others  approaching  them  in 
the  moonlight — M^or  Buckley  and  Alice  Brentwood. 

Then  ALce,  pushing  forwai^,  bravely  met  her.  and  told  ho-  all 
— all,  (rom  beginning  to  end  ;  and  when  she  had  finished,  hsroig 
borne  ap  nobly,  fell  to  weeping  as  thongb  her  heart  woald  break. 
Bnt  Mary  did  not  weep,  or  cr^*,  or  faU  down.  She  only  saidi  "Let 
mc  see  him,"  and  went  on  with  them,  Bilent  and  steady. 

They  got  to  Oaroopna  late  at  night,  none  having  rpokea  all  the 
way.  Then  they  showed  her  into  the  room  where  poor  Chaika  lay, 
cold  nnd  stiff,  and  there  she  stayed,  hour  after  hour  Ihrosgfa  tba 
weary  night.  Alice  looked  in  once  or  twice,  and  saw  her  ntti^ 
on  the  bed  which  bore  the  corpse  of  her  son,  with  her  £u«  buried 
in  her  hands ;  and  at  last,  sununoning  courage,  took  her  by-  the 
arm  and  led  her  gently  to  bed. 

Then  she  went  into  the  drawing-room,  where,  besides  her  bther, 
were  M^or  Buckley.  Doctor  Mnlhaus,  Frank  M^berly,  and  tha 
drunken  doctor  before  spoken  of,  who  had  bad  the  suUinM)  plcAmre 
of  cntting  a  bullet  from  bis  old  adreisary'a  arm,  and  was  now  in  a 
fair  way  to  justify  the  .tobri^u^l  I  hare  so  often  applitd  to  hhn.  I 
myself  also  was  sitting  next  the  fire,  alongside  of  Frank  Maberly. 

"  My  brave  girl,"  said  the  M^or,  "  how  is  she  ?  " 

"  I  hardly  can  tell  yon,  sir,"  said  Alice ;  "  she  is  so  very  ifmt!L 
If  she  would  cry  now,  1  should  be  Tery  glad.  It  wonld  not  oigbtw 
me  BO  much  as  seeing  her  like  that.     I  fear  she  will  die  t  " 

"  If  her  reason  holds,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  she  will  get  circr  'li. 
She  had,  from  all  accounts,  gone  Ihrongh  every  pfaiH  of  panifla 
down  to  ntt«r  despair,  before  abc  knew  tha  blow  had  hSiigt.  Poor 
Maiyl" 

There,  «e  hate  done.  All  this  misery  has  come  on  her  Inm  one 
act  of  loUy  and  selfishness  years  ago.  How  many  lives  are  niiaed. 
how  many  Cuniliee  broken  up,  by  one  false  step  I  If  ever  a  poor 
soul  has  expiated  her  own  offence,  she  has.    Let  ns  hopt  I*"' 
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ighter  timea  itre  in  store  for  her.     Let  its  have  done  with  moral 
B  ;  I  am  no  hand  at  that  work.     One  more  dark  Boene, 
»der,  and  then. — 

I  It  was  one  wild  drear;  Any  in  the  epring ;  a  day  of  fiirioaa  wind 

id  cntting  rain ;  a  day  when  few  pOBsengers  were  abroad,  and  when 

e  boatmen  were  gathered  in  knots  among  the  aheltered  spots  upon 

le  quayB,  waiting  to  hear  of  diaaaters  a.t  aea;  when  the  ships  creaked 

1  groaned  at  the  whariii,  and  the  hsrboor  was  a  sheet  of  wind- 

fcven  foam,  and  the  domain  wns  strewed  wit)i  broken  bongba.    On 

a  day  as  this,  M^or  Bnckley  and  myself,  after  a  sharp  walk, 

md  onrselves  in  &ont  of  the  principal  gaol  in  Sydney. 
I  We  were  admitted,  for  we  had  orders ;  and  a  small,  wiry,  clever- 
lan,  about  tifly,  bowed  to  as  as  we  entered  the  whitewashed 

TJdor,  which  led  from  the  enlrance  hall.     We  had  a  fi'W  words 

h  him,  and  then  followed  him. 
•  To  the  darkest  passage  In  the  darkest  end  of  that  dreary  place  ; 
to  the  condemned  cells.     And  my  heart  sunk  as  Uie  heavy  bolt 
shot  back,  and  we  went  into  the  first  one  on  the  right. 

Before  cs  was  a  kind  of  bed-place.  And  on  that  bed-place  la^ 
the  figure  of  a  man.  Though  it  is  twenty  years  ago  sinoe  I  saw  it, 
I  can  remember  that  scene  as  though  it  were  yeBterday. 

He  lay  upon  a  heap  of  tumbled  blankets,  with  his  face  buried  in 
a  pillow.  One  leg  touched  the  ground,  and  round  it  was  n  ring, 
connecting  the  limb  to  a  long  iron  bar,  which  ran  along  beneath  the 
bed.  One  arm  also  hnng  listlessly  on  the  cold  stone  iloor,  and  the 
other  was  thrown  aroond  hie  head.  A  head  covered  with  short 
black  curls,  worthy  of  an  Antinons,  above  a  bare  mttacular  neck. 
Worthy  of  a  Famese  Hercules.     I  advanced  towards  him. 

The  governor  hold  me  back.  "  Jly  God,  sir,"  he  said,  "  tdka 
care.  Don't,  as  you  value  joar  life,  go  within  length  of  his  chain." 
Bnt  at  that  moment  the  handsome  bead  was  raised  from  the  pillow, 
and  my  eyes  met  George  Hawker's.  Oh,  Lord  I  such  a  piteous 
wild  look.  I  conid  not  see  the  fierce  desperate  villain  who  had 
kept  our  conntry-side  in  terror  ao  long.  No,  thank  God,  I  could 
only  see  tlie  handeome  curly-headed  boy  who  used  to  play  with 
James  Stockbridge  and  myse^  among  the  gravestones  in  Drumeton 
obaicbyard.  I  saw  again  the  merry  lad  who  used  to  bathe  with 
us  in  Hatherleigh  water,  and  whom,  with  all  his  fitults,  I  had  ones 
loved  well.  And  seeing  him,  and  him  only,  before  me,  in  spite  of 
a  terrified  gesture  from  the  governor,  I  walked  up  to  the  bed,  and, 
sitting  down  beside  him,  pat  my  arm  round  his  neck. 

"  George  I  George  I     Dear  old  friend  I  "  I  said.     "  0,  George, 

1:=^ I 


428  THE  BEOOIJiBCnoNB  OF 

I  don't  want  to  be  inBtrncted  in  tnvdutj.  I  kaow  irbatl 
was  on  that  occasion  as  well  as  an;  num.  M;  dnt;  as 
a  magiBtrai«  was  to  stand  at  the  further  end  of  Uio  cell, 
this  hardened  criminal  a  moral  lecturo,  showiug  how  hon 
virtoe,  as  in  my  case,  bad  led  to  wealth  and  honour, 
jielding  to  one's  pfusions  bad  led  to  disgraco  and  iofiunT,  ti  h 
his.  That  was  my  duty,  I  allow.  But  then,  yon  see,  I  dutatb 
mr  duty.  I  had  a  cerUin  tender  feeling  about  my  stomAcb  wfaU 
prevented  me  from  doinj;  it.  So  1  only  hnng  there,  with  inj  am 
innnd  his  neck,  and  fiaid,  from  time  to  time,  "  O  Ooorgc,  Oewg*!" 
like  a  fool. 

Ho  put  his  two  hands  npon  my  shoulders,  so  that  his  fetUn 
hung  aorofs  my  breast,  and  he  looked  ma  in  tha  foco.  Tben  b 
said,  after  a  tune,  "  What !  Hamlyn  ?  Old  Jeff  Hamlyn  1  Tl* 
only  man  I  ever  knew  that  I  didn't  quarrel  with  t  Conu  la  an 
me  now,  eh  ?     Jeff,  old  boy.  I'm  to  bs  hnng  to-morrow," 

"  I  know  it,"  I  said.  "  And  I  came  to  ask  you  if  I  oonU  da 
anything  for  yon.     For  the  sake  of  dear  old  Devon,  O«orge." 

"  Anything  you  like,  old  Jeff,"  he  said,  with  a  laugh,  "  M  lug 
as  yon  don't  get  me  reprieTed.  If  I  get  loose  again,  likd,  TH  <k> 
worse  than  I  ever  did  yet,  believe  me.  I've  piled  up  a  Uilenbtr 
heap  of  wickedness  as  it  is,  thoagh.  I've  mordered  my  own  ton, 
Jeff.     Do  you  know  that  ?  " 

I  answered — "  Yes ;  I  know  that,  Geot^e  ;  bat  that  was  la 
accident.     Yon  did  not  know  who  he  was." 

"  He  came  at  me  to  take  my  life."  said  Hawker.  "  Ai»d  I  tijl 
yon,  aa  a  man  who  goes  out  to  be  hung  to-morrow,  that,  if  1  bad 
guessed  who  he  was,  I'd  have  blown  my  own  hraine  oat  lo  aav*  him 
from  the  crime  of  killing  me.     Who  is  that  man  ?  " 

"  Don't  you  remember  him  ?  "  I  said.     "  Major  Buckley." 

The  Major  came  forward,  and  held  out  )iis  hand  to  Georgt 
Hawker.  "Yon  are  now,""  he  said,  "like  a  dead  man  to  me. 
Yon  die  to-morrow  ;  and  yon  know  it ;  and  iaae  it  like  a  man.  I 
come  to  ask  you  to  forgive  me  anything  yon  may  have  to  forgrre. 
I  have  been  your  enemy  since  I  first  saw  you ;  but  I  have  boea  an 
honest  and  open  enemy  :  and  now  I  am  your  enemy  no  loi^tr.  1 
ask  yon  to  shake  hands  with  mo.  I  have  been  wanted  not  to 
come  within  arm's  Icngt.h  of  you,  chained  as  you  arc.  Bl 
not  afraid  of  you." 

The  M^oT  came  and  sat  on  the  bed-pla«e  beeide  him. 

"  As  for  that  little  animal,"  said  Oeorge  Hawker,  poi: 
gorenjor,  as  he  stood  at  the  farther  end  of  the  oeU,  "  if  hi 
within  reach  of  me,  I'll  beat  bis  nseless  little  brains  oat  agattuCiBd 
wall,  and  he  knows  it.     He  was  right  to  caution  ;  '  ' 
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too  near  me.     I  Dcnrly  killed  n  mon  ir^storda}' :  and  to-morrow, 

when  they  come  to  lead  me  out Bnt,  witb  regard  to  joo,  Mi^or 

Buckley,  the  case  is  different.  Do  jou  know  I  gbonld  be  ratber 
sorry  to  tackle  you ;  I'm  afraid  yoa  would  bo  too  lieaTy  for  me. 
Ab  to  my  having  anything  to  forgJTe,  Major,  I  dou't  know  that 
tbtire  is  anything.  If  there  is,  li^t  me  tell  yon  tliat  I  feel  more 
kbd  and  hearty  toward  yoo  and  Hfunlyn  for  coming  to  me  like 
this  to-day,  than  I've  felt  toward  anj  man  this  t«-enty  year.  Ey- 
Ihc-bye,  let  no  man  go  to  the  gallowB  without  clearing  himself  as 
far  BB  he  may.  Do  yon  know  that  I  set  on  that  rcd-haircd  villain. 
Moody,  to  throttle  Bill  Lee,  because  I  hadn't  plock  to  do  it 
myself." 

"  Poor  Lee,"  said  the  Mtyor. 

"  Poor  devil,"  said  Hawker.  "  Why  that  man  had  gone  throngh 
every  sort  of  villainy,  from  "  (so  and  so  np  to  go  and  so,  he  fiaid  ; 
I  shall  not  parti tnlarifle)  "  before  my  beard  n  ss  grown.  Why  that 
man  laid  such  plots  and  snares  for  me  when  I  was  a  lad,  tiiat  a 
bishop  could  not  have  escaped.  Ke  egged  me  on  to  forge  my  own 
lather's  name.  He  drove  me  on  to  rain.  And  now,  because  it 
snited  his  purpose  to  turn  honest,  and  act  as  faithful  domestic  to 
my  wife  for  twenty  years,  be  is  moumod  for  as  an  exemplary  cha- 
racter, and  I  go  to  the  gallows.     He  was  a  meaner  villain  than 

"  George,"    I    asked,    "  have  you    any  moaaago    for    your 
e?" 

"  Only  this,"  ho  said ;  "  tell  her  1  always  liked  her  pretty  face, 
and  I'm  sony  I  brought  disgrace  upon  her.  Through  all  my  ras- 
oalitles,  old  Jeff,  I  swear  to  you  that  I  respected  and  liked  her  to  the 
last.  I  tried  to  see  her  last  year,  only  to  tell  her  that  sho  needn't 
be  afhud  of  me,  and  should  treat  me  as  a  dead  man  ;  but  she  and 
bur  blessed  pig-headed  lover,  Tom  Troubridge,  mado  such  knife 
and  pistol  work  of  it,  that  I  never  got  the  chance  of  saying  the  word 
I  R'nntcd.  She'd  have  saved  betself  much  trouble  if  she  hadn't 
acted  BO  much  like  a  frightened  fixil.  I  never  meant  her  any 
hann.  You  may  tell  her  all  this  if  you  judge  right,  bnt  I  leave  it 
O  you.  Time's  up,  I  see.  I  ain't  so  much  of  a  coward,  am  I, 
Good-bye,  eJd  lad,  good-bye." 
it  was  the  last  we  saw  of  him ;  the  next  mombg  bo  was 
Bcuted  with  four  of  his  comrades.  But  now  the  M^jor  and  I, 
Mving  bim,  went  off  again  into  the  street,  into  the  rain  and  the 
s  wind,  lo  beat  op  against  it  for  our  hoti^l.  Neitlier  spoke  a 
till  we  came  to  a  comer  in  George  Street,  nearest  the  wharf : 
i  then  the  Mt^jor  turned  back  upon  me  suddenly,  and  I  thought 
8  had  been  miable  to  face  the  terrible  gust  which  came  sweeping 
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the  biddon  man,  so  aproarioua  and  violeat,  tiut  thm  I 
fltrings  strained  and  shook,  and  the  magpie,  ir&ldng  up  &W  > 
Boond  sleep,  cursed  and  swore  in  a  manner  fearful  to  h«ar. 

'*M;  dearest  Jim  I  "  said  Alice,  rousing  herself,  "  What  ittb 
matter  with  you  ?  " 

Jim  read  aload  the  immortal  battle  of  the  two  editors,  vitk  tht 
carpvt  bag  and  the  fire-Bhov«l,  in  "  Pickwick,"  aad,  «n  be  bd 
half  done,  Alioc  and  Itlrs.  Buckle;  had  mingled  their  lugfalir 
with  his,  quite  as  heartil;,  if  cot  bo  loud!;. 

"Hallo  !  "  said  Jim,  "  here's  a  uulsaucal  There's  nomoierf 
it.     Alice,  have  yaa  got  on;  more  1 " 

"  That  is  all,  Jim.     The  other  anmbers  will  come  \iy  th*  aeO 

"  How  tiresome  !  I  suppose  the  goremor  is  pretty  aaro  lobe 
home  to-night.     He  can't  be  away  much  longer." 

"  Don't  bo  impatient,  mj  dear,"  said  Ahce.  "  How  is  nu 
kg?" 

Please  remember  that  Jim's  leg  was  broken  in  the  late  ma, 
and,  as  yet,  hardly  well. 

"  Ob,  it's  a  good  deal  better.     Hoigho  !     This  is  vqtj  dull." 

"  Thank  yon,  James  !  "  said  Mrs.  Buckley.  "  Dear  me  1  tbr 
heat  gets  greater  every  day.  If  they  are  on  the  road,  I  hope  tlisy 
won't  hurry  themaelvea." 

Our  old  friends  were  just  cow  disposed  m  the  following  Bua- 
ner: — 

The  Major  was  at  home.  Uary  Hawker  was  staying  with  hist. 
Doctor  Mnlhaus  and  Halbert  staying  at  U^or  Buckley's,  whils 
Captain  Brentwood  was  away  with  Sam  and  Tom  Tronbridga  to 
Sydney  ;  and,  having  been  absent  some  weeks,  had  been  eipeelal 
home  now  for  a  day  or  two.  This  was  the  day  they  cwno  faomf, 
riding  slowly  np  to  the  porch  about  five  o'clock. 

When  all  greetings  wero  done,  and  they  were  sat  down  beaid* 
the  others,  Jim  opened  the  ball  by  asking,  "  What  twws,  father?  " 

"What  a  particularly  fooHsb  question  I  "  said  the  Captain. 
"AVby,  yon'll  get  it  all  in  time — none  the  quicker  for  being  im- 
patieut.  May  be,  also,  when  yon  hear  some  of  the  aarnt.  Ton 
won't  like  it  I  " 

"  Oh,  indeed  1 "  said  Jim. 

"  I  have  a  letter  for  you  here,  from  the  Commander-in-Chief. 
Yon  are  appointed  to  the  8 — th  Regiment,  at  present  (iaan«r«d  in 
India." 

Alice  looked  at  him  quickly  as  she  beard  this,  and,  as  ■  nstsni] 
consequence,  Sam  looked  too.  Thoy  had  expected  that  he  wauld 
have  hurra'd  aloud,  or  thrown  up  h^  hat,  or  danced  about  when 
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t  bimBelf  wben  le  could  get  any  one  dse  Ui  fetch  it  Cor  liim, 
Nmld  ehow  liimsetr,  iu  niy  opisioo,  a  man  of  WL-ak  mind.  One 
king  only  was  wanted  to  moke  it  perfect,  and  that  was  njggers. 
'o  the  ninda  with  "  Uncle  Tom*B  Cabin,"  and  "  Dred"  after  it, 
a.  bot  vind  !  Wbat  can  an  active- minded,  self-betpful  lady  bJce 
s.  Stowe,  freezing  up  there  in  Connecticut,  obliged  to  do  some- 
ing  to  keep  hersdf  warm, — wbat  can  she,  I  aak,  know  about 
e  reqairemente  of  a  eonthem  gentleman  when  the  thennometer 
mds  at  125'  in  the  shade  ?  Pish  I  Does  elte  know  tiia 
tertion  required  for  cutting  up  a  pipe  of  tobacco  in  a  bot  nortji 
ind  ?  No !  Does  ehe  know  the  amount  of  perspiration  and 
iger  Bupeniiduced  by  knocking  tbe  head  off  a  bottle  of  Bass  in 
inuary?  Does  eho  know  tlie  physical  prostration  which  is 
by  breaking  up  two  Inmps  of  hard  white  sugar  in  a 
i  before  a  thnnderslorm  ?  No,  she  doesn't,  or  she  would 
y  out  for  niggers  with  the  best  of  ua  1  When  the  tbermomeler 
'.a  over  10(^  in  the  shade,  all  men  would  hare  slaves  if  they 
were  allowed.  An  Anglo-Soioa  conscience  will  not,  gave  in  rare 
instances,  bear  a  higher  svi-rage  heat  than  96°. 

But  abont  tbia  verandah.  It  was  the  model  and  typo  of  all 
verandabs.  It  was  made  originally  by  the  Iiish  tamily,  the 
Donovans,  before  spoken  of  i  and,  like  all  Irish-made  things,  was 
nobly  conceived,  beantifnlly  carried  OHt,  and  then  loft  to  U^  core 
of  itaelf,  so  that  when  Alice  come  into  poBsession,  abo  found  it  a 
neglected  mine  of  rare  creepers  run  vrild.  Here,  for  the  first 
time.  I  saw  the  exquisite  crimson  passion -flower,"  then  a  great 
rarity.  Here,  too,  the  native  passion-flower,  scarlet  and  orange, 
was  tangled  up  with  the  common  purple  sarsaparilla  and  tJio 
English  honeysuckle  and  jessamine. 

In  this  verandah,  one  blazing  moi-uing,  sat  lira.  Buckley  and 
Alice  making  behcvo  to  work.  Mrs.  Buckley  reoUy  was  doing 
Bomething.  Alice  sat  with  her  bonds  fallen  on  her  lap,  so  still 
and  so  beautiful,  that  she  might  then  and  there  have  been  photo- 
graphed off  by  some  enterprisbg  artist,  and  exhibited  iu  the  print 
shops  as  "  Argia,  Goddess  of  Laziness." 

Tbey  were  not  alone,  however.  Across  the  very  coolest,  darkest 
comer  was  swung  a  hammock,  looking  at  which  you  might  per- 
ceive two  hands  etevatisg  a  green  paper-covered  pamphlet,  as 
tbongb  the  owner  were  readmg — the  foresaid  -owner,  however, 
I  entirety  invisible,  only  proving  his  existence  by  certain 
_  )B  and  angles  in  the  canvas  of  the  hauunock. 
>  Now  having  made  «  nice  little  mysteiy  as  to  who  it  was  lying 
I,  I  will  proceed  to  solve  it.  A  burst  of  laughter  came  from 
'  Pa<*i3ur  .  LoodoDift.  I  balieie. 
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Ko,  she  hadu'L  tiiouglit  of  tJist.  Didn't  aee  vbjr  Bin« 
wasn't  good  enough  for  hun. 

"  M)'  duiu- 1  "  he  said.  "  Baroona  is  ti  fine  property,  bet  sit 
Qot  mine.  I  want  money  for  B,  set  ptuposo.  For  a  glariooi  fV' 
peso,  m,v  lore  1  I  will  not  t«ll  jon  ynt,  not  for  yearg  pffl^ 
what  that  purpose  19.  But  I  want  fifty  tiiouaaitd  pontids  at  af 
own.     And  6ftT  thousand  pounds  I  will  hare." 

Good  gracious  I  What  an  araricioiis  creature.  Bach  S  qnk- 
tily  of  money.  And  bo  ehe  wasn't  to  ht^ar  what  be  wiu  gaag  I0 
do  with  it,  for  ever  bo  many  years.  Wonldu't  he  lell  her  w#T 
She  woald  so  like  to  know.     Would  nothing  indace  himf 

Yes,  there  was  something.  Nay,  what  harm  I  Only  an  bimat 
lover's  kiss,  among  the  ripening  grapes.  In  the  dork,  too  an. 
My  dear  madam,  you  would  not  have  them  kisa  one  another  to 
broad  diiy,  with  the  cook  watching  them  oat  of  the  titdkn 
window  ? 

'*  Alice,"  he  said,  "  I  have  Lad  one  object  before  ma  born  my 
boyhood,  and  since  you  told  mo  that  I  waa  to  be  vour  bralud, 
that  object  has  grown  ttom  a  vague  intention  to  a  fixed  psipaat. 
Alice,  I  want  to  bay  back  the  acres  of  my  for«&theiB ;  I  ariah,  1 
int«nd,  that  another  Baokley  ehaU  be  the  master  of  GlBra,  ui 
that  yon  shall  bo  his  wife." 

"Sam,  my  love  I"  eho  said,  torumg  on  him  suddenly.  "WM 
a  mognifioeiit  idea.     Is  it  possible  ?  " 

"Easy,"  said  Sam.  "My  father  could  do  it,  but  will  nciL 
He  and  my  mother  have  severed  every  tie  with  the  old  coontn'. 
and  it  would  be  at  their  time  of  life  only  painful  to  go  back  to  th» 
old  scenes  and  interests.  But  with  me  it  is  different.  Think  of 
jTon  and  I  taking  the  place  we  are  entitled  to  by  birth  and  uduca* 
tion,  in  the  splendid  society  of  that  noble  isltmd.  Don't  let  mo 
bear  all  that  baldL-rdash  about  the  founding  of  new  empires. 
Empires  take  too  long  in  growing  for  me.  Wliat  hononr^,  ^at 
society,  has  this  little  colony  to  give,  compared  to  thoBu  open  lo  a 
fourth-rato  gentleman  in  England  ?  I  want  to  be  a  real  EngU^- 
man,  not  half  a  one.  I  want  to  throw  in  my  lot  heart  and  band 
with  the  greatest  nation  in  the  world.  I  don't  want  to  be  young 
Bam  Buckley  of  Boroona.  I  want  to  be  the  Buckley  of  Cl«r». 
Is  not  that  a  noble  ambition  ?  " 

"  My  whole  soul  goes  with  you,  Sam,"  said  Alice.  "  Uy  wbolf 
heart  and  soul.     Let  us  consiilt,  and  see  how  this  is  to  be  dODC." 

"  This  is  the  way  the  thbg  elands,"  said  Sam.  *'  Tbe  hotiM 
and  park  at  Clere,  were  sold  by  my  father  lor  1S,000{.  b)  a 
brewer.  Since  then,  this  brewer,  a  moat  excellent  &Uov  hj  iB 
accounts,  has  bought  buck,  acre  by  acre,  nearly  balf  Ilia  old 
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origmnl  property  as  it  eiiefed  in  my  great  grandfather's  time,  so 
tbat  Qow  Clere  must  be  worth  fitly  thouasud  poande  at  least. 
This  man's  children  are  all  dead  ;  and  as  far  as  Captain  Brentwood 
has  heen  able  to  find  oat  for  me,  no  one  knows  exactly  bow  tlio 
property  is  going.  The  present  owner  is  the  same  age  u  my 
father ;  and  at  Iub  death,  should  an  Advantageous  offer  he  mode, 
there  would  be  a  good  chance  of  g«tting  tha  heii^  to  soil  the 
property.  We  should  have  to  pay  very  highly  for  it,  but 
consider  what  a  position  we  should  boy  with  it.  The  comity 
wtuld  receive  ns  with  open  arms.  That  is  all  I  know  at 
present." 

"  A  noble  idea,"  said  Alice,  "  and  well  considered.  Now  what 
are  yon  going  to  do  ?  " 

"  Have  you  beard  tell  yet,"  said  Bam,  "  of  the  new  country  to 
the  north,  they  coll  the  Darling  Downs  ?  " 

"I  have  heard  of  it  from  BuniBida  the  cattle  dealer.  Ha 
describes  it  as  a  paradise  of  wealth." 

"  He  is  rigjit.  When  you  get  through  the  Cypress,  the  plaina 
are  endless.  It  is  imdonbtedly  the  finest  piece  of  country  found 
yet.    Now  do  you  know  Tom  Troubridge  ?  " 

"Slightly  enongb,"  said  Alice,  laughing. 

"  Well,"  said  8am.  "  You  know  be  wont  to  Sydney  with  us, 
and  before  he  hsd  been  three  days  there  he  came  to  mo  fall  of  tbia 
Darling  Down  country.  Quite  mad  alwut  it.  in  foci.  And  in  the 
end  he  said  :  '  Sam,  what  money  have  you  got  ? '  I  said  that 
my  father  hail  promised  me  seven  thousand  pounds  for  a  certain 
purpose,  and  that  I  had  come  to  town  partly  to  look  for  an  invest- 
ment. He  said,  '  Be  my  partner ;  '  and  I  said,  '  What  for  ? ' 
•  Darling  Downs,'  he  Bud.  And  I  said  I  was  only  too  highly 
honoured  by  such  a  mark  of  confidence  firom  snch  a  man,  and  that 
I  closed  with  his  ofler  at  once.  To  make  a  long  matter  short,  he 
is  off  to  the  new  country  to  take  np  ground  under  the  name  of 
Tronbridge  and  Bnckley.     There  !  " 

"  But  oaghtn't  you  to  have  gone  up  with  him,  Sam  ?  " 

"  I  proposed  to  do  BO,  as  a  matter  of  course,"  said  Sam.  "  But 
what  do  you  think  he  said  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know." 

"He  gave  ms  a  great  abp  on  th«  back,"  said  Boia ;  "and, 
said  he,  '  Go  homo,  my  old  lad,  mui;  your  wife,  and  fetch  her  np 
to  ke«p  house.'  That's  what  he  aaid.  And  now,  my  own  love, 
my  darling,  will  yon  tell  me,  am  I  to  go  up  alone,  and  wait  for 
you ;  or  will  you  come  up,  and  moke  n  happy  liomo  for  me  in  that 
dreuy  doB^  ?  Will  you  leave  your  home,  and  come  away  with 
me  into  tlie  grey  hot  plain*  of  the  west  ?  " 
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"  I  have  no  borne  in  futare,  Bam,"  she  said,  "  bnt  what  jn 
ore,  and  I  will  gladl;  go  with  jon  to  the  world's  eni." 

And  ao  that  matter  was  st^tUed. 

And  now  Sam  disclosed  Lo  her  liiat  a  rieitor  wsa  ftxpectadilfil 
BtatioD  in  about  a  fortnigbt  or  tliree  ireeka  ;  and  be  waa  aolmt 
person  than  oar  old  friend  the  dean,  Frank  Uaberlj-.  Ami  Iba 
he  went  to  ask,  did  ehe  thiok  tJiat  she  could  manage  by  that  tiw 
to — eh  ?  Such  an  eiceilent  opportunity,  joa  Imow ;  ataad 
almost  aB  if  hia  viait  had  been  arranged ;  vbioh,  between  fan  ni 
1,  it  had. 

She  tliought  it  wildly  possible,  if  there  was  uij  real  neMMit; 
for  it.     Aud  after  this  tbej  went  in ;  and  Alic«  went  iato  her  bed- 

"  And  what  have  yoa  been  doing  out  there  with  Alieo  all  Ha 
Lime,  eh  ?  "  aaked  the  Captain. 

"  I've  been  asking  a  qaestion,  sir." 

"  You  must  hare  pat  it  in  &  pretty  long  foirm.  Wlwt  ami  of  H 
answer  did  yon  get  ?  " 

"  I  got '  yes  '  for  an  answer,  sir." 

"  Ah,  well  I  Mrs.  Buckley,  can  yon  lend  Barooaa  te  a  m 
married  couple  for  a  few  weeks,  do  you  think  7  Tbare  is  pltotr 
of  room  for  you  here." 

And  then  into  Mrs.  Buckley's  astonished  ear  all  the  new  plaaa 
were  poured.  Bhe  heard  that  Sam  and  Alice  were  to  b«  manied 
in  a  fortnight,  and  that  Sun  had  gone  into  partnership  with  Ton 
Troubridge. 

"  Stop  there,"  she  said ;  "  not  too  much  at  oucts.  What  lii'tionM 
of  Mary  Hawker?" 

"  She  is  left  at  Toonarbiu,  nitb  aa  overseer,  for  the  preaenL" 

"  And  when,"  she  asked,  "  shttU  you  leave  ua,  Sam  ?  " 

"  Oh,  in  a  couple  of  months,  I  eoppoae.  I  moat  give  Tom  time 
to  get  a  house  up  before  I  go  and  join  him.  VHist  a  cfloreataat 
tiling  a  partner  like  that  is,  eh  ?  " 

"Oh,  by-the-bye,  Mre.  Buckley,"  said  Captain  Brentwood, "  rinl 
do  you  make  of  this  letter  ?  " 

He  produced  a  broad  thick  letter,  directed  in  a  bold  nnoiiig 
hand, 

"Major  Buckley, 

"  Baroona,  Combeiinere  County, 

"  If  absent,  lo  be  lefl  with  the  nearest  magistrate,  and  a  r«eei|il 
taken  for  it." 

"How  vaiy  strtut^e,"  said  Mrs.  Buoklay,  tmning  it  om. 
"  Where  did  you  get  it  ?  " 
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"  Sergeant  Jackson  Hiked  me,  as  neiiresl  inagiBtrai^,  to  Uka 
obarge  of  it:  and  ao  I  did.  It  has  been  forwuded  hj  orderly 
from  Sydney." 

"And  tbe  Goyernor's  private  send,  loo,"  said  Mre.  Buckley. 
"  I  don't  know  when  my  ouriowty  haa  been  bo  painfully  excited. 
Pat  it  on  the  chimney-piece,  Saia;  let  as  gaze  on  the  outeide, 
even  if  we  are  denied  to  see  the  ineide.  I  wonder  if  your  &ther 
will  come  to-night  ?  " 

"No;  getting  too  late,"  eatd  Sam.  "Evidently  Halbert  and 
the  Doctor  have  found  themaelvea  there  during  their  ride,  aad  are 
keeping  him  and  Mre.  Hawker  compRny.  They  will  all  three  be 
over  to-morrow  morning,  depend  on  it." 

"  What  a  really  good  fellow  that  Halbert  is,"  said  Captain 
Brentwood.  "  One  of  tbe  beet  companions  I  ever  met.  I  wish 
hie  epirite  would  improve  with  his  health.  A  sensitiTe  fellow  like 
him  is  apt  not  to  recovor  from  a  blow  like  his." 

"  What  blow  ?  "  eaid  Mrs.  Buckley. 

"  Did  you  never  hear  ?  "  said  the  Captain.  "  The  girl  be  vaa 
going  to  be  married  to,  got  drowned  coming  out  to  him  in  the 
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At  t«n  o'clock  the  next  morning  arrived  the  Major,  the  Doctor, 
and  Halbert ;  and  the  first  notice  they  had  of  it  was  the  Doctor's 
Toice  in  the  paasage,  evidently  in  a  great  state  of  excitement. 

"  No  more  tbe  common  bower-bird  than  joo,  sir ;  a  new  Bpeeiea. 
His  eyes  are  red  instead  of  blue,  and  the  whole  plumage  is  lighter. 
*  will  call  it  after  you,  my  dear  Major." 

"  You  have  got  to  shoot  him  first,"  said  the  Mqjor. 
I'll  Boon  do  that,"  said  the  Doctor,  bursting  into  the  room- 
"  How  do  you  do,  aU  of  yoo  ?     Sam,  glad  to  see  you  back 
again.     Brentwood,  you  are  welcome  to  your  own  booso.    Get  mo 
your  gan — where  is  it  ?  " 

"  la  my  bedroom,"  said  the  Captain. 

The  Doctor  wont  off  after  it.  He  reappeared  again  to  complain 
that  the  caps  woold  not  fit ;  but,  being  aati&fied  on  that  score,  hs 
diaapprarad  down  the  ^dcm,  on  ranrdenmt  thoughts  intent. 

Sm  got  his  &thst  away  imo  Iho  verazid.ih,  and  told  bim  iH  tuM 


His 
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pUns.  I  n^d  httrdlj  eay  thai  they  met  witli  llie  Uifer*!  latiit 
approval.  All  his  ^liias,  I  said  ;  no,  oot  all.  Sara  Dtmr  bdet 
at  the  end  and  object  of  all  his  eadeaToars  ;  b«  im«r  said  ■  «■< 
about  his  repiuvhase  of  Clere.  The  M^or  had  oo  more  ite  W 
Sam  bad  ever  tbooght  of  soch  a  thing,  or  had  been  ukiaf 
ioqilirieB,  than  bad  the  owner  of  Cl«re  himself. 

"  Bam,  my  dear  boy,"  said  be,  "  I  am  very  sorry  to  Im*  ;«. 
and  we  shall  have  bnt  a  doU  time  of  it  hencefortli ;  but  I  am  ma 
it  is  good  for  a  man  to  go  oat  into  the  world  by  himaeU  "  (tti  il 
that  eort  of  thing).  "  When  yon  are  gooe,  Brentwood  and  I  ana 
to  live  together  to  console  one  another." 

"  My  dear,  are  you  coming  in  ?  "  said  Urs.  Baekley.  "  Hm 
is  a  lett«r  for  yon,  which  I  ought  to  have  gives  yon  before." 

The  M^or  went  in  and  received  the  mysteriooa  epistle  vUii 
the  Captain  had  bronght  the  night  before.  When  be  saw  it  hi 
whi  titled. 

They  Bat  waiting  to  know  the  contfint«.  He  was  pronld^ 
long  in  opening  it.  and  when  be  did,  he  said  nothing,  bnt  i^  il 
over  twice,  wi^  a  lengthening  visage.  Now  also  it  became  tpfi- 
rent  that  there  waa  another  letter  inside,  at  the  BQperscriitttaB  ft 
which  the  Major  having  looked,  pat  it  in  his  pocket,  and  tOBUBg 
Toond  to  the  muilel- piece,  with  liis  back  to  the  otfaerBi  kfio 
dramming  against  the  fender  with  his  foot,  musingly. 

A  more  a^ravating  ooorse  of  proceeding  be  oonld  not  to* 
resorted  to.  Here  they  were  all  dying  of  onriosiW,  and  not  • 
word  did  he  seem  inclined  to  answer.  At  last,  Mrs.'BueU^,  tit 
able  to  hold  ont  any  longer,  said, — 

"  From  the  Governor,  waa  it  not,  my  love  ?  " 

"Yea,"  he  eatd,  "from  the  Govenwr.  And  very  importaif 
too,"  and  tlien  relapsed  into  silence. 

Matters  were  worse  than  ever.  Bnt  after  a  few  mJnataB  hi 
turned  round  to  them  suddenly,  and  said,— 

"  You  have  heard  of  Baron  Laudstein  ?  " 

"  What,"  said  Sam,  "  the  man  that  the  Doctor's  ahrsva  alnuijf 
so  ?    Yes,  I  know  all  sbont  him,  of  coarse." 

"  Thenoble  Landst«in,"  said  Alice.  "  In  spite  of  the  Docter't 
abase  he  is  a  great  favourite  of  mine.  How  well  he  Be«ina  to  ltt«« 
behaved  at  Jena  with  those  two  Landwehr  regiments." 

"  Landstarm,  my  love,"  said  the  Mc^or. 

"  Yes,  Landstum.  I  mean.  I  wonder  if  he  ia  still  tliw,  or 
whether  he  died  of  his  wounds." 

"The  Doctor,"  said  Sam,  "always  speaks  of  him  as  dead." 

"He  is  not  only  alive,"  said  the  Mi^or,  "bnt  be  is  coniiiiff 
here.    He  will  be  here  to-day.     He  may  come  any  mintite." 
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"  What  I  the  great  Laodatein  ?  "  said  Sam. 

"  The  aame  man,"  said  the  Major. 

"  The  Doctor  will  have  a  qaairel  with  him,  father.  He  is  alway§ 
abusing  him.     He  sava  he  lost  the  battle  of  Jeim,  or  somethiiig." 

"  Be  quiet,  Sam,  and  don't  talk.     Watch  wliat  follows." 

The  Doctor  waa  seen  Ininymg  up  the  garden -flalk.  He  pnt 
down  his  gun  outside,  and  bursting  open  the  glaas  door,  stepped 
into  the  room,  holding  aloft  a  black  bird,  freslily  killed,  aiid  look- 
ing round  him  for  applause. 

"  There  !  "  he  said  :  "  I  told  jou  so." 

The  Major  walked  across  the  room,  and  put  a  letter  in  bis  hand, 
the  one  which  was  encloaed  in  the  mTSt^rious  epistle  before  men- 
tioned.    "  Baron,"  he  said,  "  here  is  a  letter  for  you." 

The  Doctor  looked  round  aa  one  wonld  who  had  received  a  blow, 
and  knew  not  who  smote  him.  Ho  took  the  letter,  and  weut  into 
the  window  to  read  it. 

No  one  spoke  a  word.  "This,  then,  my  good  old  tutor," 
thought  Sam,  "  turns  out  to  be  the  great  Landsteiu.  Save  ug, 
what  a  piece  of  romance."  But,  thoagh  he  thought  this,  he  never 
said  anything,  and  catching  Alice's  eye,  followed  it  to  the  window. 
There,  leaning  against  the  glass,  bis  lace  buried  in  bis  hands,  and 
his  broad  back  shaking  with  emotion,  stood  Doctor  Mnlhaua. 
Alas  I  no.  Our  kindly,  good,  ht^arty,  learned,  u-ritable,  bnt 
dearly-beloved  friend,  is  no  more.  There  never  was  such  a  man 
in  reality  :  but  in  his  place  stands  Baron  von  Landstein  of  tlie 
Niederwald. 

What  the  contents  of  ihe  Doctor's  (I  must  still  call  hira  so) 
letter,  I  cannot  tell  you.  Bat  I  hare  seen  the  letter  which  ME^or 
Buckley  received  enclosing  it,  and  I  can  give  it  you  word  for  word. 
It  is  from  the  Qovernor  himself,  and  runs  thus  : — 

"My  deab  Majob, 

n  informed  that  the  famous  Baron  von  Landstein  has 
n  living  iu  your  house  for  some  years,  undtr  the  name  of  Dr. 
Rnlhans.  In  fact,  I  believe  he  is  a  partner  of  yours.  I  therefore 
■end  the  enclosed  under  cover  to  yon,  and  when  I  tell  you  that  it 
has  been  forwarded  to  me  through  the  Foreign  Office,  and  the 
Colonial  Office,  and  la,  in  point  of  fa^t,  an  autograph  letter  from 

^^Oie  King  of  P to  the  Baron,  I  am  sure  that  jou  will  ensure 

^^B  safe  delivers 

^H[  "  The  Secretary  is  completely  '  fixed '  with  bis  estimates.    The 
^^Blaries  for  the  Supreme  Conrt  Office  are  thrown  out.     Ho  must 
^^Baigu.     Do  next  election  send  ua  a  couple  of  moderates. 
^K  "  Youi-8,  S:c.,  Q.  Q." 


^■eenli 
^Plnlha 
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This  waa  the  Me^ot's  letter.     Bat  the  Doctor  stood  a 
moved  more  deeply  than  an^  hud  Been  liitn  bdbre,  while  A 
B«m  looked  at  one  saotber  m  blank  astomshiaent. 

At  length  he  tamed  and  Bpake,  bat  not  to  them,  to  0mm 
ur.  Spoke  ta  one  aroused  frtMU  a  trance.  Things  hard  to* 
staDd,  yet  having  some  thread  of  sense  in  thom  too. 

■*  So  he  has  sent  Tor  me,"  h«  said,  "  irheo  it  seeoia  that  baMf  1 
have  some  oae  for  me.    So  the  old  man  la  likel;  to  go  at  Itfti  ai  ] 
we  are  to  have  the  golden  age  again.     If    tatking  conU  da  % 
assuredly  ve  should.     He  hna  noble  instincts,  this  y 

and  some  sense.     He  has  sent  for  me.     IT  H , 

and  Von  U ,  and  myself  c^ii  bat  got  his  ear  1 

"  Ob,  Rhineland  I  my  own  beloTed  Kunaland,  shall  I  M*  JM 
again  ?  Shall  I  sit  once  more  in  my  own  grey  eastlo,  anoi^  lb 
viufyarda,  above  the  brood  gleaming  river,  nad  hear  the  itMn 
from  the  town  come  floating  sofUy  up  the  liiU^de  I  Z  wonder  m 
there  any  left  who  will  remember " 

He  took  two  short  turns  through  the  room,  uid  theB  ba  IsmI 
and  spoke  to  them  again,  looking  all  the  time  at  Bam. 

"  I  am  the  Baron  von  Landatein.  Ths  very  man  we  bavo  « 
oRfio  talked  of,  and  whose  character  we  have  so  fi-eclr  iliR««(d, 
When  the  French  attacked  as,  I  threw  myself  into  the  lorauM 
rauks  of  my  countrymen,  and  followed  the  Qaeen  with  two  regi- 
ments which  I  bad  raised  ahnoet  entirely  myself. 

"I  fled  away  from  the  blcmd-red  sun  of  Jma,  wona<)(<d  a^ 
desperate.  '  That  sun,'  I  thought,  '  has  8«t  on  tfaa  rnina  J 
Qreat  Frederick's  kingdom.  Prussia  is  a  province  of  FrauM : 
what  can  happen  worse  than  this?  1  will  crau  1  homo  to  my  cud* 
and  die.' 

"  I  bad  no  castle  to  crawl  to.     My  brother,  he  who  hong  ■ 
the  Hnme  breast  with  me,  he  who  learnt  his  first  prayer  btrgitT" 
he  whom  I  loved  and  trusted  above  all  other  men,  had  i 
traitor,  had  sold  himself  to  the  French,  had  deceived  mj  J 
that  was  to  be,  and  seized  my  castle.  ^ 

"  I  fled  to  England,  to  Dromston,  Major.     I  had  aome  I 
ledge  of  physic,  and  called  myself  a  doctor.     I  threw  n 
the  happy  English  domestic  lilfe  which  I  found  there,  a 
around  ne  men  and  women  whom  I  loved  fall  well. 

"  Old  John  Thornton  and  his  sister  knew  my  aeoret,  s 
Lord  Crediton  ;  but  they  kept  it  well,  and  by  degreM  I  began  to 
hope  that  I  would  begin  a  new  life  as  a  nseful  village  apoth 
and  forget  for  over  the  tarmoils  of  politics. 

"  Tlieu  you  know  what  happened.     There  was  an  Exodtu 
thoso  I  had  got  to  love,  aroee,  in  the  manner  of  their  i 


'  to  my  CUM 

>T  bfsufi^Hri 

.had^^H 

■onto  M^^^l 
and  eooM^^I 
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nt  to  the  other  end  of  the  earth,  ao  that  one  night  I  was  left 

me  on  the  cliff  at  Pljmoath,  watching  a  ship  which  waa  bearing 

la;  aU  that  was  left  tne  l«  love  in  the  world. 

"  I  went  to  Prussia.  I  found  my  brother  had  made  good  nse 
■  his  prosperity,  and  slandered  me  to  the  King.    His  old  treachery 

med  forgotten,  and  be  was  high  in  power.  The  King,  for  whom 
Bliftd  Buffered  so  mnch,  received  me  coldly,  and  leaving  the  palace, 

ipoke  to  my  brother,  and  said, — '  Send  me  so  ranch  yearly,  and 
p  the  rest  for  a  time.'     And  theiE  I  followed  yon,  M^or,  out 

"  Shall  I  tell  yoo  any  more,  Sam  ?  " 

"  No !  "  said  Sam,  emiting  hia  fist  upon  the  table.  "  I  can 
1  the  rest,  Baron,  to  those  who  want  to  know  it.  I  can  tell 
P  t«n  years'  patient  kindness  towards  myself.     I  can  tell — I  con 

ftSam  was  the  worst  orator  in  the  world.  Ho  broke  down,  sir. 
Be  knew  what  he  meant  very  well ;  and  so  I  hope  do  you,  reader, 
but  he  couldn't  aay  it.  He  had  done  what  many  of  ns  do,  tried 
tc  make  a  fine  speech  when  his  heart  was  Ml,  and  eo  be  failed. 

But  Ahce  didn't  foil.— not  she,  thoagh  she  never  spoke  a  word. 
She  folded  np  her  work  ;  and  going  np  to  the  good  old  man,  took 
both  bis  hands  in  hers  and  kissed  him  on  both  hia  cheeks.  A  fine 
piece  of  rhetorical  action,  waan't  it  ?  And  then  they  all  crowded 
roand  bim,  and  shook  bauds  with  bim,  and  kissed  him,  and 
Qod-blessed  bim,  for  their  hind,  tme  old  Mend  ;  and  prayed  that 
every  blessing  might  Ught  upon  bis  noble  head,  till  he  passed 
through  them  speechless  and  wandered  away  to  his  old  friend,  the 


About  the  middle  of  this  week,  there  arrived  two  of  onr  former 
friends, — Frank  Maberty  and  Captaia  Desborough,  riding  side  by 
side.  The  Elders,  with  the  Doctor,  were  outside,  and  detained 
the  Dean,  talking  to  bim  and  bidding  him  welcome.  But  Captain 
Desborough,  passing  in,  came  into  the  room  where  were  assembled 
Alice,  Sam,  and  Jim,  who  gave  bim  a  most  vociferous  greeting. 

Tbey  saw  in  a  moment  that  there  was  some  !un  in  the  wind. 
They  knew,  by  experience,  that  when  Desborough 's  eyes  twinkled 
like  that,  some  absurdity  was  preparing,  though  they  were  qnite 
unprepared  for  the  mixture  of  reality  and  nonsense  whiuh  followed. 

"  Pace,"  said  Desborough,  in  bis  affected  Irish  accent,  "be  on 
thia  bouse,  and  all  in  it.     The  top  of  the  morning  to  ye  all," 

"  Now,"  said  Alice,  "  we  are  going  to  have  some  fun  ;  Captain 

I  Desborough  boa  got  hia  brogne  on." 
"  Ye'll   have    some    fun    directly,   Miso  Brentwood," 
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«Bat  th«re*8  some  terions,  lober  eanMst  to  ocniM  finL  Mj 
cousin,  SUeyedonad,  is  dead." 

<*LordSlieYedonad?" 

<*  The  same.   That  small  Yisoomit  is  at  this  moment  in  pur ^. 

God  forgiTe  me,  and  him  too.' 

•*  Poor  fellow  I" 


'*  That's  just  half.  Mj  uncle  Lord  Coretown  was  taken  with  a 
fit  when  he  heard  of  it,  and  is  gone  after  him,  and  the  Lord  foigire 
him  too.  He  turned  me,  his  own  hrother's  son,  oat  into  the  woxid 
with  half  an  education,  to  sink  or  swim ;  and  nerer  a  kind  word 
did  he  or  his  son  ever  giTe  me  in  their  Utos.  It  must  hsTe  broken 
the  old  man's  heart  to  think  how  the  estate  would  go.  But  as  I 
said  before,  God  forgive  him." 

''You  must  feel  his  loss,  Captain  Deshorough,"  said  Alice.  *'I 
am  very  sorry  for  you." 

« Ahem !  my  dear  young  lady,  you  don't  seem  to  know  bow  this 
ends." 

"  Why,  no,"  said  Alice,  looking  up  wonderingfy ;  *'  I  do  not" 

''  Why,  it  ends  in  this,"  said  Deshorough  ;  ''  that  I  myself  am 
Earl  of  Oovetown,  Viscount  Slievedonad,  and  Baron  Avoca,  with 
twenty  thousand  a  year,  me  darliu,  the  laste  penny  ;  see  to  there 
now  1 " 

<«  Brogue  again/'  said  Alice.     '*  Are  you  joking  ?  " 

'*  True  enough,"  said  Deshorough.  *'  I  had  a  letter  from  my 
grandmother,  the  Dowager  (she  that  lost  the  dog),  only  this  very 
day.  And  there's  a  thousand  pounds  paid  into  the  Bank  oi 
New  South  Wales  to  my  account.  Pretty  good  proof  that  last, 
eh?" 

''  My  dear  lord,"  said  Alice,  **I  congratulate  you  most  heartily. 
All  the  world  are  turning  out  to  be  nohlemen.  I  should  not  he 
surprised  to  find  that  I  am  a  duchess  myself." 

'*  It  rests  with  you,  Miss  Brentwood,"  said  Deshorough,  with 
a  wicked  glance  at  Sam,  *<  to  be  a  countess.  I  now  formally 
make  you  an  offer  of  me  hand  and  heart.     Oh  1  tell  me,  Miss 

Brentwood,  will  ye  he  Mrs.  Mars I  heg  pardon,  Countess  of 

Covetown  ?  " 

*'  No,  I  thank  you,  my  lord,"  said  Alice,  laughing  and  blushing. 
<<  I  am  afraid  I  must  decline." 

*'  I  was  afraid  ye  would,"  said  Lord  Covetown.  "  I  had  beard 
that  a  great  six-foot  villain  had  heen  trifling  with  your  affections, 
so  I  came  prepared  for  a  refusal.  Came  prepared  with  this, 
Miss  Brentwood,  which  I  pray  you  to  accept ;  shall  I  be  too  bold 
if  I  say,  as  a  wedding  present,  from  one  of  your  most  sincere 
admirers." 
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He  produced  &  juwel  cose,  and  took  fi-out  it  n  bracelet,  at  the 
sight  of  vhich  Alice  gave  au  LoQi^at  ffoniHuly  C17  of  deliglit. 
And  well  aba  might,  for  the  bauble  cost  ISO'.  It  was  a  bracelet 
of  gold,  repruBesting  a  eaake.  Half-way  up  the  reptile's  back 
begau  a  row  of  sapphires,  getting  larger  towards  the  aeck,  each 
of  which  was  Borronnded  by  amall  emeralds.  The  back  of  the 
head  containtid  a  noble  brilliant,  and  the  eyes  were  two  rabies. 
Altogether,  a  thorongh  Bpecimen  of  Irish  extntYagance  and  good 
taste. 

"  Ceiu  you  clasp  it  on  for  her,  Sam  ?  "  said  Lord  Covetown. 

"  Oh,  my  lord,  I  ought  not  to  accept  such  a  princely  present  t  " 
stud  Alice. 

"  Look  here,  Miua  Brentwood,"  eajd  Covetown,  laying  bis  hand 
on  Sam's  ehoolder.  "  I  find  that  the  noblest  and  best  fellow  I 
know  ia  going  to  marry  the  handsomest  woman,  saving  your 
presence,  that  I  ever  aaw.  I  myself  have  just  come  into  an 
earldom,  and  twtiuty  thousand  a-year;  and  if,  under  these  dr- 
cnmstances,  I  mayn't  make  that  woman  a  handsome  present,  why 
then  the  deuce  is  in  it,  you  know.  Sam,  my  boy,  your  hand. 
Jim,  your  band,  my  lad.  May  you  tie  as  good  a  soldier  as  your 
father." 

"  Ah  t  "  said  Jim.  "  So  you're  an  earl,  are  you  ?  Wliat  does 
it  feel  like,  eh  ?  Do  you  fed  tho  blue  blood  of  n  hundred  sires 
coursing  in  your  veins  ?  Do  you  feal  the  Ueredilary  class  preju- 
dices of  the  Norman  aristocracy  cutting  you  off  from  the  sjinpa- 
thies  of  the  inferior  classt^s,  and  rai&itig  yon  above  the  hopes  and 
fears  of  the  masses  ?  How  very  comical  it  must  be  1  So  you  are 
going  to  sit  among  the  big-wigs  in  the  House  of  Lords.  I  hope 
you  won't  forget  yourself,  and  cry  '  Faug  a  BalJagh,'  when  one  of 
the  bishops  rises  to  speak.  And  whatever  you  do,  don't  sing, 
'  Gama  crem'ah  cruiskeen  '  in  the  lobby." 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  said  he,  "I  am  not  in  the  House  of  Lords 
at  all.  Only  an  Irish  peer.  I  intend  to  get  into  the  Commons 
though,  and  produce  a  sensation  by  introducing  the  Aostralian 
'  Co'ee  '  Into  the  seat  of  British  Legislature." 

How  long  these  four  would  have  gone  on  talking  unutterablo 
nonsense,  no  mau  can  s&y.  But  Frank  Maberly  coming  in,  greeted 
them  courteonaiy,  and  changed  the  conversation. 

Poor  Frank  I     Hard  and  incessant  work  was  beginning  to  tell 

Ita  that  noble  frame,  and  the  hard  maiked  featuivs  were  getting 
bore  hard  and  marked  year  by  year.  Yet.,  in  spite  of  the  deep 
■les  that  now  furrowed  that  kindly  face,  those  who  knew  it  best, 
Wd  that  it  grew  more  boautiful  than  it  had  ever  beeu  before.  As 
muX  magnificent  phyiiqut  began  to   fail,  the  noble  soul  wiUitu 
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began  to  show  clearer  tbroagh  its  earthly  lenement.  Tkat  I 
goal  wfts  getting  ptmfi«d  and  Tekdj  for  wh&t  happenod  but  a 
yean  &fler  tbb  in  Patagoaia.  When  we  beard  that  thftt  n 
earned  the  crown  of  glory,  and  had  been  thought  worthy  to  B 
beside  Stephen  and  Paul  in  tli«  Kingdom  ;  none  of  as  n«pt  for 
bim,  or  mourned.  It  seemed  snch  a  fitting  nvari  for  such  ■  pnifl 
uid  noble  life.  But  cv^n  now,  when  I  wake  in  the  night,  I  «e 
him  before  me  as  be  was  described  in  Ihe  last  scene  by  tha  only 
anrvivor.  Felled  down  npon  the  sand,  with  bis  anus  before  hu 
ej-ea,  crying  out,  as  the  spears  struck  him  one  aftec  ) 
''  Lord,  fot^Te  tbem,  they  know  not  what  they  do  I  " 
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What  morning  is  this,  when  Bam,  waking  from  aQver  drewna  to  s 
golden  reabty,  turns  over  ia  bia  bed  and  looks  oat  of  tbs  open 
glase  door  ;  at  dog  B«ver,  propped  op  against  tbe  liutcl,  ch<^)U)g 
at  the  early  lliea  ;  at  the  flower- garden,  dork  and  dewy;  at  Um 
blick  wall  of  forest  beyond,  in  which  the  magpies  were  beginning 
to  pipe  cbeenly  ;  at  the  blessed  dawn  which  was  behind  and  obor* 
it,  shooting  long  rays  of  primrose  and  crimaon  halfway  np  th* 
zenith  :  bearing  tbe  sleepy  ceaseless  crawling  of  tbe  rirer  ovar  tba 
shingle  bars ;  hearing  tbe  booming  of  tbe  caltle-herda  Ikr  mot  tim 
plain ;  bearing  the  chirrup  of  tbe  grasshopper  among  Um  rasp- 
berri^,  the  chirr  of  the  cicada  among  the  wattleo — what  fasppjr 
morning  is  tbiB  9     Is  it  tbe  Sabbath  ? 

Ab,  no  1    tbe  Sibbath  was  yesterday.      TliJs  is  bis  weddiag 
mom. 

My  deoi  brother  bachelor,  do  you  remember  those  old  finl-lova 
sensations,  or  have  you  got  too  old,  and  too  fat  ?  Do  yon  natera- 
ber  the  nigbt  when  you  parted  &om  ber  on  tbe  bridge  by  tha  look, 
the  nigbt  before  her  father  wrote  to  yon  and  forbade  too  tbo 
house  ?  Have  you  got  the  rose  she  gave  yon  thera  7  la  it  ia 
yuur  Bible,  brother  ?  Do  yoa  remember  tbo  months  that  foUoved 
— months  of  mad  grief  and  wild  yp&miDg,  till  the  yMtniiig  gnw 
less — ^less  wild — iind  the  grief  lees  desperate  :  and  then.  WOtlt  of 
all,  the  degrading  consciousness  that  yon  were,  in  apite  of  y< 
getting  rid  of  your  b>ve,  and  th^  ahe  was  not  to  Ta«  a 
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'  Bo  yoa  remember  all  this  ?  When  you  come  acroES  the 
Q  yonr  Bible,  do  you  feel  that  you  would  give  all  the  tunonr 
A  wealth  of  the  world  to  feel  again  those  happy,  wretched  old 
Bstiona  ?  Do  you  not  say  that  thi  b  world  has  aothing  to  give 
ftcompariflon  to  that  ? 

|Kot  this  world,  I  believe.     You  and  I  can  never  feel  that  again. 
9  make  up  our  minds  to  it — it  is  dead.     In  God's  name 
n't  let  us  try  to  galvanise  an  old  corpee,  which  mayriso  upon  na 
pSeoua,  and  scare  us  to  the  lower  pit.     Let  ns  be  content  as  wo 
Lot  UB  read  that  Book  wo  spoke  of  juet  now  with  tlie  rose  in 
\  and  imitate  the  Perfect  Idan  there  spoken  of,  who  was  crucified 
0  years  ago,  believing,  like  Him,  that  alt  men  are  our  brother§, 
3  acting  up  to  it.     And  then.  Lord  knows  wliat  may  be  in  etore 

i  Here's  a  digression.  If  I  had  had  a  good  wife  to  keep  me  in 
rder,  I  never  should  have  gone  so  far  out  of  the  road.  Here  ia 
a  ax  bed,  sitting  op,  with  his  happy  bead  upon  his  bands,  trying 
B  believe  that  this  dream  of  love  ia  going  to  be  realised— U^ing 
B  believe  that  it  is  really  his  wedding  mom. 
'  It  evidently  is  ;  so  be  gets  out  of  bed  and  says  bis  prayers  liko 
**n  boneat  gentleman — he  very  often  forgot  to  do  this  same,  hot  ha 
did  it  this  monung  eareliilly^ — much  I  am  a&aid  as  a  kind  of  cbann 
or  incantation,  till  he  came  to  the  Lord's  Prayer  itaelf,  and  then 
his  whole  happy  soul  wedded  itself  to  the  eternal  wordFi,  and  he 
arose  calm  and  happy,  and  went  down  to  bathe. 

Happy,  I  said.  Was  he  really  happy  ?  He  ought  to  have 
been ;  for  every  wish  be  hod  in  this  life  was  fulfilled.  And  yet, 
when  Jim,  and  he,  and  Halbert,  were  walking,  towel  in  hand,  down 
the  garden,  tbey  held  this  convetBation  : — 

"Sam,  my  dear  old  brother,  at  last,"  said  Jim,  "are  yoa 
happy?" 

"  I  ought  to  be,  Jim,"  said  Sam  ;  "  but  I'm  m  the  most  con- 
founded  fright,  sir." — They  generally  are  in  a  fright,  when  Ihcy 
are  going  to  be  married,  those  Benedicts.  What  the  deuce  are 
th^  n&aid  of  ? 

Onr  dear  Jim  was  in  anything  but  an  enviable  frame  of  mind. 

He  had  found  oat  several  things  whicb  did  not  at  all  conduce  to 

his  happiness ;  he  had  found  out  tliat  it  was  one  thing  to  pcoposa 

going  to  India,  or  No- man's- land,  and  cutting  off  every  tie  and 

■""Kwiation  which  be  had   in  tbe  wnrld ;  and  that  it  was  quilo 

other  thing  to  do  that  same.  Ho  had  found  out  that  it  was  one 
g  lo  leave  his  sister  in  the  keeping  of  his  &iend  Sam,  and 
tber  to  part  from  her  probably  for  ever ;  and,  last  of  all,  ho 

i  ttnai  oat,  ever  since  his  father  had  put  his  arm  round  his 
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neck  and  kissed  him  that  xiight  wa  know  ot,  thai  he  lotad  thai 
&ther  hejond  all  men  in  this  woild.  It  was  a  neir  diaoofoy ;  ha 
had  nerer  known  it  till  he  found  he  had  got  to  part  with  him. 
And  now,  when  he  woke  in  the  ni^t,  our  old  merry-hearted  Jim 
sat  np  in  hed  and  wept ;  aye,  and  no  shame  to  him  iar  it,  when 
he  thought  of  that  handsome,  calm,  faronsed  &ee,  tearieaa  and 
quiet  there,  oTer  the  fintifications  and  the  mathematical  when  he 
was  fiu:  away. 

'<  He  will  noTer  say  a  wend,  Sam,"  said  Jim,  as  they  weie  walk- 
ing down  to  bathe  this  very  morning  of  the  wedding ;  **  but  hell 
thmk  the  more.  Sam,  I  am  afraid  I  haTe  done  a  selfish  thing  in 
going ;  but  if  I  were  to  draw  back  now,  I  should  nerer  be  the  same 
to  hun  again.  He  couldn't  stand  that  But  I  am  sorry  I  ever 
thought  of  it." 

*' I  don't  know,  Jim,"  said  Halhert,  pulling  off  his trowBers,  **I 
really  don't  know  of  any  act  of  parliament  passed  in  &TOur  of  the 
Brentwood  family,  exempting  them  from  the  ordinary  erila  of 
humanity.  Do  you  think  now,  that  lAen  John  Nokes,  aged  nine- 
teen, goes  into  market  at  Cambridge,  or  elsewhere,  and  'lists,  and 
neyer  goes  home  again ;  do  you  think,  I  say,  that  that  lad  don't 
feel  a  very  strange  emptiness  about  the  epigastric  region  when  he 
thinks  of  the  grey-headed  old  man  that  is  sitting  waiting  for  him 
at  the  cottage-door?  And,"  added  Halbert,  standing  on  the 
plunging-stage  Adamically,  without  a  rag  upon  him,  pointing  at 
Jim  with  his  finger  in  an  oratorical  manner ;  ''do  you  think  that 
the  old  man  who  sits  there,  year  after  year,  waiting  for  him  who 
never  comes,  and  telling  the  neighbours  that  his  lad  who  is  gone 
for  a  sodger,  was  the  finest  lad  in  the  village,  do  you  think  that  old 
man  feels  nothing  ?  Give  up  fine  feelings,  Jim.  You  don't  know 
what  trouble  is  yet." 

And  so  he  went  souse  into  the  water. 

And  after  the  bathe  all  came  up  and  dressed ; — ^white  trowsers 
and  brilliant  ties  being  the  order  of  the  day.  Then  we  all,  frxmi 
the  bachelor  side  of  the  house,  assembled  in  the  verandah,  for 
the  ceremony  was  not  to  be  performed  till  eight,  and  it  was  not 
more  than  half-past  seven.  There  was  the  promise  of  a  very 
awkward  half  hour,  so  I  was  glad  of  a  diversion  caused  by  my 
appearing  in  a  blue  coat  with  gQt  buttons,  and  pockets  in  the  tails, 
— a  coat  I  had  not  brought  out  for  twenty  years,  but  as  good  as 
new,  I  give  you  my  honour.  Jim  was  very  funny  about  that  coat, 
and  I  encouraged  him  by  defending  it,  and  so  we  got  through  ten 
minutes,  and  kept  Sam  amused.  Then  one  6f  the  grooms,  a  lad 
I  mentioned  before  as  bringing  a  note  to  Baroona  on  one  occasion, 
a  long  brown-fEiced  lad,  bom  of  London  parents  in  the  cokmyi 
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made  e.  direrBion  by  coming  round  to  look  at  oh.  He  admired  ob 
very  mneli,  bat  my  gilt  buttons  took  his  attention  prinoipoUy.  Ho 
guessed  tbey  must  have  cost  a  matter  of  twenty  poimd,  bat  on  my 
telling  him  that  the  whole  affair  itub  bought  for  three  [munds,  ha 
asked.  I  remember  :— 

"  What  are  they  made  on,  then  ?  " 
,   Brass  I  supposed,  and  gdt.     So  be  left  me  in  disgust,  and  took 
'p  with  Jim'e  trowsers,  wanting  to  know  "  if  they  was  canvas." 

" Satin  velTet,"  Jim  said;  and  then  the  M^or  came  out  and 

^oned  us  mto  the  drawing-room. 

And  there  she  was,  between  Mrs.  Buckley  and  Mary  Hawker, 
liessed  all  in  white,  looking  as  beautiful  as  morning.  Frank 
laberly  stood  beside  a  little  table,  which  the  women  had  made 
Into  an  altar,  with  the  big  Prayer-book  in  his  hand.  And  we  all 
I  aroond,  and  the  servants  thronged  in,  and  Sam,  taking 
lUee's  hand,  went  np  and  stood  before  Frank  Maberly. 

Captain  Brentwood,  of  the  Artillery,  would  glva  this  woman  to 
be  married  to  this  man,  with  ten  thousand  blessings  on  her  bead ; 
and  Samuel  Buckley,  of  Barooua,  would  take  tbis  woman  aa  his 
wedded  wife,  in  sickness  and  health,  for  richer,  for  poorer,  till 
death  did  them  part.  And,  "  Yea,  by  George,  he  will,"  says  Jim 
to  himself, — bat  I  heard  him,  for  we  were  reading  out  of  the  same 
Prayer-book. 

And  eo  it  was  all  over.  And  the  Doctor,  who  had  all  the  morn- 
ing been  invisible,  and  bad  only  slipt  into  the  room  just  as  tie 
ceremony  had  begun,  wearing  on  his  coat  a  great  star,  a  prodigy, 
which  had  drawn  many  eyes  from  their  Prayer-books,  the  Doctor, 
I  say.  came  up,  star  and  all,  and  taking  Alice's  hand,  kissed  ber 
forehead,  and  then  clasped  a  splendid  necklace  round  her  throat. 

Then  foUowed  ail  the  nsual  kiasings  and  congratolations,  and 
then  came  the  breakfast.  I  hope  Alice  and  Sam  were  happy,  as 
happy  as  young  foUis  can  be  in  such  a  state  of  flutter  and  excite- 
ment ;  but  aU  I  know  is,  that  the  rest  of  the  party  were  thoroughly 
and  utterly  miserable.  The  certainty  that  this  was  the  break-ap 
of  our  happy  old  society,  that  all  that  was  young,  and  meny,  and 
graceful,  among  us,  was  about  to  take  wing  and  leave  us  old  folks 
sitting  there  lonely  and  dull.  The  tlionght,  that  neither  Baroona 
nor  Garoopna  could  ever  be  agmn  what  they  bad  once  been,  and 
that  never  again  we  should  bear  those  meny  voices,  wakening  us 
in  the  nionung,  or  ringing  pleasant  by  the  river  on  the  soft  sum- 
mer's evening :  thetie  tboughte,  I  say,  made  us  but  a  dull  party, 
■JtJioagh  Covetown  and  the  Doctor  made  talking  enough  for  the 

^KL   ^ero  was  something  I  could  not  understand  about  the  Doctor. 
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H«  talked  loud  and  'nerma^j  all  bresk&st  tiine,  mi  I 
when  Alice  retired  to  duuge  bar  dron,  and  «e  <rm  >fl  Kofaf 
about  talkii^,  be  came  up  to  me  in  ft  quiet  oonMr  «1mr  I  m 
and  took  me  by  the  hand.  "  M7  de*r  old  fri«ad,"  ba  «il,  "jm 
will  uevcr  forget  me,  will  jon  ?  " 

"  Forget  yoD,  Baron  I  nerer,"  I  said.  Z  woald  bs*e  adad  ki 
more,  but  there  was  Alice  in  Uie  nMon,  to  her  pnK^  ibu  rifa- 
hnbit  and  hut,  ready  for  a  Btait,  and  Sam  beside  her,  «tup  in  hori; 
BO  we  all  crowded  out  to  cay  gDod^bve. 

That  was  Uie  worst  Luue  of  all.  Urn.  Boeklsy  had  and  bawd 
and  departed.  Jim  ««s  walking  aboat  t«arleBB,  bat  qnits  nalik 
to  answer  me  when  I  asked  hia  a  qncstioa.  Tboaa  two  grind 
warriors,  the  Cnptatu  and  th»  Major,  were  *iilrtng  tfitfjp  nn 
quietly,  but  did  not  seem  inclined  to  talk  nmeli,  wltQe  the  Dod* 
was  condncting  himself  like  an  amiable  lunatic,  getting  in  gmj- 
body's  way  as  he  followed  Sam  about. 

"  Snm,"  be  aaid,  after  Alice  had  been  Hfted  on  her  bona,  "mj 
dear  t^am,  my  good  pupil,  yon  will  never  forget  your  old  bilor,W 

"  Never,  never!"  said  Sam;  "not  likely,  if  I  lined  lo  be  1 
hundred.     I  shall  see  yon  to-morrow." 

"  Oh  yes,  snrely,"  aaid  the  Baron  ;  "  we  ahall  meet  to>manM 
for  certain.     But  good-bye,  my  boy  ;  good-bye." 

And  then  the  young  couple  rode  away  to  Baroona,  whick  ni 
empty,  swept,  and  garnished,  ready  for  their  reception.  And  tin 
servants  cheerud  tkem  as  they  went  away,  and  tall  Eleanor  Hsl 
one  of  her  husband's  boots  after  them  for  luck,  with  such  fum 
and  dexterity  that  it  fell  close  to  the  heels  of  Widderin,  settiofi 
kim  capering ; — then  Sam  turned  round  and  waved  hie  bat,  and 
thoy  were  gone. 

And  ws  turned  round  to  look  at  one  another,  mud  lo  1  anoUxr 
horse,  the  Doctor's,  was  being  lad  up  and  down  by  a  groom,  aaddlcd : 
and,  wbile  we  wondered,  out  o&me  the  Doctor  himself  and  bc^aa 
strapping  bis  valise  on  to  the  saddle. 

"  And  where  are  you  going  to-day.  Baron  ?  "  asked  the  H^|ar. 

"I  am  going,"  eaid  he,  "to  Sydney.  I  saal  for  Eiiro|m  la  ■ 
week." 

Our  aatoniflhmeut  w&s  too  great  for  qocnlatjons ;  w«  kept  m 
awful  silence ;  this  was  the  first  hint  he  had  gmn  as  m  his 
intention. 

"  Yea,"  said  he,  "  I  sail  from  Sydney  tkis  day  week.  I  eooU 
not  embittur  my  boy's  wedding-day  by  letting  bun  knov  that  ba 
was  to  lose  me ;  better  that  he  should  oome  back  and  find  ma 
gone.    I  most  go,  and  I  forcs&w  it  when  the  latter  suna ;  bid  I 
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would  not  t«ll  you,  because  I  knew  yoa  would  hi  no  eon;  to  part. 
I  hare  been  inside  ajid  said  fareweil  to  Mrs.  Buckley.  And  now, 
my  &ieade,  shorten  tliis  bcene  for  me.  Night  and  day,  for  a 
month,  I  have  been  dreading  it,  and  now  let  na  epore  one  anotlier. 
Why  Bhoold  we  tear  our  hearts  asucder  by  a  long  lea^e-taking  ? 
Oh,  Buckley,  Bncileyl  after  so  many  years — " 

Only  a  hurried  shaking  of  hands,  and  he  was  gone.  Down  by 
the  paddock  to  tlie  river,  and  when  he  reached  tlie  height  beyond, 
he  tamed  and  waved  hie  band.  Then  lie  went  on  his  way  across 
the  old  plains,  aod  we  saw  him  lessening  in  the  distance  until  lie 
disappeared  altogelher,  and  we  saw  him  no  more.     No  more  ! 

In  two  months  trom  that  time  Jim  and  Ealbert  were  gone  to 
India,  Bam  and  Alice  were  away  to  the  Darling  Downs,  Desborough 
sad  the  Doctor  bad  Bailed  for  Europe,  and  we  old  folks,  taking  up 
otir  residence  at  Baroona,  hod  agreed  to  make  common  house  of 
it.  Of  coarse  we  were  very  dull  at  first,  when  we  missed  half  of 
the  faces  which  bad  been  used  to  smUe  upon  us ;  but  this  soon 
wore  off.  Daring  the  su(»:eediDg  winter  I  remember  many  plea- 
sant evenings,  when  the  Captain,  the  Mt^or,  Mrs.  Buckley,  and 
myself  played  whist,  sbiUiug  points  and  the  rigour  of  tho  gome, 
Hnd  while  Mary  Hawker,  in  her  widow's  weeds,  sat  sowing  by  the 
fireside,  eontentedly  enough. 


CHAPTER  XLVU. 


HOW  UASY  EAWSEK    SAID   ' 


^P  It  was  one  evening  during  the  neit  spring,  and  the  game  of  whist 
■  Kas  over  for  the  night.  The  servant  had  just  brought  in  tumblers 
with  a  view  to  whiskey  and  water  before  bed.  I  was  preparing  to 
pay  fourteen  shillings  to  Mrs.  Buckley,  and  wee  rather  nervous 
about  meeting  my  partner,  the  Minor's  eye,  when  he,  t&pping  the 
table  with  his  band,  spoke  :~ 

"  The  most  childish  play,  Hamiyn  ;  the  most  duldieh  pky." 
"  I  don't  defend  the  lost  game,"  I  said.  "  I  thought  you  were 
Aoit  of  diamonds — at  least  I  calculated  on  the  chance  of  yotii 
being  eo,  having  seven  myself.  But  please  to  remember,  U^ori 
that  yon  yoarself  lost  two  tricks  in  hcarte,  in  the  firet  game  of  the 
Bocond  rubber." 

"  And  why,  sir  ?  "  said  the  Mc(jor.    "  Tell  no  that,  sir.   Because 
7011  eonfusod  inc  by  leading  quetm,  when  yon  had  ace,  kiug,  qman. 
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The  most  ntterW  schoolboy  play.  I  wnattfai't  tuvo  doiu  taA  i 
Ibing  at  Eton." 

"  I  hod  n  flush  of  them,"  I  siud  eagerly.  "  And  I  meanl  ta 
lead  ace,  tad  then  get  trumps  ont  But  I  put  down  ipeat  tj 
mist&ke." 

"Yon  can  make  what  eieases  yon  tike,  HuhItd,"  said  tb* 
M^or.  "But  tbo  fact  remaiiu  the  asme.  There  is  oca  gmt 
fault  in  yoDT  charactex,  the  greatest  fault  I  know  of,  and  *iiitfc 
yon  ooght  to  stndy  to  correct.  I  teil  you  of  it  boldly  as  aa  eU 
friend.  You  aro  too  confoundedly  chary  in  leading  out  yoor  tniisfc, 
nnd  yon  can't  deny  it." 

"  Hallo  1  "  said  Captain  Brentwood,  "  who  cornea  ao  lal«  1 " 

Mary  Hawker  rose  from  her  chair,  and  looked  eagerly  lonrdi 
the  door.  "  I  know  who  it  is,"  she  gaid,  binshing.  ''I  head 
him  langh." 

In  another  moment  the  door  was  thrown  open,  and  in  stalM 
Tom  Tronbridge. 

"  Itj  Qeorge  I "  he  said.  "  Don't  all  apeak  to  me  at  onea.  I 
feel  the  qoeerest  wambling  in  niy  innards,  as  wo  need  lo  lay  is 
Devon,  at  the  sight  of  so  many  old  laces.  Bonehow,  a  mao  can't 
make  a  new  home  in  a  hnny.  It's  the  people  make  the  hoiitf, 
not  the  house  and  fomitore.     My  dear  old  oousdn,  and  how  an 

"  I  am  very  quiet,  Tom.  I  am  mnch  happier  than  I  thought  to 
have  been.     And  I  am  deeply  thankfnl  to  see  you  again." 

"  How  is  roy  boy,  Tom  ?  "  said  the  Myor. 

"  And  how  is  my  girl,  Tom  ?  "  said  the  Captain. 

"  Sam,"  said  Tom,  "  js  a  sight  worth  a  guinea,  and  Mrs.  SatDcel 
looks  charming,  but —  In  point  of  fact,  you  know,  I  believe  she 
ejcpeeta — " 

"  No  1  "  said  the  Captain.      "  Yon  don't  sny  bo." 

"  Fact,  ray  dear  air." 

"  Dear  me,"  said  the  Miyor,  drnmmli^  on  the  table.  "  I  hope 
it  will  be  a  b— .     By  the  bye,  how  go  the  sheep  7  " 

"  Yoa  never  saw  such  a  country,  sir  I  "  said  Tom.  "  We  hate 
got  nearly  five  thousand  on  each  run,  and  there  is  no  ono  crawdiof 
Qp  yet.  If  wo  can  hold  that  ground  with  our  prodnoe,  asd  tsush 
store-sheep  as  we  can  pick  up,  ve  shall  do  wonders." 

By  this  time  Tom  was  at  supper,  and  between  the  hnnmran  of 
satisfying  a  hnnger  of  fifteen  houiB,  began  asking  after  old  fUads. 

"  How  are  the  Mayfords  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Poor  Mrs.  Mayford  is  better,"  said  Mrs.  Bnckley. 
Ellen  are  jnst  starting  for  Europe.     Tbay  have  sold  their 
and  we  have  bonght  it." 
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l"'Wbat  are  they  going  to  do  in  Englami  ?"  aekecl  Tom. 
J  "  Going  to  live  with  Uieir  rektions  in  Hampshire." 
t"  Ellen  will  ho  a  fine  match  for  some  yonng  English  BqniTe," 
'i  Tom.     "  She  will  have  twenty  thousand  pounds  Eiome  day,  I 

K  And  then  we  went  on  talliing  abont  other  matters. 
K  A  little  scene  look  place  ia  the  garden  next  morning,  which  may 
liflh  some  of  my  readers,  but  which  did  not  surprise  ma  in  the 
I  know  it  would  happen,  sooner  or  later,  and  when  I  saw 
on  hia  arrival  the  night  before,  I  said  lo  myself,  "  It  is 
nd  so  sore  enough  it  did.  And  I  got  oU  the  circnm- 
a  out  of  Tom  only  a  few  dayH  afterwards. 
Kldary  Hawker  was  now  a  very  handeomo  woman,  about  one  and 
There  may  have  been  a  grey  hair  here  and  there  among 
r  long  black  tresses,  bnt  they  were  few  and  far  between.  I  nsed 
B  watch  her  sometimes  of  an  evenbg,  and  wonder  to  myself  how 
ne  through  such  troubles,  and  lived  :  and  yet  there  she 
t  night  when  Tom  arriTed,  tor  instance,  sitting  quite 
n  and  cheerful  beside  the  fire  in  her  half-monming  (she  had 
1  dropped  her  weeds,  perhaps,  considering  who  her  hnsband 
I  been,  a  piece  of  good  taste),  with  quite  a  placid,  contented 
look  on  her  fine  black  eyes.  I  think  do  one  was  capable  of  feeling 
deeper  for  a  time,  but  her  power  of  resilience  was  marvellous.  I 
have  noticed  that  before.  It  may,  Qod  forgive  me,  have  given 
me  some  slight  feeling  of  contempt  for  her,  because,  forsooth,  aba 
did  not  brood  over  and  nnrse  an  old  grief  as  I  did  myself.  I  am 
not  the  man  to  judge  her.  When  I  look  back  on  my  own  wasted 
life  ;  when  I  see  how  for  one  boyish  fancy  I  cut  myself  oS  from 
all  the  ties  of  domestic  life,  to  hold  my  selfish  way  alone,  I  some- 
times think  that  she  has  shown  herself  a  better  woman  than  I  have 
a  man.    Ah  t  well,  old  sweetheart,  not  much  to  boast  of  either  of 

Let  as  get  on. 
,  She  was  w^iUung  in  the  garden  next  morning,  and  Tom  come 
d  walked  beside  her ;  and  aiWr  a  little  be  said, — 

are  pretty  well  contented,  cousin  ?  " 
"  I^am  as  well  content,"  she  said,  "  as  a  poor,  desolate,  old 
childless  widow  could  hope  to  be.    There  is  no  happiness  left  for 
ms  in  this  life  I  " 

"  Who  told  you  that  ?  "  said  Tom.  "  Who  told  yon  that  the 
next  twenty  years  of  your  life  might  aot  be  happier  than  any  t^t 
have  gone  before  ?  " 

"  How  could  that  be?"  she  asked.  "What  is  left  forma  now, 
but  lo  go  quietly  to  my  grave  ?  " 

i'  Grave  I  "  said  Tom.     "  Who  talks  of  graves  for  twenty  years 
EtQ 
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to  come  I     Mary,  my  darling,  I  bave  waited  for  yon  fo 
faithfully,  yon  will  not  disappoint  roe  at  last  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?     What  can  j-on  moan  ?  " 

"  Mean  I  "  said  be  ;  "  why,  I  mean  this,  cousid  :  1  rnau  Jfn 
to  be  my  wife — to  come  and  live  with  me  as  my  booonrtid  mfe,  it 
the  noit  tbirtj  years,  please  God  I  *' 

"  Vou  are  mad  1  "  she  said.  "  Do  yon  kaow  iriiat  wo  W^t 
Do  joa  know  who  yon  are  speaking  to  ?  " 

"To  my  old  sweetheart,  Poily  Thorn  ton  I  "  be  eaid,  wtti 
langh^"  to  no  one  elae  in  the  world." 

"  You  are  wrong,"  she  said  ;  "  yon  may  try  to  forget  now,  bot 
you  will  remember  aRierworda.  I  am  not  Maiy  Thornton.  I  an 
an  old  broken  woman,  whose  hnsband  was  transported  for  eoimBg, 
and  bong  for  murder,  ami  worse  I  " 

"Peace  be  with  him!"  said  Tom.  "lam  not  asking  «ba 
your  husband  waa  ;  I  bave  bod  twenty  yeiira  to  think  about  ttit. 
and  at  the  end  of  twenty  yeara,  I  say,  my  dear  old  sweetheart,  70a 
ai'e  free  at  last ;  will  you  marry  mo  ?  " 

"  Impossible  !  "  said  Mary.  "  All  the  conntrr-fiide  knows  wkt 
I  am.  Tbink  of  the  etdroal  disgrace  that  clings  to  ne.  Ob, 
never,  never  I  " 

"  Then  yon  have  no  objecljon  to  me  ?  eb,  cousin  ?  " 

"  To  yoQ,  Diy  kind,  noble  old  partner  ?  Ah,  I  love  and  honDV 
you  above  all  men  I  " 

"  Then,"  said  Tom,  putting  bia  arm  round  her  wnisti  "  In  tfat 
devil  with  all  the  nonsense  yon  havejust  been  talking,  about  ctoul 
disgraces  and  so  forth  !  I  am  an  honest  man  and  yon'rn  an  liooMt 
woman,  and,  therefore,  what  cause  or  impediment  can  there  b«f 
Come,  Mary,  it's  no  ose  resisting  ;  my  mmd  is  made  Dp,  and  ym 
must  I ' 

"  Oh,  think  I  "  she  said ;  "  oh,  think  only  onoe,  before  it  ia  too 
late  for  ever  1" 

"  I  bave  thought,"  said  Tom,  "  as  1  told  yon  before,  for  twenty 
years ;  and  I  ain't  likely  to  alter  my  opittion  in  ten  minoti^. 
Come,  Mary.     Say  yes  !  " 

And  so  she  said  yes. 

"  Mrs.  Buckley,"  said  Tom,  aa  they  came  np  arm  in  vim  to  thi 
boase,  "  it  will  be  a  good  thing  if  somebody  was  to  go 
place,  and  nurse  Mrs.  Sam  in  her  confinement." 

"  1  shall  go  up  mvself,"  aoid  Mrs.  Bnckley,  "  tliongb 
to  get  there  1  hardly  know.  It  mcBt  be  nearly  fiigbt 
miles,  1  am  afraid." 

"  I  don't  think  you  need,  my  dear  madam,"  said  be. 
wife  will  make  an  excellent  ourse  !  " 


I 
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"  Yonr  wife  I  " 

Tom  looked  at  Mary,  wbo  blushed,  and  Mrs.  Buckle]/  come  np 
and  kissed  her. 

"  I  am  90  glad,  so  very  glad,  my  love  I  "  ehe  said.  "  The  vety 
happiest  and  ivieeet  thing  that  conid  be  I  I  have  been  hoping  for 
it,  my  love,  and  I  felt  Bure  it  would  be  ao,  sooner  or  later.  How 
glad  your  dear  aimt  wonld  be  if  she  were  alive  1  " 

And,  in  short,  he  took  her  off  with  him,  mid  they  were  married, 
and  went  up  to  join  Sam  and  his  wife  in  New  England — redacing 
our  par^  to  four.  Not  very  long  after  they  were  gone,  we  heard 
that  there  was  a  new  Sam  Buckley  bom,  who  promised,  said  the 
wise  woman,  to  be  as  big  a  man  as  his  father.  Then,  at  on 
interval  of  very  little  more  than  two  years,  Mrs.  Bnckley  got  a 
long  letter  from  Alice,  announcing  the  birth  of  a  little  girl  to  the 
Troubridges.  This  letter  ie  still  extant,  and  in  my  possession, 
having  been  lent  me,  among  other  family  papers,  by  A^nes 
Buckley,  as  soon  as  she  beard  thftt  I  was  bent  upon  correcting 
these  memoirs  !«  fit  them  for  the  press.  I  will  give  yon  some 
extracts  from  it : — 

.  .  .  "Dear  Mary  Tronbridge  has  got  a  little  girl,  a  sweet, 
quiet,  bright-eyed  little  thing,  taking,  I  imagine,  ^er  old  Miss 
Thornton.  They  are  going  to  call  it  Agnes  Alice,  after  yon  and 
I,  my  dearest  mother. 

"  You  cannot  imagine  how  different  Mary  is  grown  from  what 
she  used  to  be  I  Stent,  merry,  and  matronly,  quite  1  She  keeps 
the  bouse  alive,  and  I  think  I  never  saw  a  couple  more  sincerdy 
attached  than  are  she  and  her  husband.  He  is  a  most  excellent 
oompanioQ  for  my  Sam.  Not  to  make  matters  too  long,  we  are 
just  about  aa  bappj  as  four  people  can  be.  Borne  day  we  may  all 
come  to  live  together  again,  and  then  our  delight  will  he  perfect. 

"I  got  Jim's  letter  which  yon  sent  me.  .  .  .  Sam  and  hia 
partner  are  embarking  every  sixpence  they  can  spare  in  buying 
town  and  snbnrban  lots  at  Melbonme.  I  know  every  street  and 
alley  in  that  wonder^  city  (containing  near  a  hundred  houses)  on 
the  map,  but  I  am  not  very  likely  to  go  there  ever.  Let  tie  hope 
that  S&m'B  speculations  will  turn  out  profitable. 

"  Best  love  to  Mr.  Hamlyn."  .  .  . 

I  must  moke  a  note  to  this  letter.  Alice  referii  to  a  letter 
received  from  Jim,  which,  as  near  ae  1  can  make  the  dat*9  agree, 
must  be  the  one  I  bold  in  my  hand  at  tliis  moment.  I  am  not 
Bure,  bat  I  think  so.     This  one  mns — 

Pear  Dad,  ...  I  have  been  down  among  the  dead  men,  and 
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sinoe  then  vp  into  the  serenih  heareiiy  in  conaeqnenee  of  bebg 
not  only  gazetted,  bat  promoted.  The  beggara  Teiy  newly  did 
for  OS.  iUl  our  fortifications,  the  prettieat  thinga  ever  done  under 
the  circumstances,  executed  under  Bobfaj'a  own  eye,  were  thrown 
down  by — what  do  yon  think  ? — an  ewthgnake  I  Perhapa  we 
didn't  swear — ^Lord  forgive  ns  I  Akbar  had  a  shy  at  na  inunedi- 
ately,  but  got  a  most  immortal  licking ! 

*<  Is  not  this  a  most  wonderful  thing  about  Halbert  ?  The  girl 
that  ho  was  to  be  married  to  was  supposed  to  be  lost,  ^^«ffn»«g  out 
in  the  Assam.  And  now  it  appears  that  she  wasn*tlostat  all  (the 
girl  I  mean,  not  the  ship),  but  that  she  was  wrecked  on  the  east 
coast  of  Madagascar,  and  saved,  with  fiye-and-twenty  more.  She 
came  on  to  Calcutta,  and  they  were  married  the  wedk  after  he  got 
his  troop.  She  is  uncommonly  handsome  and  la^ike,  bnt  lodes 
rather  brown  and  lean  firom  living  on  birds'  nests  and  aea-weed  fixr 
above  six  months  of  her  life.** 

[Allow  me  to  remark  that  this  must  be  romance  on  JHni'a  part ; 
biids*  nosts  and  trepang  are  not  found  in  Madagascar.] 

'<  Mj  wound  is  nearly  all  right  again.  It  was  only  a  prick  with 
a  spear  in  my  thigh — *' 

It  is  tho  very  deuce  editing  these  old  letters  without  anything  to 
guide  me.  As  fiEur  as  I  can  make  out  by  myself  (Jim  being  now 
do^n  at  Melton,  hunting,  and  not  having  answered  my  letter  of 
inquiries),  this  letter  must  have  come  accompanied  by  an  Indian 
newspaper  containing  tho  account  of  some  battle  or  campaign  in 
which  ho  was  engaged.  Putting  this  and  that  together,  I  am  in- 
clined to  believe  that  it  refers  to  the  defence  of  JeUalabad  by  Sir 
Robert  Sale,  in  which  I  know  he  was  engaged.  I  form  this  opinion 
from  the  fact  of  his  mentioning  that  the  fortifications  were  destroyed 
by  an  earthquake.  And  I  very  much  fear  that  the  individual  so 
disrespectfully  mentioned  above  as  *'  Bobby,"  was  no  other  than 
the  great  Hero  himself.  In  my  second  (or  if  that  goos  off  too 
quick,  in  my  third)  edition,  I  will  endeavour  to  clear  this  point  up 
in  a  satisfactory  manner. 

After  this  time  there  was  a  long  dull  time  with  no  news  from 
him  or  from  any  one.  Then  Sam  came  down  from  New  England, 
and  paid  us  a  visit,  which  freshened  us  up  a  little.  But  in  spite 
of  this  and  other  episodes,  there  was  little  change  or  excitement 
for  us  four.  We  mode  common  house  of  it,  and  never  parted  from 
one  another  more  than  a  day.  Always  of  an  evening  came  the  old 
friendly  rubber,  I  playing  with  the  Migor,  and  Captain  Brentwood 
with  Mrs.  Buckley.  The  most  remarkable  event  I  have  to 
chronicle  during  the  long  period  which  followed,  is,  that  one  day 
a  bushfire  came  right  up  to  the  garden  rails,  and  was  beaten  out 
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k  difficulty  ;  and  that  eame  evening  I  held  niue  tramps,  Ace, 

|neen,  Knave,  Nine  of  btiarte,  and  tho  rust  small.     I  cannot  for 

e  life  of  me  remember  what  year  it  waa  in,  Bomewhere  between 

sty-two  and  forty-five,  I  believe,  because  within  a  year  or  two  of 

hat  time  wo  beard  that  a  large  comet  bad  appeared  in  Engl&nd, 

d  that  Sir  Robert  Pee!  was  distrusted  on  tlie  Bnbject  of  Protec- 

Ailer  all,  it  is  no  great  consequeiice,  thoagb  it  is  ratber 

Dvokiug,  because  I  never  before  or  since  held  more  than  eight 

Bumside,  the  cattle-dealer,  claims  to  have  hud  eleven, 

1 1  may  state,  ouue  for  all,  that  I  doubt  that  man's  statements 

D  this  and  every  other  sobject  on  which  he  speaks, — He  knows 

ifaere  I  am  to  be  fonnd. 

My  man  Dick,  too,  somehow  or  another  constituted  himself  my 
groom  and  valet.  And  the  Major  v,-aa  well  contented  with  tho 
arrangement.  So  wo  four,  Mi^or  and  Mrs.  £uckley.  Captain 
Brentwood  and  I,  sat  there  in  the  old  station  night  after  night, 
playing  our  whilst,  tiU  even  my  head,  the  youngest  of  the  four, 
^U^an  to  bo  streaked  with  grey,  and  mxtven  years  were  past. 
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THB  LATEST   INTEU.IOEN0E. 

It  is  March,  1856.  Tho  short  autunm  day  is  rapidly  giving  place 
to  night ;  and  darkness,  and  the  horror  of  a  great  tempest,  ia 
settling  down  upon  the  desolate  grey  sea,  which  heaves  and  seethea 
for  ever  around  Cape  Horn. 

A  great  clipper  ship,  the  noblest  and  awiiWst  of  her  class,  is 
barling  along  her  vast  length  before  the  terrible  west  wind.  Hoar 
by  boor  through  the  short  and  gloomy  day,  sail  after  sail  has  gone 
fluttering  in  ;  till  now,  at  night-fall,  she  reels  and  rolls  before  the 
storm  under  a  single,  close  reefed,  maintopsail. 

There  is  a  humming,  and  a  roaring,  luid  a  rushing  of  great 
waters,  so  that  they  who  ore  clinging  to  the  bulwarks,  and 
watching,  awe-atruck,  this  great  work  of  the  Lord's,  cannot 
hear  one  another  though  they  shout.  Now  there  is  a  groy 
mountain  which  chasos  the  ship,  overtakes  h<?r,  ponrs  cataracts 
of  water  over  her  rounded  stem,  and  goes  hissing  and  booming 
past  her.  And  now  a  roll  more  frantic  than  nsual,  nigh  dips 
luyard,  and  aenda  the  watar  spouting  wildly  over  licr 
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('■  Oh,  yoa  very  miscrabk  afis,"  said  CapUin  ] 
sit  down  luul  ti7  to  describe  tha  iadescribnUe.  Do  jn  U 
that  becAuso  ;oa  can  see  aU  tJie  soetie  iiefi>n  jnra  no*,  bean 
yoDT  Hosh  creejiR,  anil  yonr  blood  tDores,  as  too  call  it  tomol. 
do  you  Uimk,  1  sav,  that  yon.  can  desoribe  it  ?  Do  m  lU 
that  you  can  give  a  man,  in  black  and  wbito,  vHh  ink,  vd  m 
paper,  any  real  notJun  of  tbat  most  tremetMioaa  apKUdc^  I 
sharp  bowed  ship  raimiug  before  a  gsio  of  wind  tlum^  Iki 
ice  in  the  great  South  8«a,  where  every  wsv«  rolls  romd  <k( 
world  1  Go  to — read  Tom  Cringle,  who  has  given  up  liij  frtik 
sonl  to  descriptions,  and  see  how  many  pi'ctarea  dwell  a  no 
mind's  eye,  olWr  roadJttg  his  books.  Two,  or  at  most  Ihiw.  ut 
they,  probably,  qnito  different  from  what  he  mteodod  yoa  b)  tM- 
lovely  as  they  are ; — leave  doscribiug  tilings,  man,  and  gin  ■ 
some  more  fact«." 

Said  Mqor  Buckley,  "  Qo  on,  Hamlyn,  and  do  tha  best  tmas. 
Don't  mind  him."     And  so  I  go  on  accordingly.) 

61°  90*  SoQLh.  The  Bom,  Btonn-beaton,  deaolale.  tia 
hundred  miles  to  the  North,  and  barely  forty  miles  to  tl>e  SoaHi, 
that  cruet,  gleaming,  ice  barrier,  which  we  saw  to-day  triten  A* 
weather  lifted  at  noon,  and  which  we  know  is  there  yet,  tboo^w 
doro  not  tliink  about  it.  There  comes  to  as,  though,  in  mle  rf 
ourselves,  a  vision  of  what  may  happen  at  any  hour.  A  <&  aj 
from  the  foretop.  A  mass,  grey,  indistinct,  horrible,  risiiig  fim 
the  wild  waters,  scarce  a  bniidrod  yaida  from  her  lioirspriL  ' 
mad  hurrying  to  and  fro.  A  crash.  A  great  rain  of  n 
spars,  and  then  utter,  hopeless  deetmction.  That  is  the 
poor  old  Madagascar  must  have  gone.  The  Lord  spjid 
tJirough  the  ice. 

Stunned,  drenched  to  the  skin,  half- frightened,  bat  wildly 
and  determined  to  see  out,  what  a  landsman  has  bnt  s«l 
chance  of  seeing,  a  great  gale  of  wind  at  sea,  1  clung  tight  to  M 
starboard  bulwarks  of  Mr.  Richard  Green's  new  dipper,  Soltaii, 
Captain  Sneezer,  abont  an  hour  afler  dark,  us  she  was  romditui 
the  Horn,  walehing  much  such  a  scene  as  I  have  attempted  to  gi»« 
you  a  notion  of  above.  And  as  I  held  on  there,  wishing  that  th« 
directors  of  my  inBorance  office  could  see  me  at  that  moment,  tht 
first  mat«,  coming  {rom  forward,  warping  himself  from  ooe  ~ 
ingpin  to  another,  roared  in  my  ear,  "  that  be  tlioogbt 
goiuR  to  blow." 

'•  Man  1  man  I  "  I  said,  "  do  yon  mean  to  taH  na  It 
blowing  now  7  " 

"  A  bit  of  a  breeze,"  he  roared  ;  but  his  roar  came  to  nw  Itk*  # 
whisper,     However,  I  pretty  soon  found  out  that  this  vru  Bomt- 
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thing  quite  out  of  the  common  ;  for,  cranling  up,  along  the  gang- 
y/ty  which  runs  between  the  poophonae  and  the  bulwarks,  I  came 
with  groat  difficulty  to  the  steni ;  acd  there  I  saw  the  two  best 
men  in  the  larboard  watch  (let  ua  inunortaliae  them,  they  wsro 
Poof  Boh,  and  Harry  the  digger),  Usbod  to  the  wheel,  and  the 
Skipper  himself,  steadfast  and  anxious,  alongside  of  them,  lashed 
to  a  cleat  on  the  aflerpart  of  the  dcck-honae.  Bo  thinks  I,  if 
these  men  are  made  liuit,  this  is  no  place  for  me  to  he  loose  in, 
and  crawlvd  down  to  my  old  place  in  the  waist,  at  the  after  end 
of  the  Fpure  topsail-yai-d,  which  was  made  fast  to  the  starhoard 
bulwarks,  and  which  extended  a  httle  abaft  of  the  main  shrouds. 

If  any  gentleman  can  detect  a  nautical  error  in  that  last  sentence, 
I  shall  teel  obliged  by  his  mentioning  it. 

Homebody  who  came  forth  from  the  confusion,  and  was  gone 
Again,  informed  mo  that  "  He  *  was  going  to  hiy  her  to,  and  tliat 
I'd  better  hold  on."  I  comforted  myself  with  the  reflection  that  I 
was  doing  exactly  the  right  thing,  holding  on  like  grim  death. 

Then  something  happened,  and  I  am  sorry  to  say  I  don't  exactly 
know  what.  I  find  in  my  notos,  token  shortly  afterwards,  &om  the 
dictation  of  an  intelligent  midshipman,  "  that  the  fore-royal  yard 
got  jammed  with  the  spanker-bixtm,  and  carried  away  the  larboard 
qoorlerboat."  Nautical  friends  have  sinco  pointed  out  to  me  that 
this  involves  an  impossibility.  I  daresay  it  does.  I  know  it  in- 
volved an  impoasihUity  of  turning  in  without  snhjecting  yourself  to 
a  hydropathic  remedy  of  violent  nature,  hy  going  to  bed  in  wet 
bhuikete,  and  of  getUng  anything  far  hreoktost  besides  wet  biscuit 
wid  cold  tea.  Let  it  go ;  something  went  wrong,  and  the  cos- 
sequences  were  these. 

A  wall  of  water,  looming  high  above  her  mainyard,  came  rushing 
and  booming  along,  dark,  t«rrible,  opaque.  For  a  moment  I  saw 
it  curling  overhead,  and  woiUd  have  cried  out,  I  believe,  bod  there 
been  IJme ;  but  a  midshipman,  a  mere  child,  slipped  np  before  me, 
and  caught  bold  of  my  le^s,  while  I  tried  to  catch  his  collar. 
Then  I  be.ard  the  skipper  roar  oat,  in  that  hoarse  throaty  voice 
that  seamen  use  when  excited,  "  Holtl  on,  the  sea's  aboard,"  and 
then  a  stunning,  blinding  msh  of  wat«r  buried  us  altogether.  The 
Sultan  was  on  her  beam-ends,  and  what  was  more,  seemed  inclined 
to  stay  there,  so  that  I,  holding  on  by  the  hnlwarka,  saw  tlie  eea 
seething  and  boiling  almost  heueatb  my  feet,  which  were  swinging 
clear  off  the  deck. 

But  the  midshipman  sung  out  that  she  was  righting  again,  which 
she  did  rather  quicker  th^  was  desirable,  bringing  eveiy  loose 

tarliole  on  dock  down  to  our  side  again  wiUi  a  rush.  A  Qselose, 
E  *  "He,"  CD  tiofLrd  ahip,  olwnys  meuia  "  the  akippcr." 
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thandering,  fonr-poiinder  gun,  of  whieh  terriUa  impkunante  of  mr 
we  carried  six,  came  plunging  aeroBS  firam  the  other  side  of  the 
deck,  and  went  crashing  through  the  buhrarks,  oat  into  the  flea, 
withhi  two  feet  of  my  1^. 

<(  I  think,"  I  said,  trying  to  persuade  myself  that  I  was  nc4 
firightened,  **  I  think  I  shall  go  into  the  cuddy.*' 

That  was  not  veiy  easy  to  do.  I  reached  the  door,  and  got  hM 
of  the  handle,  and,  watching  my  opportunity  slipped  dexterously  in, 
and  making  a  plunge,  came  against  the  surgeon,  who,  seated  on  a 
camp-stool,  was  playing  piquette,  and  overthrew  him  into  a  comtf  . 

**  Repique,  by  jingo,"  shouted  Sam  Buckley,  who  was  the  sur- 
geon's opponent.  '<  See  what  a  capital  thing  it  is  to  haye  an  old 
friend  like  Hamlyn,  to  come  in  and  knock  your  opponent  down  just 
at  the  right  moment." 

«  And  papa  was  losing,  too,  Uncle  Jeff,"  added  a  handsmne  lad, 
about  fifteen,  who  was  leaning  over  Sam*s  shoulder. 

"What  are  they  doing  to  you,  Doctor?  "said  Alice  Buckley,!!^ 
Brentwood,  coming  out  oi  a  cabin,  and  supporting  herself  to  a  seat 
by  her  husband  and  son. 

"  Why,"  replied  the  surgeon,  "  Hamlyn  knocked  me  down  just 
in  a  moment  of  victory,  but  his  nefarious  project  has  fiuled,  for  I 
have  kept  possession  of  my  cards.     Play,  Buckley." 

Let  us  give  a  glance  at  the  group  which  is  assembled  beneath 
the  swing  lamp  in  the  reeling  cabin.  The  wife  and  son  are  both 
leaning  over  the  father's  shoulder,  and  the  three  &ces  are  together. 
Sam  is  about  forty.  There  is  not  a  wrinkle  in  that  honest  fore- 
head, and  the  eyes  beam  upon  you  as  kindly  and  pleasantly  as 
ever  they  did ;  and  when,  after  playing  to  the  surgeon,  he  looks 
up  and  laughs,  one  sees  that  he  is  just  the  same  old  Sam  that 
used  to  lie,  as  a  lad,  dreaming  in  the  verandah  at  Ghuroopna.  No 
trouble  has  left  its  shadow  ^ere.  Alice,  whose  face  is  pressed 
against  his,  is  now  a  calm  young  matron  of  three  or  four-and- 
thirty,  if  it  were  possible,  more  beautiful  than  ever,  only  she  has 
grown  from  a  Hebe  into  a  Juno.  The  boy,  the  son  and  heir,  is 
much  such  a  stripling  as  I  can  remember  his  fietther  at  the  same 
age,  but  handsomer.  And  while  we  look,  another  face  comes 
peering  over  his  shoulder ;  the  laughing  face  of  a  lovely  girl,  with 
bright  sunny  hair,  and  soft  blue  eyes  ;  the  face  of  Maud  Buckley, 
Sam's  daughter. 

They  are  going  home  to  England.  Sam — what  between  his 
New  England  runs,  where  there  are  now,  under  Tom  Troubridge's 
care,  118,000  sheep,  and  his  land  speculations  at  Melbourne, 
which  have  turned  him  out  somewhere  about  1,000  per  cent,  since 
the  gold  discovery — Sam,  I  say,  is  one  of  the  richest  of  her 
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snbjectB  in  the  Bonthem  hemi^plicre.  I  woiiU  fiivo 
for  Sam,  and  make  a.  large  fnrtiuio  in  the  surplus. 
"And  BO,"  I  suppose  you  say,  "  ha  is  going  home  to  buy  Clere." 
Not  at  all,  my  dear  sir.  Clere  is  hoDght,  and  Sam  is  goiug  homo 
to  take  pofisesslon.     "  Many,  how  ?  "     Thus, — 

D06B  any  one  of  my  readers  remember  that  our  dear  old  fnend 
Agnes  Buckley's  maiden  name  was  Talbot,  and  that  her  father 
owned  the  property  adjoining  Gere?  "Wo  do  not  remember," 
JOQ  Bay  ;  "or  at  least,  if  no  do,  we  are  not  bound  to ;  you  have 
not  mentioned  the  circumstance  since  the  very  beginning  of  this 
hxcessively  wearisome  book,  forty  years  ago."  Allow  me  lo  say, 
E^at  1  have  purposely  avoided  meutioiiing  them  all  along,  in  order 
ihttt,  at  this  very  point,  I  might  come  down  on  you  like  a  thunder- 
bolt with  this  piece  of  informntion  ;  nnmoly  : — That  Talbot  of 
Beauliea  Castle,  the  towers  of  which  were  visible  from  Clere 
Terrace,  had  died  without  male  issue.  That  Marian  and  Gertrude 
Talbot,  tbo  two  pretty  girls,  Agnes  Buckley's  eldest  sisters,  who 
Dsed  to  come  in  and  see  old  MarmBduke  when  James  was  cam- 
paigning, had  never  married.  That  Marian  was  dead.  That 
Gertrude,  a  broken  old  maid,  was  sole  owner  of  Beaulieu  Castle, 
with  eight  thousand  a-year  ;  and  that  Agnes  Buckley,  her  sister, 
and  cooBeqoentJy,  Sam  as  next  tu  succession,  was  her  heir.* 

All  the  negotiations  for  the  puruhase  of  Clere  hod  been  carried 
on  through  Miaa  Gertrude  and  her  steward.  The  brewer  died,  the 
property  was  sold,  and  Sam,  by  bis  agents,  bought  old  Clere  back, 
eight  monliiB  before  this,  for  4'ti,000L 

"  Then,  why  on  earth,"  says  Mrs.  Councillor  Wattiegum  (oar 
ooloniaJ  Mrs.  Grundy),  "didn't  they  go  home  overland?  How 
could  people  with  such  wealth  aa  yoa  describe,  demean  themselves 
hy  going  home  round  the  Horn,  like  a  parcel  of  diggers?" 

Because,  my  dear  Madam,  the  young  folks  were  very  anxious 
lo  see  an  iceberg.     Come,  let  us  get  on." 

The  gale  has  lasted  three  days,  and  in  that  time  wo  have  run 
inr  course  970  mUes.  The  foortli  morning  breaks 
l^loriously  brigfat,  with  the  shadows  of  a  few  fleecy  clouds  flying 
Koross  the  bright  blue  heaving  sea.  The  ship,  with  all  canvas 
crowded  on  her,  alow  and  aloft,  is  racing  on,  liAeen  knots  an  lioor, 
with  a  brisk  cold  wind  full  on  her  quarter,  heeling  over  till  tho 
water  comes  rushing  and  spouting  through  her  leeward  ports,  and 

*  It  vDQ  will  Giunine  the  moat  Buoocsstul  of  our  modern  oovelB,  you 
will  find  that  the  great  object  of  the  author  ii  to  keep  Ibe  raador  iu  a 
oontinaal  state  ol  astonishment.  Following  this  rule,  I  give  myEell  grenl 
aiedit  (or  this  cinm  di  thdUte.  I  am  certain  that  the  most  experienced 
novel  TMder  could  not  have  toreseen  it.  I  laaj  safelj  sa;  Uiat  DOa«  <il 
lo;  reader!  will  b«  hall  k>  much  aatonifehedultiuu'jwikL. 
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no  man  can  alnud  wltJiaiit  holiling  on,  bat  all  are  mtfay  uid  hsfg/j 
to  see  Uie  water  fiy  past  like  bias  champagne,  aud  ki  nleb  Ika 
Beething  wake  that  Uie  good  sliip  leaTea  behitiil  ber.  Ah  !  «U 
ia  tliis,  that  all  are  crowding  down  to  loeward  to  look  at  ?  fa 
tliis  the  Crystal  Palace,  of  whioli  we  iiuve  read,  came  out  (o  va  lo 
meet  OS  ?  No  I  the  young  kUks  are  going  to  be  gratified.  It  ii 
a  great  iceberg,  and  we  uball  pass  abont  a  mile  to  windward. 

Certainly  worth  seeing.  Slach  more  trem^tdooB  than  I  bid 
expected,  Uiongh  my  imi^inatioQ  Lad  rather  nm  riot  in  e:qM- 
tation.  JuBt  a  great  floating  cluster  of  shiniiig  spliut^r^  ciralib, 
about  a  mile  long  and  800  ieet  high,  with  the  cold  huugrv  lea 
leaping  and  gnawing  at  its  bafie,^that  ia  all.  Send  up  tbiM 
tierman  musicians  here,  and  let  us  bear  the  echo  of  one  rf 
Strauss'  Waltzes  come  ringing  back  &om  the  chill  green  otttei». 
Then  away ;  her  head  is  northward  again  now,  we  amy  dgU-lka 
Falklands  tjie  day  after  to-morrow. 

Hardly  worth  tellmg  jou  mnch  more  abont  that  bappj  njtgfi, 
I  think,  and  really  I  remember  bat  few  things  more  of  note.  A 
great  American  ship  in  45°,  steaming  in  the  toeth  of  the  wind, 
heaving  her  long  gleaming  Bides  through  the  roll  of  the  Sooth 
Atlantic.  The  Royat  Charter*  passing  us  tike  a  phantom  ship 
through  the  hot  haze,  when  ne  were  becalmetl  on  the  line,  waking 
the  silence  of  the  heaving  glassy  sea  with  her  throbbing  propelter. 
A  valiant  Tain-glorious  bUla  gun-boat  going  out  all  the  way  to 
China  by  herself,  givmg  haraclf  the  aire  of  a  soventy-fbur,  w- 
quiring  boata  to  be  sent  on  board  her,  aa  if  we  coddn't  hiT« 
slowed  her,  guns  and  all,  oa  our  poop,  and  never  crowded  our- 
solves  I  A  noble  transport,  with  63  painted  on  her  bows,  swanu- 
ing  with  soldiers  for  India,  to  whom  wo  gave  three  times  thre^. 
All  these  things  have  taded  from  my  recollection  in  iitvoar  of  i 
bright  spring  morning  in  April. 

A  morning  which,  beyond  all  others  in  my  hfe,  etande  out  clear 
and  distinct,  as  the  most  memorable.  Jim  Buckley  shoved  asude 
my  cabin  door  when  I  was  dressing,  and  says  he, — "  Unole  Jeff, 
my  Dad  wants  you  immi'diately  ;  be  is  standing  by  the  darita  of 
the  larboard  quarterboat." 

And  80  I  ran  np  to  Sam,  aud  he  look  my  arm  and  poinlMl 
northward.  Over  the  gleamiug  morning  sea  rose  apurplii  moon- 
tain,  shadowed  here  and  there  by  travellbg  clouds ;  and  a  Uttlfi 
rod-sailed  boat  was  diving  and  plunging  towarda  as,  with  a  nd 
Hag  fiuttering  on  her  mast. 

*  Ala»!  alas!  how  liltlc  did  t  think  that  ia  m;  second  edition, I  should 
have  to  rfmind  mj  rcailera  tb»l  Ibis,  the  moBl  bmnlUnl  of  diips,  bad 
perislisd  on  the  coast  o(  &a%laBQY,  with  her  SOO  suule  1 
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What  1 "  I  B&icI, — but  I  coald  Bay  no  more. 
The  Lizard  I " 

But  I  could  not  sec  it  now  for  a  blinding  haze,  and  I  bent  down 
bead  npon  the  bolwarka — Bah  !  I  am  bat  a  fool  after  all. 

lat  could  there  hare  been  to  cry  at  in  a  Cornish  moor,  and  a 
louth  pilot  boat  ?  I  am  not  quite  bo  young  as  I  was,  and  my 
nerves  aie  probably  foiling.  That  must  have  been  it,  "  When  I 
Baw  the  steeple,"  says  M.  Tapley,  "  I  thought  it  would  have  choked 
me."  Let  me  say  the  some  of  Eddystone  Lighthouse,  which  wa 
saw  that  afternoon  ;  and  have  done  with  sentiment  for  good.  It 
my  memory  serves  me  rightly,  we  have  hod  a  good  deal  of  that 
sort  of  thing  in  the  preceding  pages. 

I  left  the  ship  at  Plymouth,  and  Ssm  went  on  in  ha  to  London. 
I  satisfied  my  soul  with  amazement  at  the  men  of  war,  and  the 
breakwater;  and,  having  bought  a  horse,  I  struck  boldly  across 
the  moor  for  Drumston,  revisiting  on  my  way  many  a  weU-known 
snipe-groond,  and  old  tront-hauut ;  and  so,  on  the  third  morning, 
I  reached  Drumston  once  more,  and  stabled  my  horso  at  a  little 
public -house  near  the  cbnrcb. 

It  was  about  eight  o'clock  on  a  Taeeday  morning :  nevertbelees, 
the  cburch'bell  was  going,  and  the  door  was  open  as  if  for  prayer. 
I  was  a  Uttle  surprised  at  this,  bnt  having  visited  the  grave  where 
my  father  and  mother  lay,  and  then  passed  on  to  the  simple  head- 
stone which  marked  the  resting  place  of  John  Thornton  and  his 
wife,  I  brushed  through  the  docks  and  nettles,  towards  the  lych- 
gate,  in  the  shadow  of  which  stood  the  clergyman,  a  gentlemanly 
looking  yonng  man,  talking  to  a  very  aged  woman  in  a  red  cloak. 

Ue  saluted  me  courteonsly,  and  pnssed  on,  talking  earnestly  and 
kindly  to  his  aged  companion,  and  so  the  remarkable  couple  went 
into  the  chnroh,  and  the  bell  stopped. 

I  hx)ked  around.  Close  to  me,  leaning  against  the  gate,  was  a 
eoarse  looking  woman  about  fifly,  who  had  just  set  dovm  a  red 
earthen  pitcher  to  rest  herself,  and  seemed  not  disinclined  for  a 
gossip.  And  at  the  same  moment  I  saw  a  lat  man,  about  my  own 
age,  with  breeches  unbuttoned  at  tha  knee,  grey  worsted  stockings 
kud  slippers,  and  looking  altogether  as  if  he  was  just  out  of  bed, 
having  had  too  much  to  drink  the  night  before ;  such  a  man,  I  say, 
I  saw  coming  across  the  rood,  towards  us,  with  his  bands  in  his 
pockets. 

"  Good  morning,"  I  said  to  the  woman.  "  Pray  what  is  the 
clergyman's  name  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Kontogae,"  she  answered,  with  a  cm'tsey. 

■■  Docs  he  have  prayers  every  morning  ?  " 
Every  mamin'  of  bis  life,"  she  said.     "  tt*'*  b.  Vs).-^\A*ar 
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"You'ra  a  fool,  Cis  Jowil,"  said  Ibc  maa,  wbo  lud 
timo  arrived.     "  You'm  k-adlng  tlia  geatlemaa   wroog, 

pDS8jit«." 

"  And  there  baia't  mnub  dtfiurence,  I'm  thinking,  Jami 
Cord,"  said  Cie  Jenoli. 

I  started.  Jojues  Ooeford  had  I>e«n  one  of  my  laTOiinfa>  ^U 
eomrodeB  in  times  gone  hj,  and  here  be  was.  Could  it  tw  b  f 
Could  this  fat  red-faced  man  uf  sixtj-one,  be  the  baadaotae  hard* 
riding  young  dandy  of  forty  yearg  ago?  It  was  h«,  doabtltas, 
and  in  another  moment  I  should  have  declorod  myself,  bat  a  itfv 
interruption  occurred. 

The  bell  began  again,  acd  service  was  otct.  The  olil  warau 
came  out  of  the  porch  and  slowly  down  the  path  tomnla  us. 

"  la  that  all  his  congregation  ?  "  I  asked. 

"That's  all,  eir,"  said  Goaford.  "  Bometimes  soma  of  Ui« 
young  villains  of  boya  gets  in,  and  our  old  clerk,  Jeny,  brnitt 
'era  round  and  round  all  prayer  time;  but  Llierti's  oona  gut* 
regular  except  the  old  'ooman." 

"  And  ahe  had  need  to  pray  a  little  more  than  other  fcAs," 
said  Cis  Jewell,  folding  her  anus,  and  balancing  herwlf  in  * 
conversatioiial  attitude.     "  My  poor  old  grandfather " 

Farther  conyeraation  was  stopped  by  tlie  near  approach  of  Qit 
old  woman  herself,  and  I  looked  up  at  her  witli  some  little  curioot^. 
A  very  old  woman  she  was  surely ;  and  whUo  I  eeemed 
with  some  sort  of  recollection,  she  fixed  faor  cyoa  upon  me, 
knew  one  another. 

"  Qeoffry  Hamlyn,"  she  said,  without  a  sign  of  surprise.  "  Ton 
6Te  welcome  back  to  your  native  village.  Wbcn  yonr  old  cosmdu 
did  not  know  yon,  I,  whose  eyes  are  dim  with  tlie  sorrow  of  eigbly 
years,  reeoguiaed  you  at  once.  They  may  well  call  mo  tho  ' 
woman." 

"  Good  God  I  "  was  all  I  could  eay.     "  Can  this  be  H&dgo 

"  This  is  Madge,"  she  said,  "  who  bas  IivimI  long  enough 
and  to  bless  tho  man  who  saw  and  comforted  her  poor  lost 
prison,  when  all  beside  fell  off  from  him.     llie  Ijori  reward  ywi 
for  it." 

"  How  did  yoa  know  that.  Mndgo  ?  " 

"  Ask  a  wit«h  where  she  gets  her  information  I  "  tniigheid  sbc. 
"  God  forgive  mo.  I'll  tell  you  how  it  was.  One  of  the  turnkeys 
in  that  very  prison  was  a  Cooper,  a  Ham|>8hir<^  gipsy,  and  be, 
knowing  my  boy  to  be  half-blooded,  passi-d  all  tho  facts  on  tlirongh 
the  txibea  to  me,  who  am  a  moth«r  among  them  I  I>id  you  sec  him 
die  f  "  she  added,  eagerly  putting  her  great  bony  hand  upon  my 
ana,  and  looking  up  iu  my  lace. 
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"Nol  no!  mother,"  I  answered  ;  "  I  hadn't  coarage  for  that." 

"  I  heard  he  died  game,"  sbc  continued,  hnlf  to  boreelf.  "  Ha 
should  a  done.  There  nas  a  deal  of  wild  blood  in  him  from  both 
Ridca.  Are  you  going  up  to  the  noodl&ndfi,  to  soe  the  old  place  ? 
'Tis  all  in  rains  now ;  and  the  chonghs  and  stores  ore  building  and 
brooding  in  the  chimney  nook  where  I  nursed  him.  I  Bhall  not 
have  much  longer  to  wait ;  I  only  stayed  for  this.     Good-bye," 

And  she  was  gone  ;  and  Gosford,  relieTed  hy  her  departure,  waa 
affectionately  lugging  me  off  to  his  honse.  Ob,  the  mixture  of 
wealth  and  discomfort  that  bouse  exhibited  !  Oh,  the  warm-hoart«d 
jollity  of  every  oao  there  !  Oh,  to  biw  tliose  three  pretty,  well- 
educated  girls  taking  their  father  cff  by  force,  and  making  him 
clean  himself  in  honour  of  my  arrival  I  Oh,  the  merry  evening  wo 
had  t  What,  thongh  tho  cyder  disagreed  with  me  ?  'What,  though 
I  knew  it  would  disagree  with  me  ab  the  time  I  drank  it?  That 
noisy,  jolly  night  in  the  old  DoToDshire  grange  was  one  of  the 
pleasantest  of  my  life. 

And,  to  my  great  surprise,  tho  Yicar  came  in  in  tho  middle  of 
it,  and  made  himself  very  agreeable  to  me.  He  told  me  that  old 
Madge,  as  far  as  he  could  see,  was  a  thoroughly  converted  and 
orderly  person,  having  thrown  aside  all  pretence  of  wit«hcratl. 
That  aho  lived  on  some  trifle  of  hoarded  money  of  her  own,  and  a 
small  parish  allowance  that  she  had  ;  and  that  she  had  only  come 
back  to  the  parish  some  six  years  since,  after  wandering  about  as 
a  gipsy  in  almost  every  part  of  England.  Ho  was  eo  good  as  to 
undertake  tho  delivery  of  a  email  sum  to  her  weekly  from  me, 
quite  sufficient  to  enable  her  to  refuse  the  parish  allowance,  and 
five  comfortably  (he  wrote  to  mo  a  few  months  afterwards,  and 
told  me  that  it  waa  retjuired  no  longer,  for  that  Madge  waa  gone 
to  rest  at  last) ;  and  a  good  deal  moro  news  he  gave  me,  very  little 
of  which  is  interesting  here. 

He  told  me  that  Lord  C ,  John  Thornton's  friend,  was 

dead ;  that  he  never  tboronghly  got  over  the  great  Befomi  debate, 
in  which  be  over-exerted  himself;  and  that,  after  the  passing  of 
that  Bill,  he  had  walked  joyfully  home  and  bad  a  fit,  which 
prevented  hb  ever  taking  any  part  in  polities  aflem-ards,  though 
be  lived  above  ten  years.  That  his  son  was  not  so  popular  as  his 
father,  in  consequence  of  bis  politics,  which  were  too  conservative 
lor  the  new  class  of  tenanta  his  father  had  brought  in  ;  and  bis 
religious  opinions,  which,  said  tha  clergyman,  were  those  of  a 
sound  Churchman  ;  by  which  he  meant,  I  rather  suspect,  that  he 
pretty  amart  Tractarian.  I  was  getting  won  with  this  young 
gentleman,  in  spit«  of  religious  difCereuce,  when  he  chose  to  say 
Uat  the  pariah  had  never  been  right  since  Kaberly  had  it,  and 
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that  the  DisseDtere  always  raved  abont  him  to  this  da;  ;  whtttl?, 
he  ccmoluded,  thalFrtk&k  Mabcrl;  was  far  from  orthodox.  I  look 
occasion  to  say  that  Frank  was  the  man  of  all  othoB  in  tUa  wodd 
whom  I  admired  moat,  and  that,  coneidoring  he  bad  soaled  hit 
faith  with  his  life,  I  thought  that  he  ought  to  be  rei^  rwemtlj 
spoken  of.  After  this  there  aroee  &  little  oooIdobs,  and  be  tnot 
home. 

I  went  up  to  town  b;  the  Groat  Westem,  and,  for  the  first  tinu. 
knew  what  was  meant  by  railway  travelling.  True,  I  had  seen  tai 
travellod  on  that  monnment  of  humao  industry,  the  Hobson'a  Bty 
Railroad,  hut  that  stupendoua  work  hardty  prepared  me  for  Un 
Qreat  Western.  And  on  this  journey  1  began  to  imderslaad,  fiv 
the  first  time  in  my  life,  what  a  marvcUone  country  this  yngliJ 
of  onra  was.  I  wondered  at  the  wealth  and  traffic  I  saw,  oTen  in 
oomparativety  unimportant  towns.  I  wondered  at  the  iMaoty  and 
8ohdity  of  the  railway  works ;  at  the  vast  crowds  of  people  whidi 
I  saw  at  every  station  ;  at  the  manly,  Independent  bearing  of  ttn 
men  of  the  working  classes,  -which  combined  so  well  with  their 
civility  and  intelligence  ;  and  3  thought,  with  a  laugh,  of  the  bte 
of  any  eighty  thousand  men  who  might  shove  their  nosee  into  tha 
bee-hive,  whtle  there  was  snob  material  to  draw  upon.  Bnoh  wen 
the  thoughts  of  an  EDgUshman.  landing  in  England,  from  whom  Hw 
evils  produced  by  dense  population  were  as  yet  hidden. 

But  wJieu  I  got  into  the  whirl  of  London,  I  was  completely  arer- 
whelmed  and  stupefied.  I  did  not  ei^ny  anything.  The  otoinal 
roar  was  so  different  to  what  I  had  been  used  to;  and  I  had  stajrol 
there  a  couple  of  months  before  I  had  gut  a  distinct  improgaimi  <4 
anything,  save  and  except  the  Crystal  Palace  at  Sydenham. 

It  was  during  this  visit  to  London  that  I  heard  of  the  &D  of 
Von  Landstein's  (Dr.  Mulhaos')  Ministry,  which  had  happened  a 
year  or  two  biifore.  And  now,  also,  I  read  the  speech  he  made  on 
his  resignation,  which,  for  biting  sarcasm  and  bitter  tmlh  rudely 
told,  is  onequalled  by  any  speech  I  ever  read.  A  inurti  witty, 
mora   insolent,  more  audacious   tirade,  was  never  burled  at  a 

aoccessful  opposition  by  a  fallen  minister.     The  K party  mX 

furious,  as  one  by  one  were  seized  on  by  our  ruthless  friend,  beU 
up  to  ridicule,  and  thrown  aside.  They,  however,  meditated 
vengeance. 

Onr  friend,  in  the  heat  of  debate,  itned  the  word,  "  Dnunmtf- 
kopf,"  which  answers,  I  believe,  to  our  "wooden  head."  Hs 
applied  it  to  no  one  in  particular ;  but  a  certain  young  nnhlemu 
(BoW'WOw  Ton  Azelsberg  was  his  name)  found  Ibe  epitb«t  m 
^phcable  to  bis  own  case,  that  he  took  umbrage  at  it ;  and,  being 
egged  on  by  biB  COIaI^d«e,  u^nUoKi^fd  Vera  Landstetn  to  mortal 
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mbat.  Von  Lftndstpin  received  hia  fire  withoat  Buffering,  adjastcd 
«  epectncloB,  and  shot  Ibe  young  genUemaD  in  tbo  knee,  slopping 
Am  waltzing  for  ever  and  a  day.  He  then  depart«d  for  iiie  castle, 
vbere  be  is  at  this  present  speaking  (having  jost  gone  there  after 
a  visit  to  Clere)  busy  at  hii  great  book,  "  The  History  of  Fanatics 
and  ranaticiam,  from  Mahomet  to  Joe  Smith."  Beloved  by  all 
who  come  in  contact  with  him ;  bappy,  honoored,  and  prosperous, 
as  he  BO  well  deserves  to  he. 

Sut  I  used  to  go  and  see  everything  that  was  to  he  seen, 
tbongb,  having  no  companion  (for  Sam  was  down  at  Clere,  putting 
his  house  in  order),  it  was  very  wretched  work.  I  did,  in  feet, 
all  the  public  amusements  in  London^  and,  as  a  matter  of  course, 
found  myself  one  night,  about  eleven  o'clock,  at  Evans's  in 
Coveot  Garden. 

The  place  was  crowded  to  suffocation,  bnt  I  got  a  place  at  a 
table  about  half-way  up,  opposite  on  old  gentleman  who  had  been 
drinking  a  good  deal  of  brandy  and  wal^ir,  and  was  wanting  Eome 
more.  Next  me  was  an  honest-looking  yoong  fellow  enough,  and 
opposite  bim  his  friend.     These  two  looked  like  shop-lads,  out  for 

A  tall  old  gentleman  made  me  buy  some  cigars,  with  such  an 
Lair  of  condescending  goodwill,  that  I  was  encouraged  to  stop  a 
siter  and  humbly  ask  for  n  gloss  of  whiskey  and  water.  He 
M^Ws  kind  enough  to  bring  it  for  me  ;  no  I  fc^lt  more  at  ease,  and 
repared  to  enjoy  myself. 
A  very  gentlemanly -looking  man  sang  os  a  song,  no  nnntterahly 
iny  that  we  were  dissolveid  in  inextinguishable  laughter ;  and 
SD,  from  l;wbind  a  curtain,  began  to  come  boys  in  black,  one 
after  aaotlier,  as  Uie  imps  iu  a  paatomime  come  from  a  place 
1  dare  not  mention,  to  chase  the  clown  to  his  destruction.  I 
cotmted  twelve  of  them  and  grew  dizzy.  They  ranged  themselves 
in  a  row,  with  their  hands  behind  Lhem,  and  began  sereechmg 
Tennyson's  "  Miller's  Daughter"  with  such  a  mnximnm  of  shrill- 
noss,  and  such  a  miuimnm  of  espressiou,  that  I  began  to  think 
that  tailing  wild  cattle  on  the  mountains,  at  midnight,  in  a 
^  Ibmiderstorm,  with  my  boots  full  of  water,  was  a  far  preferable 
'taatioQ  to  my  present  one. 

'   They  finished.     Thank  goodness.     Ah  1  delusive  hope.     Tha 

mkeu  old  miscreant  opposite  me  got  up  an  encore  with  the 

lottom  of  bis  tnmbbr,  and  we  hod  it  all  over  again.     Who  can 

U>1\  luy  dnlight  when  he  broke  his  gkss  applauding,  and  the  waiter 

come  down  on  him  sharp,  and  mnde  him  puy  for  it.     I  gave  that 

^waiter  sixpence  on  tfa«  spot. 

^^  Then  cune  eomc  capital  singing,  whick  I  realL's  <£V^'^<A-,  ^oA 
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then  oame  a  remarkable  adyentore ;  *'  an  adTentmre !  '*  yon  say; 
"and  at  Evans's  I  '*  My  dear  sir,  do  yon  suppose  that,  at  a 
moment  like  tlus,  idien  I  am  pressed  Car  space,  and  just  oommg 
to  the  end  of  my  stoiy ;  do  yon  suppose  that,  at  a  moment  like 
this,  I  would  waste  your  time  at  a  singing-house  for  nothing  ? 

A  tall,  upright  looking  man  passed  up  the  lane  between  the 
tables,  and  almost  touched  me  as  he  passed.  I  did  not  catch  his 
face,  but  there  was  something  so  digHnguS  about  him  that  I 
watched  him.  He  had  his  hi^  off,  and  was  smoothing  down  his 
dose-crqyped  hair,  and  appeared  to  be  looking  for  a  seat.  As  he 
was  just  opposite  to  us,  one  of  the  young  clerks  leant  over  to  the 
other,  and  said, — 

''  That  is ."    I  did  not  catch  what  he  said. 

"  By  George,"  said  the  other  lad.     « Is  it  now  ?  " 

"  That's  Mn,  sir,"  said  the  first  one,  with  a  slight  disr^ard 
of  grammar. 

The  new  comer  was  walking  slowly  up  the  room,  and  there 
began  to  arise  a  little  breeze  of  applause,  and  then  some  one  called 
ou^  "  Three  cheers  for  the  Inkerman  pet,"  and  then  there  was  a 
stamping  of  feet,  and  a  little  laughter  and  cheering  in  various 
parts  of  the  room ;  but  the  new  comer  made  one  bow  and  walked 
on. 

''Pray,  sir,"  said  I,  bending  over  to  one  of  those  who  had 
spoken  before,  ''  who  is  that  gentleman  ?  " 

He  had  no  need  to  tell  me.  The  man  we  spoke  of  reached  the 
orchestra  and  turned  round.     It  was  Jim  Brentwood  I 

There  was  a  great  white  seam  down  his  flEu^e,  and  he  wore  a 
pair  of  light  curling  moustachios,  but  I  knew  him  in  a  moment ; 
and,  when  he  faced  round  to  the  company,  I  noticed  that  his 
person  seemed  known  to  the  public,  for  there  was  not  a  little 
applause  with  the  bottoms  of  tumblers,  not  unlike  what  one  remem- 
bers at  certain  banquets  I  have  been  at,  with  certain  brethren. 
Sons  of  Apollo. 

In  one  moment  we  were  standing  face  to  face,  shaking  one 
another  by  both  hands ;  in  another,  we  were  arm  in  arm,  walking 
through  the  quiet  streets  towards  Jim's  lodgings.  He  had  been  in 
Ireland  with  his  regiment,  as  I  knew,  which  accounted  for  my  not 
having  seen  him.  And  that  night,  M^jor  Brentwood  recounted  to 
me  all  his  part  in  the  last  great  campaign,  firom  the  first  fierce 
rush  up  the  hill  at  the  Alma,  down  to  the  time  when  our  Lady 
pinned  a  certain  bit  of  gun  metal  on  to  his  coat  in  St.  James's 
Park. 

A  few  days  after  this,  Jim  and  I  were  standing  together  on  the 
platform  of  the  Wildmoor  Station,  on  the  South-Western 
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way,  and  a  couple  of  porters  wore  cmrying  our  portmanfeaus 
towards  n  pair-horso  phaeton,  in  whieli  stood  Sam  Buckley,  shout- 
ing to  us  to  come  on,  for  the  horxee  wouliiu't  stand.  So,  in  a 
tnoment,  I  waB  alongside  of  Sam  is  the  front  seat,  with  Jim 
Btanding  up  behind,  botwoon  the  grooms,  and  leaning  over  be- 
tween US,  to  see  atU'r  Sam's  driving  ;  and  away  we  went  along  a 
splendid  road,  aoross  a  beath,  at  what  seemed  to  mo  a  rather 
dangerous  pace. 

"Lot  tbem  go,  my  child,"  said  Jim  to  Sam,  "yon'TO  got  a 
fMT  mile  before  you.  You  sit  at  your  work  in  capital  style.  Giva 
me  time  and  I'll  teach  yon  to  drive,  Sam.  How  do  you  like  this, 
Uncle  Jeff?" 

I     I  said,  "  That's  more  than  I  can  tell  yon.  Master  Jim.     I  know 
)feo  litUe  of  3-otir  wheeled  vehicles  that  I  am  rather  alarmed." 
^   "  Ah  !  "  said  Jim,  "yon  should  have  been  in  Calcntta  when  tho 
Oltonrko  and  little  Charley  Badminton  tried  to  drive  a  pair  of 
fresh  imported  Anstraliana  tandem  through  the  town.     Bed  Mac- 
lean and  I  looked  ont  of  the  billiard-room,  and  we  saw  tho  two 
horses  go  by  with  a  bit  of  a  shaft  hanging  about  the  wheeler's 
hocks.      So  we  ran   and  found  Charley,  with  his  bead    broke, 
standing  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  mopping  the  blood  off  bJa 
Charley,'  says  I,  '  how  the  dence  did  this  happen  ? ' 
i  met  an  elephant,"  nays  he,  in  a  faint  voice." 
Have  yon  heard  anything  of  tho  Mayfords  lately  ?  "  said  Jim. 
You  know  Ellen  is  married  ?  "  said  Sam. 
No,     Is  she  ?  "  I  said,     "  And  pray  to  whom  ?  " 
The   Sqnire  of  Monkspool,"  he  answered.      "  A  very  fins 
young  fellow,  and  clever  withal." 

"  Did  old  Mrs.  Mayford,"  asked  Jim,  "ever  reoover  her  reason 
before  she  died?" 

"  Never,  poor  soul,"  said  Sam.  "  To  the  last  she  refiisod  to 
see  my  mother,  behoving  that  the  rivalry  between  Cecil  and  my- 
self in  some  way  led  to  his  death.  She  was  never  sane  afl«r  that 
dreadful  morning." 

And  BO  with  much  pleasant  talk  we  beguiled  the  way,  till  I  saw, 
across  a  deep  valley  on  our  right,  a  line  of  noble  heights,  well 
timbered,  but  broken  into  open  grassy  glades,  and  smooth  sheets 
of  bright  green  lawn.  Between  as  and  these  hills  flowed  a 
gleaming  nver,  from  which  a  broad  avenue  led  up  to  the  eye  of 
the  pictnre,  a  noble  grey  stone  mansion,  a  maea  of  turrets,  gables, 
and  chimneys,  which  the  allemoon  Bun  was  lighting  up  right 
pleasantly 

"That  Is  the  finest  seat  I  have  seen  yet,  Sam,"  I  said. 
"  ■Whose  is  that  ?  " 
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"  That,"  said  8ian,  "  is  Glare.     Mj  honso  and  your  bom^^ 
friend." 

SwiiUy  up  ander  the  shadow  of  the  elm  avenoe,  past  the 
herds  of  dappled  deer,  up  to  the  brood  gravcUod  torrooe  which 
ran  along  in  front  of  the  brave  old  house.  And  there  beneath  the 
dark  wild  porch,  above  the  group  of  servAuts  tli.'kt  atood  apoa  the 
Btepa  to  receive  their  master,  was  Alice,  with  her  sou  and  dangh- 
ter  beside  her,  waiting  to  nolcome  us,  with  thu  happy  sonligbt  on 
her  face. 

I  bought  a  sweet  collogo,  barely  a  mile  from  Ctere,  with  fort; 
acres  of  grtiss-lund  round  it,  and  every  i;onvcniunue  sailed  for  an 
old  bachelor  of  my  moderate  though  comfortable  means. 

I  took  to  fishing,  and  to  the  breeding  of  horses  on  a  small  scsle, 
and  finding  that  I  could  muke  myself  enormously  busy  with  these 
occupations,  and  as  much  huntinj^  as  I  wanted,  I  became  veiy 
comfortable,  and  considered  myself  settled. 

I  had  plenty  of  society,  the  best  in  the  loud.  Above  all  men 
I  was  the  honoured  guest  at  Clero,  aud  as  the  county  had  rallied 
round  Sam  with  acclamation,  I  saw  and  eqjoyed  to  the  fullest 
extent  theoharming  English  ooontry-life,  the  like  of  which,  I  take 
it,  no  other  country  can  show, 

I  was  a  great  favourite,  too,  with  old  Mias  Qertrnda  Talbot  at 
the  CBslle.  Her  admiration  and  love  for  Sam  and  bis  wife  was 
almost  equal  to  mine.  So  we  never  bored  one  another,  and  so, 
by  degrees,  gaining  the  old  lady's  entire  confidence,  I  got  ea- 
trnsted  witli  a  special  mission  of  a  somewhat  peculiar  character. 

The  leading  desire  of  tbis  good  old  wiMnan's  life  was,  that  hei 
sister  Agnes  should  come  bsiok  with  her  husband,  the  M^or,  and 
take  pousession  of  the  castle.  Agaiu,  Alice  could  not  be  content, 
unless  bar  fatbor  could  be  induced  to  couie  bock  and  take  np  his 
residence  at  Clere.  And  loiters  having  failed  to  prodoM  the 
desired  effect  in  both  instances,  the  M^or  saying  that  he  was 
quite  comfortable  where  he  was,  and  the  Captun  urging  that  the 
English  winters  would  be  too  rigorous  for  his  conetitutioa  ;  under 
these  circumstances,  I  say,  1,  the  eonjulant  of  tbe  family,  wiUua 
fifteen  months  of  landing  at  Plymouth,  found  myself  u  a  bol 
omnibus  with  a  Mahomedau  driver,  jolting  and  bumping  over 
the  desert  of  Suez  on  my  way  back  to  AustiuUa,  charged  to  bring 
the  old  folks  Lome,  or  never  show  ray  face  again. 

And  it  was  after  this  joumuy  that  the  scene  described  ta  the 
fir^t  chapter  of  this  book  took  place  ;  when  I  read  aloud  to  tbam 
from  the  roll  of  inmiuaL'rjjjt  mentioned  there,  my  rec(ill«ctiaDa  of 
oil  that  had  htippened  lo  ua  during  so  many  yean.     But  b' 
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have  oonio  back  to  England,  tlieso  "  RijcollecUons "  bavo  been 
Tery  mnoU  enlarged  and  improved  by  the  aSBiBtanue  of  M^jor 
Backle;,  Agnes,  and  Captain  Brentn'ood. 

For  I  succeeded  in  my  object,  and  brought  them  back  in 
triumph  through  the  Bod  Hea,  across  the  Isthmus  o(  Suez,  and 
so  by  way  of  the  Mediterranean,  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  the  English 
Channel,  Southampton  Water,  the  South-Westom  Bailway.  und 
Alice's  new  dark'blue  barouche,  safe  and  sound  to  Clcrcond  the 
cattle,  where  they  ail  are  at  present  speaking,  unless  some  of 
them  are  gone  out  a- walking. 

As  for  Tom  Troubridge  aud  Majy,  they  are  so  exceedingly 
happy  and  prosperous,  ^at  ticy  aJO  not  worth  talking  about. 
Tbey  will  come  either  by  the  Swiflsure  or  the  Norfolk,  and  wo 
tave  got  their  rooms  ready  for  them.  They  say  that  their  second 
child,  the  boy,  is  one  of  the  finest  riders  in  the  colony. 

"  You  have  forgotten  some  one  after  all,"  says  the  reader  after 
doe  examination.  "A  man  we  took  some  little  interest  in.  It  la 
not  much  matter  though,  we  shall  be  glud  when  you  have 
done." 

"  Is  this  the  man  you  mean  f  " 

I  am  sitting  in  Sam's  "den"  at  Clero.  He  is  engaged  in 
receiving  the  "  ofterdavy  "  of  a  man  who  got  his  head  broke  by  a 
tinker  at  the  cricket -match  in  the  pork  (for  Sam  is  in  the  com- 
mission, and  sits  on  the  bench  once  a  month  "  a  perfect  Midas," 
as  Mrs.  Wattlegnm  would  Gay).  I  am  busy  rigging  up  one  of 
those  wonderful  new  Yankee  spoous  with  a  view  to  killing  a 
viUainoua  pike,  who  has  got  into  the  trontwater.  I  have  juet  tied 
on  the  thirty-ninth  hook,  and  have  got  the  fortieth  ready  in  my 
fingers,  when  a  footman  opens  the  door,  and  says  to  me, — 

"If  yon  please,  sir,  your  atnd-groom  would  bo   glad  to  see 

I  keep  two  horsea  of  aU  work  and  n  grey  pony,  so  that  the  word 
"stud"  before  the  word  "groom"  in  the  last  sentence  must  bo 
taken  to  refer  to  my  little  farm,  on  which  I  rear  a  few  colta 
annually. 

"  May  he  come  in,  Bam  ?  "  I  ask. 

"  Of  course  1  Uncle  Jeff."  says  ha 

And  BO  there  comes  a  httle  old  man,  dressed  in  the  extreme  of 
that  peculiar  dandyism  which  is  affected  by  retired  jockeys  and 
trainers,  and  which  I  have  seen  since  attempted,  with  indifferent 
success,  by  a  few  yoaug  gentlemen  at  oar  grout  universities.  He 
stands  in  the  door  and  says, — 

■'  Mr.  Plfiwdoi  has  offered  lorty  poand  for  tb«  dark  chMtnut 
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"  Dick,"  1  say  (mark  that  if  yon  please), 
may  hme  tho  brute." 

And  so,  my  dear  reader,  I  mast  at  last  bid  yon  heartily  far^ 
well  ;  I  am  not  entirely  without  hope  that  we  ma;  meet  again. 
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This  book  should  be  returned  to 
the  Library  on  or  before  the  last  date 
stamped  below. 

A  fine  -* '^^-TjiTrtr  i  iny  is  incurred 
by  retaining  it  beyond  the  specified 
time. 

Please  return  promptly. 
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